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Chapter | 


Grohl was holed up in the corner, hoodie on, sunglasses covering his bloodshot eyes. David, freshly broken 
hearted as well, noticed him. He looked familiar. Not only that, he looked pretty hot, too. Some company would 
do him good. Wait, is that that skinny, little kid from Nirvana? All grown up now, isn't he? 


Picking up his coffee up, he wandered over, feeling a little shy. "Hi. Umm.. Do you mind if |, you know." Shrug. 
"Join you?" 


Grohl looked up, sunglasses still masked any expression he might be wearing. He gave a tiny shrug and with his 
foot, pushed the chair opposite him out, away from the table. 


David meekly sat and looked at the man across him, giving him a small smile. "Dave Grohl, right? Man, | 
remember you in Nirvana. Always been a big fan Love your work So.." He sighed and shrugged, almost knowing 
the answer he was going to get. "What brings you here?" 


Silently, Grohl held up his cup. 


"Well, yeah. That was a dumb question. But you don't have to stay here. | mean.. why you? Here?" 


"Had to just get away." It was the first time he spoke and, to David's surprise, his voice was raw, cracked, 


barely a whisper. 

"You okay, man?" David lowered his own voice and leaned over the table. 

Dave shook his head. 

"You can talk," David softly said, hands clasped around his own cup. His knuckles became white as he waited for 
an answer. When none came, he spoke. "Me? Broke up with my boyfriend. Was kicked out of the house. l'm living 
in my car." He gave Dave a strained smile. "Back to where | started, right?" 

Now David felt like a jerk. Obviously this guy didn't want him there. He just wanted to be alone. And his offer 
to break the ice by revealing something so intimate about himself went ignored. Dave Grohl didn't want to hear 


about his problems. 


"Okay, well. Really nice meeting you. I'm sorry | intruded. Take care, okay?" He rose from the chair and excused 


himself 
"Don't go." 

Stalling, David looked over his shoulder, heart beating a little faster. "Sorry?" 
The words came again, the dark haired man not looking up. "Don't go." 

"Oh David looked around himself. "Oh, okay." 


Carefully he sat back down, sipping at his nearly empty mug. He needed to do something if he was going to 


stay. "Ermm.. would you care for another coffee?" 
Dave pushed his cup across the table. "Not the blonde roast" 


When David returned, the sunglasses lay open on the table. He raised his eyes to Grohl's face and was startled 


to find his eyes so puffy and red. They made the man look tired and worn 


"Thanks." That same raw, hoarse whisper. And after a moment, "Man, that was a real dick move on my part, 


wasn't it? Making the homeless guy buy my coffee." 


Gazing at his own mug, David shook his head. He'd opted out of his favourite, instead going for a straight up, 


normal coffee. The ginger didn't really appeal to him at the moment. 


"s okay," he said softly. "I can afford it. At least until he cuts me off from the bank accounts. Which reminds 
me." He pointed to his coffee. "I might not be able to hang around too long. Need to go and get some money out 


before he does that so if | do a run, that's why." 
"So he dumped you, kicked you out and now he's gonna cut you off? Sounds like a real sweetheart: 
David jerked his head up and stared. He had no idea who David is! "He's uh, well, he's not that bad." 


Grohl's eyes narrowed. "Not that bad, huh?" He waved his hand dismissively. "No, never mind. I'm sorry. That's 


your business." 


Swallowing, David pushed the rest of his hair beneath the black beanie. At that precise moment he didn't want 
Grohl to know who he was. Sure, he had money but it wouldn't last for long, not once the redhead got on to 


the banks and really did cut him off. The prospect scared him. 


"Don't worry about it," he murmured, fingering the handle of the mug. He smiled. "I'm all growed up now. | can 


look after myself" 

"hm sure you're right. Thank you for the coffee. Where you gonna go now?" 
"Might go on home. 

"Where's that?" 

"Minnesota" 

"Ugh: 

David chuckled, and for the first time in a while, he meant it. "Its not so bad" 
"Not so bad? You guys have, what, eleven and a half months of snow?" 


Laughing, David shook his head. "Like | said, it's not all that bad. Skiing, sledding, snowboarding. Well, scratch the 
snowboarding ‘cause the place is mostly flat." He sighed, a sadness suddenly filling him. "Yeah, I'll. I'll have to go 
and live with my mother. A forty seven year old man with nothing to his name, living with his mother." He 


chuckled. "Don't know if | can face her." 


"Damn, that is a tough break. Why didn't you protect yourself somehow? How can you walk away from this 
asshole and not put up a fight? Surely, something in those accounts has to be yours." Again, he backed off. 
‘Sorry, none of my business. l'm sure whatever you're going through is bad enough without a jerk like me 
telling you what to do." Grohl picked up his glasses from the table and slid them back over his eyes. "Thank 
you for the coffee and for breaking me out of my funk over here. Um, here. You got a phone? Or will that be 
turned off soon, too?" 


Shivering, David pushed his hands into his pockets. What did he say? How to reply? 


"You're not a jerk," he replied "We've been together thirty years. Been through a lot of shit together. Thought 
it would be forever, you know? | took classes to make sure | was protected but he." He felt himself choke up. 
"He didn't want me to. Said we'd been together so long that we didn't need it." Biting his lower lip, he shook his 

head. "No, | don't think he'll shut the phone off. Secretly | think he wants me to call him, even though it was 


him who kicked me out." He rubbed a hand into his eyes. "l'm sorry." 


Dave sighed and sat back down. "Look, here's my number. If you.." He stalled, unsure of what to say. Hell, he 


didn't even know the guy's name and here he was offering out his number. 
"That's really nice of you. You don't need to do that, though. I'll be okay.” 


"No, take it. If you need anything, really, just call. | know what you're going through right now. And, uh, you 


know my name but | never caught yours’ 

"Oh" David laughed sadly. "David It's David, too." 

"Really? Woah" Dave ran a hand through his hair. "Well, that's a bit of a strange coincidence" 

David shrugged. "Yeah, fate perhaps?" 

Dave shrugged. "I don't know. Well, it's nice to meet you, David You have my number. Give me a call, okay?" 
Now David was the one who wanted to say, "Don't go.” He wanted to hear more about what Dave meant by "I 


know what you're going through." And he didn't feel like being alone. Again. He inhaled deeply and pressed his lips 
together to keep from asking Grohl to stay. 


wun 


After a minute or two passed, David left the coffee shop and wandered down the sidewalk a little ways to the 
ATM at the bank branch. He slid his card in, entered the pin code (0113), scoffed at his choice of codes, and 
then was knocked back a step or two when the balance came up zero. 

"FUCKII! SHITII No. No, no, no. How can you do this???" 

"Too late, huh?" 


David whipped around. 


His heart was pounding and he could feel tears beginning to prickle at his eyes. He had half a tank of gas and 
nothing to eat. There was no way he was getting to Minnesota. Through his tears he looked at the dark haired 


man before him and his lower lip trembled He managed to nod. 


"How much do you need?" 

David shook his head, the tears freely rolling down his cheeks. 

"You can't go back to him?" 

Again he shook his head. 

"Why not?" 

"L.I don't really want to now. Not after this. Not after making it obvious that I'm not worth shit to him." 
Grohl stepped up to the ATM with his card in his hand. "How much?" 

"No! No, you can't do that." 

"Look, | don't even know you and you're worth my time and my help so let me, please.” 


David inhaled deeply and his body shudder as he exhaled. "Just enough to get me back to Minnesota and then 


Ill repay you, | swear | will” 


Grohl pulled his sunglasses off and gazed into David's eyes. Those deep, dark chocolate orbs held so much 


sadness and despair. 


"| believe you." 


He watched as the dark haired man inserted his card into the AIM. A moment later and a sheaf of bills slid 
out. They were held out to David. "Thousand enough?" 


Staring at them, David didn't know what to say. He didn't like being in debt to people and it left a cold, hard 
stone in his stomach. His relationship had taught him that much. "Yeah. Yeah, thanks." Carefully he took them 
and tucked them into his back pocket. "I'll pay you back. | promise. As soon as I'm settled” 


"So, where in Minnesota are you going?" Grohl asked. What was it about this guy? Why did he just give him a 
thousand dollars and why couldn't he just let the guy go? Sure, his story spoke to him, and he, himself, was 
feeling lonely and miserable but not enough to keep this total stranger from going on his way. 

"You wouldn't have heard of it. Jackson Its southwest of Minneapolis." 


"Yeah." He laughed. "Never heard of it" 


"Foo Fighters don't get out there much?" 


"Defi nitely not." 


"Maybe next time. I'll be there. I'll come and see you." 
"Next time," Grohl repeated and looked away from David, a sad, wistful expression on his face. 


David watched the figure disappear, his heart a cold lump. Why couldn't he have admitted who he was? And 
why was he letting another Dave help him? In his experience, they caused nothing but trouble, especially when 


he was in debt with them. With a sigh, he turned and made for his car. 


woun 


Twenty-five hours. David had twenty-five long hours ahead of him on his way home. The first hour wasn't so 
bad. He turned the radio up, he had the windows down, the breeze was in his hair. Second and third hours, not 
the worst he'd ever spent. Had to find a rest stop though. All that coffee.. 


The money in his pocket was warm against his thigh. That had to be just in his head. He liked Dave Grohl. Once 
he was able to crack the man's shell, he turned out to be exactly like people said he was, incredibly kind and 
generous. And smoking hot, to boot. David had his number. Maybe once he was back in Jackson, he could give 
him a call and just let him know he made it safely and that he'd work on getting the money back to him. 


Somehow. 
The drive bored him senseless. He could have flown but he wanted to clear his head. Wanted to get the demon 
with red hair out and replace him with something else. That was until his phone rang. He looked at it and 


groaned. 


David pulled to the shoulder of the highway, knowing that it would be dangerous to try to drive and take this 


call 
"Where are you?" The gruff voice demanded 
"In the car" 

"Where, Junior?" 

"What the hell do you care, Dave?" 


"Well, l'm sitting down to enjoy my coffee. Finally figured out how to work the fucking machine. But anyway, sit 


down to enjoy my coffee and there you are on TV." 


"What are you talking about?" 


"On TMZ, laughing it up with Dave Grohl. You two fucking now?" 
"What? Dave, what the hell are you talking about?" His heart pounded, palms becoming slick with sweat. 


| saw you, Junior! TMZ called you a fan. Didn't recognize you, | guess. But | did. Standing on the sidewalk for 
the whole world to see as you flirted with him. What's he, your rebound man?" And then that sick, sinister 
laugh. "Don't you know how to fuck anybody but Daves? That's weird, Junior. It's like you really want it to be 


me. 


"Trust me. | don't want it to be you. In fact, he's better than you ever were." And with that, David ended the 


call. 


He threw the phone onto the passenger seat and a small, self-satisfied grin tickled his lips. The phone rang 
again but he ignored it. A second after it had stopped ringing, it whistled to let him know there was a voice 
mail. Three hours and thirty phone calls later, he pulled over and switched the phone off. So that was why 
Dave hadn't cut the phone off? So that he could spend the rest of his days harassing him. He decided that the 
second he got to Jackson, he was changing his number and calling everyone to let them know. Everyone except 
for the redhead. Second on the list would be to call Grohl, let him know he'd arrived safely and set up a plan 
for repaying him. Elliot had the farm. Maybe his brother would let him work there? It would give him some 


money and he could repay the not so stranger's kindness. 

Looking at the phone, he sighed, turned it on and pulled over. He waited for a moment, watching as it picked up 
a network, holding his breath as he waited for Dave to call. When he didn't, he pulled Grohl's number from his 
pocket and dialed. 


"Hello?" That soft voice that, even over the phone, sounded like warm caramel dripping over sandpaper, sent a 


chill down David's spine. 
"Dave? It's David. The guy you met at Starbucks, gave me a grand to get back to Minnesota.” 


"David!" He wasn't sure but he could swear he heard a smile there, too. "Yes, of course. What up? You okay? 


Where are you?" 


"Just west of Colorado. |, uh, | just want to say thank you again" And hear your voice, he thought. "I heard we 
were on TMZ" 


"Yeah, that happens sometimes. Hey, why didn't you tell me who you were? | had to find out from my bass 


player who saw the clip and recognized you." 
David felt his heart drop and he laid his head against the steering wheel. 


"You looked so depressed and, well, | was feeling the same," he said softly. "Telling you who | was seemed 


pointless. We were just two guys shooting the breeze, right?" 


There was a moment of silence, the phone hissing in his ear before the reply came, “Yeah, you're right. We 


were." 
‘lm sorry for not telling you." 


‘Its okay. Look, David-" The voice on the other end of the line stalled. "Look, why don't | come out to Jackson? 
Keep you company. Only if you want." 


David could feel his heart pattering, a blush staining his cheeks. Biting his lower lip, he stared at the road 
ahead of him before dropping his eyes to the satnav on the dash. 

"David? David? You still there?" 

"Yeah, I'm still here" 

a 

"Yeah, Id like that. Thanks" 

‘No problem. Where are you" 


His eyes stared at the flashing dot which marked his car. "I'm about two hours from Denver. How about you 


get a plane there and we'll work it out?" 
"Sure. I'll see you there. And, David?" 
"Yeah?" 


"Drive safe." 


An hour later, Grohl called back and instructed David to meet him at a private hangar at Denver International 


the following morning. 
"Private, huh?" 
‘I'm a pretentious rock star, you know." He laughed. 


"I know the type." And then David paused. This was surreal and he was afraid to believe such a crazy thing 


was happening. "Dave, um, you don't have to do this. | mean, you must have a million other things going on. It 


seems really silly for you to drop everything and come out here. We just met, you know Virtually nothing 


about me. Is it easier because now you know who | am?" 


"A little. Truth is I'd like to get out of LA for a litte while and, as you know, | don't get to Minnesota very 
often. Call it a stamp in the passport." 


David found a hotel near the airport and, with great reluctance and guilt, he used some of Dave's cash to 
secure a room for the night. A thousand and one thoughts filled his head, making it impossible to sleep. They 
ranged from fear to anxiousness to giddiness to hopelessness. But he held onto the image of Dave's dark eyes 


gazing into his and that dark, shiny hair that David was sure felt as soft and silky as it looked, 


He tossed and turned, ordered room service using more of Dave's precious cash, and idly watched TV. It was 
only when he was flicking through the channels that his heart stopped. A gossip channel glowed on the set, a 
captured image of Dave and himself in the coffee shop in the right hand corner, the very blonde female 


presenter grinning in to the camera. 


"Foo Fighters’ Dave Grohl and Megadeth's David Ellefson were today caught having a deep heart to heart. 
Rumours abound that both have been left brokenhearted, with Ellefson having recently quit a thirty year 
relationship with Megadeth's front man Dave Mustaine. We spoke to Mustaine on the phone earlier to try and 


confirm these rumours." 

The image changed to a still image of Dave, a beautiful one David had seen used a lot. His voice crackled from 
the screen, "No, | was never in a relationship with David. | don't swing that way. David does though. | remember 
when | first met him, he came straight out to me, told me he was gay. He tried to get me into a relationship 
but, as | just told you, | don't do guys." 

Staring at the TV, David didn't know what to do. He'd known of Dave's cruelty for so long, had seen him mete it 
out on other people. But to out him in front of the whole world? A wave of feelings washed over him; pain, 
anger, hurt and, strangely, contentment. He didn't have to hide any more. 


His phone began to ring. Staring at the unknown number, he took a deep breath and answered. "David Ellefson" 


"You got a lot of fucking nerve, Ellefson! Leave him alone! We're gonna work our shit out! You had no right 


moving in like that! Who told you?" 

"Wait, huh? Told me what? Who is this?" 

"Never fucking mind. What? You been seeing him behind my back???" 
"What? No! Who is this?" 


"Just stay away from him, you got it?" And the line went silent. 


David was rattled now. He set the phone down softly on the bed beside him and stared at it. Slowly, blaming it 
on exhaustion, the wheels turned The way Dave's eyes were pink and puffy, the solemn, heartbreaking 
expression on his face, the "I know what you're going through", the reporter saying BOTH had been left 
brokenhearted. So Dave had been dumped, too? By another man? 


"FUCK!" David roared and pressed the heels of his hands against his eyes. "I'm so fucking stupid!" 


He could feel tears prickling his eyes when the phone rang again. It was a San Diego number. Swiping it up, he 
screamed, "What?!" 


The line hissed a little and a female voice said, "David Ellefson?" 
"Yes! What now?!" 


"My name's Amanda Holden with the New Musical Express. | want to talk about your relationships with 
Mustaine and Grohl." 


CLICK. He was going to toss the phone to the bed when it rang again Over and over it rang, music reporters 
from around the globe calling him, wanting to know if it was true, if he'd had a relationship with Dave and if he 
was fucking Grohl. His anger rose and he stormed around the room, cutting them all off. Until.. 


Rummaging in his wallet, he found it. An official document from the Justice of the Peace saying that he and 
Dave Mustaine were legally bound partners. Staring at it, he grinned, the anger turning to a satisfied warmth. 


There was no way Dave was the only one who could play that game. 


Chapter 2 


Dave Grohl sat in the plush, leather seat of the private jet, sunglasses on, head propped up by a fist under his 
chin. He crossed a leg over a knee and rested his free hand against his thigh. As the plane took off, he held his 
breath. The butterflies in his stomach were slowly turning into dragons in his stomach. This was a terrible 


idea, Grohl. 


David Ellefson belonged to someone else. Someone volatile and mean. Anybody else would have run in the other 
direction, but not him. Maybe it was because Mustaine was volatile and mean that Dave felt compelled to 
reach out to the bassist. He had a doe-eyed innocence and vulnerability to him that made Dave want to help. 
He had a softness and gentleness to him that made Dave want to be around him. It sounded a hell of a lot 
better than Taylor's bite right now. He still wasn't quite sure where they went wrong but his relationship with 
Taylor had turned cold and foreign. Both men were always on the run, always doing this project and that 
project just to avoid each other. When they did speak, it was with anger and resentment. And so he had made 
the decision to ask Taylor to move out. It broke his heart but it was better than letting it turn to stone. 


Dave convinced himself he wasn't going to meet David to have a fling. He wasn't about making the bassist his 
rebound. He wasn't even interested in anything romantic with the man. He simply yearned for an understanding 
ear and a strong shoulder. One that didn't give a shit who he was. When he heard David say he was going to 
some obscure, tiny little town in the middle of nowhere, it seemed like the perfect chance to slip into 


anonymity and nothingness. Even if he had to pay his way there. 


Waiting at the hanger, David watched the Airbus A3I4 roll down the runway, his jaw nearly on the floor. They'd 
only had a private jet a few times and rarely had it had the band's name on it. Someone really did like to live 
the rock and roll lifestyle. And who could blame them? At least they were investing their money wisely. 


The previous night still lingered over him, Dave's outing him to the media still raw in his soul. He'd kept his 
sexuality a secret, and for a damn good reason, the thrash metal scene did not like gay men among their 
ranks. That had been proved in the moments and hours following as his email, and message boards filled up 
with bile-spouting messages. There were ones which supported him, but most called him a fag and called for 
Dave to throw him from Megadeth. What they didn't know was that had already happened. Well, he hadn't been 
thrown out. He'd quit seconds after Dave had tossed him out. 


Several moments later the plane finally rolled into the hanger, ground crew gently guiding him out of the way. 
His heart thudded as the door opened and stairs were rolled to it. Could he do it? Could he accept a flight 
from someone he barely knew. Knotting his fingers together, he waited for Dave to appear, heart leaping a 


little when he did. 


The dark haired man smiled at him and nodded towards the plane. "Well, what are you waiting for? Come on!" 


| brought you coffee." David held the paper cup out with a proud smile. "Remembered how you took it" 
"Thank you. Seems we have that in common, huh?" 

"I think | was one pot away from my own Fresh Pots video." 

Dave groaned. "Not you, too." 

David giggled. "It was funny, | enjoyed it" 

"Sure you did, you didn't go to the ER only to have them tell you to cut back! | felt like an idiot!" 

"Well, clearly, you're no idiot. This plane is amazing! Hey, what am | gonna do with my car?" 

"Taken care of. If you have everything you want from it, we'll have it put on a train and shipped up." 
David frowned. 

"Or we don't have to do that.. 


"Why are you doing all of this? | mean..you now know who | was with and how strained everything is. | know 


what's happened with you. | don't want you to have any.. expectations.” 


"Why am | doing this? Because I'm reaching out to someone in distress, that's why. | can't let you go up there 
alone, not now | know who's after you. And besides." Dave sighed. "| got the same call you got last night" 


David frowned again and Dave shrugged. 
"You got an irritated phone call, right?" 

David nodded. "Yeah." 

"Telling you not to go near me and all of that?" 

"Yeah." 

"Okay, that was my ex. The blonde roast" 

Everything seemed to click in to place. "Ah, okay. Did you get a bunch of phone calls from the media?" 

Around them the plane began to come back to life and Dave reached for his seatbelt, buckling it across his lap. 


"Yeah, | did. They can wait. Let them speculate a while." He grinned and nodded towards David. "Buckle up. You're 


in for a real ride." 


The brunette quietly sipped the coffee David brought for him. Didn't have the heart to tell him that he had 
the Keurig all ready to go in the galley. David sat across from him, his head swiveled this way and that, 
admiring the interior of the plane, watching out the window as they took off. Dave enjoyed watching him take 
everything in. He felt oddly happy that he was able to provide the man a moment or two of distraction It 


warmed Dave's frostbitten heart. 


"You're watching me." said David as his cheeks flushed and he lowered his gaze to the dark blue carpet 


beneath his feet. 

| was just thinking.” 

"About what?" 

Gazing out of the window, he said, "Everything really. How we came to be here. What's happened. You." 
"Me?" 

He looked back to David. "Yeah, you. He hurt you, didn't he?" 


David gazed down at the cup of coffee, suddenly not able to drink it. Damn, this man could see straight 
through him. Right into his soul. Meekly he nodded. 


"Bastard. What did he do?" 

David remained quiet. 

"Shit, dude, I'm sorry. You don't have to talk about it if you don't want to." 

"Do you mind if we don't? I'm sorry, | don't mean to be a jerk. Its just still so.. raw." 


"You're not a jerk for wanting to keep your story to yourself. Don't ever think that. You ever just want to talk 
about it, I'm always willing to listen 


David smiled. “H's true what they say, you know?" 

"What's that?" 

"You really are the nicest guy in rock," he teased Dave. 

"Oh, go on!" Dave playfully rolled his eyes and waved a hand at David 


The older man caught it in his and squeezed it. "Honestly, from the bottom of my heart, thank you." 


That simple, easy, very platonic touch made Dave raise his eyes to find David's. Neither man pulled his hand 


away when their eyes met in a curious stare. 


Embarrassed, David pulled his hand away and laid it in his lap. Looking at it, he pushed away the pain Mustaine 
had caused him. The bruises, the blood, the words. They still burned through him, searing through his body, 
and he shook his head, all his fears rising and fighting with the new emotions he was feeling. Getting to his 
feet, he dashed for the bathroom, muttering an apology as he locked himself in and sat on the toilet. 


His mind turned and burned, thinking of the best plausible excuse. Something he'd been conditioned to do. 
Mustaine would never just allow him to be alone and process things. Always had to offer up some excuse. He 
felt sick, he was tired, he would be right out, don't worry about him. So he knew it was just a matter of time 
before Grohl would knock and demand to know if he was okay. 

As the seconds ticked by and his body relaxed and his heartbeat slowed, he realized the knock never came. 
Minutes passed and David relished in the precious time Dave allowed him to collect himself. He stood up, 
splashed cold water over his face and, without an ounce of trepidation, opened the door. 


He looked sheepishly at the tall brunette. "lm sorry." 


Dave shook his head, causing his chocolate locks to sweep across his shoulders. "No more apologies, David. 


Please, there are no demands here, there are no expectations, okay?" 
"Okay." 
"Well, maybe one expectation" Dave mischievously grinned. 


Oh, no. Here it comes. | must have this shit tattooed on my forehead Everybody thinks they can just bend me 


over.. David began to panic. 
"Show me that fucking ridiculous bass line you did in Peace Sells." 


Blushing, David laughed. "Sure thing. You got a bass here?" His eyes widened as Grohl wandered off, returning a 
moment later with a case clutched in one hand. "Holy shit! You have everything thought out here, don't you?" 


He was given one of those famous smiles as the case was laid across two seats and opened. Inside was a bass 
which was an exact replica of his own. Leaning closer, David felt his breath get caught in his throat. It was his, 
the one he used to practice with. He'd have known the tiny nicks and scratches anywhere. 


"Did you-" 


"Take it from your car? Yeah." Dave shrugged, the smile still in place. "Can't leave a musician without their 


instrument. You'll go crazy in under a day." 


Taking it, David slung it over his shoulder, the strap sitting snug. Finding a pick, he began to pluck out the 


opening bassline, the nearly silent notes almost lost amid the whirr of the plane. 


"Man, | remember the first time | heard that." Dave's fingers flew to his mustache and started to twist as he 


leaned back in his seat. 


"You were what? Six years old?" David grinned as he bent his head to look at his fingers moving along the 
strings. 


"Yeah, right. | was seventeen, | think. | remember it came out just as Scream landed its first gig in England. 
That fucking bass riff. Couldn't get it outta my head for ages. Always wanted to hear it sped up a little bit, 


you know?" 
"Ah, the punk roots rear their ugly head!" David smirked. 


Pretty soon, the two men were fully engrossed in music. David loved how knowledgeable and excited Dave was 


about music. He loved watching the brunette's face light up whenever David mentioned an old song or an artist 


he liked. 


But, like all good things, it came to an end when the pilot came over the intercom to tell them they were 


beginning their descent in to Jackson. 
"Wow, he's going right in to Jackson? You know that airport is like a shed and a field, right?" 


The plane screamed down the runway, only just stopped before the end of the asphalt runway. David didn't 
realise his knuckles were white until he unwrapped them from the arm rest. 


"| would ask if we landed or were shot down," David began, "but | suspect that this runway hasn't been 
resurfaced for these kinds of jets." He watched Dave raise an eyebrow and shrugged. “Sorry. I'm a bit of a 


geek, aren't |?" 


Dave stood and began to grab his belongings. "| wouldn't care if you were. Actually." He looked up and smiled. "I 
think it's kind of sweet. Nice to know that someone out there isn't always so wrapped up in themselves. | like 


that you know these kinds of things.” 
"Really?" 
"Yeah, really." 


As the pair exited the jet and stood on the cracked asphalt that was literally in the middle of a field, David 
began to giggle. Dave stood, sunglasses back on, holding a backpack over one shoulder, a hard shell suitcase by 
his feet and a guitar case in hand. 


"What?" 


"l'm just curious, Mr. Grohl. Where's the white limo come to pick us up? Didn't take care of everything, did 


you?" 


"Hey, this is your town, not mine." 


Chapter 3 


David laughed some more as he pulled his phone out of his pocket. Ten more missed calls. He ignored them and 
dialed his brother, not looking forward to explaining how he'd managed to get to Jackson in a private jet with 
Dave Grohl standing at his side. 


A quick call and Elliot was on his way. Dragging Dave to the tiny building which functioned as a terminal, they 
got themselves checked and on their way. Sitting in one of the metal seats, David watched a smattering of 
cars come and go. Most were private pilots, going out for a short flight. A couple looked like business men, no 
doubt having been to look at farming prospects. Finally a truck pulled up. David would have recognised it 
anywhere. Mud was splattered up the sides and there were probably a couple of bags of something rolling 


around in the back. 

Grabbing his belongings, he nodded to the door. "Ride's here." 
He heard Dave chuckle. "So this is Jackson's limo service?" 
"Yep! And, trust me, its like nothing you've ever experienced." 


The bassist tried to ignore his brother's gaping stare as he loaded all of his and Dave's things into the back of 
the truck. 


"Dude. That's Dave Grohl, what the heck?" 

"Shut up and get in, I'll explain later." 

If he was outside looking in, he'd laugh his ass off at what he saw. David was wedged in between his brother 
and Dave in the front seat of the truck. Poor Dave. He was a good sport about things. He simply rested his 
arm on the window's edge of the door and silently took in the scenery as it whizzed past. Farm, Farm, Farm. Oh 
look, another farm. David couldn't help but think there was absolutely nothing here for Dave and, therefore, 
the man would be gone in no time. Mustaine was a California boy and he certainly hated having to come back 
here. In fact, David counted in his head the number of times he'd come home with him. Seven times in thirty 
years. And he pissed and moaned every single time. 

Elliot coughed. "So, where-" 

"Let's not go there, bro. Later. Not while we've got company." 


"Okay." 


They carried on driving, the scenery as "stunning" as ever. Field, field, farm, field with a tree in it. Beside him, 
he felt Dave begin to relax and finally, the dark haired man asked, "You guys must have had fun growing up 


here?" 
David chuckled his own body beginning to wind down. "Yeah, if you count baling hay and chasing chickens fun" 


An elbow nudged him in the ribs and he turned to see Dave smiling. "Depends on what your definition of fun is. 


| kinda like the idea" 


Grinning, David tossed a thumb over his shoulder. "In that case, you can get up at 4am tomorrow morning and 


help him chase chickens around. ‘cause trust me, there ain't a lot more to do around here." 


Suddenly Dave was closer, strands of dark hair tickling David's cheek. Yet he didn't recoil, didn't pull away. 
"Sounds absolutely perfect. Elliot, you need some help around the farm?" 


"Always!" David could hear the smile in his brother's voice. 


"Leave this slacker in bed then and give me a call. Let him miss out on a good, home cooked meal for not 


getting his ass out of bed and helping." 


No, that little flip in David's stomach meant nothing. Nothing at all. So what Dave sounded eager to work on the 
farm. This is Dave fucking Grohl, there's no way he really wants to do this. He was just being polite. 


And yet, when Elliot parked the truck in the drive and Dave slid out, his "Wow" sounded genuine. 
"Show me around, David, if you're not tired or something." 
"Come inside for a minute and say hello to my mother." 


Dave was definitely a crowd pleaser. He knew exactly how to charm people and David's mother was no 


different. When Elliot showed Dave where the bathroom was, Davids mother gave him a grin 
"This one's very sweet, David. Hold onto him. He won't hurt you. 

"Moml He's just a friend, okay? There's nothing going on’ 

"Hmm. Well, a mother can hope" 

So can a son, he sadly thought 


When Dave returned, David obligingly gave him the tour, his own excitement at being home growing with every 


step. There were the fields, all the equipment, the shed where the chickens slept at night. 


"Yes, they're completely free to roam," David said with a grin. "Would you want to be cooped up in a tiny cage 


all day?" 


Dave shook his head. “Absolutely not." 
"We have so much space it's only fair to share it with them." 
"And, well, what happens when they, you know, get old?" 


Stopping by the shed, David stared at the dark haired man. Did he really care that much? "They go off to 


chicken retirement farms," he said softly. 

"You're kidding me?" 

"Nope" He smiled. "They get to live out the rest of their natural lives quite happily.” 
"You guys really do care, huh?" 


"Yes, we do" David grinned, his Midwest accent becoming more pronounced by the moment. He continued to 


walk, gesturing to another shed. "And this is the hay shed" 

His stomach did another flip as he saw something akin to mischief in Grohl's eyes. "Is it now?" 

"Y-yes." David stammered. 

Dave grinned at him. It wasn't his intention to make the shorter man blush but damn, if it wasn't adorable. 
‘Is there hay in there now?" 

"Probably." 


Dave snatched up David's hand and pulled him into the shed. There were rectangular bales stacked against 
three walls with a small pile of overflow and loose hay up against the fourth. Dave inhaled deeply. 


"Kt smells good" 
"It does. | always liked the way it smells. You should smell it after a nice, summer rain" 

"Maybe | will" And suddenly Dave's eyes darkened as he stared at David. He leaned into the man 
"Uhh, Dave, no. I+" 


Shocked at himself, Dave pulled away. How could he? The poor guy was recovering from an abusive relationship 


and here he was trying to put the moves on him. 


"David, I'm sorry." He stroked the brunette's fingers. "| shouldn't have done that" 
But | wanted you to, David thought. Please don't put me through this. 


Shaking a little, he stretched out a hand and meekly tucked a few strands of hair behind Dave's ear. It was as 
soft and silky as he thought it was and he longed to run his hands through it. 


‘Its okay," he murmured. "Really, it's okay." 


His heart hammered and he was sure he was blushing. He knew his eyes would be wide, the innocence he'd 


never lost shining through them. 
"Sure?" Dave softly asked. 


"Yeah, sure." 


wun 


"Wait, now? But i's nine-thirty" The taller man knew David must be pulling his leg. 

"Well, we had a long day of traveling and you said you were going to get up and help in the morning, right?" 
"But it's nine-thirty," he petulantly whined. 

"Fine, don't go to bed. | am" Join me, the bassist thought. 


"And | really have to sleep in that tiny bed?" Dave was talking about one of the twin beds in David's old 
bedroom that they'd now be sharing. 


"That or the floor." 

"You're enjoying giving me a hard time, | see." 

David grinned. "A little." 

"What's your Mom's wifi password?" Grohl asked as he pulled his MacBook out. 
"No wifi." 

"WHAT?!" 


David laughed. "She's in her 80's. No worries though, she has the internet. Its why | get so much grief over 


my younger self. She thought she'd died and gone to heaven the day she discovered YouTube." Reaching into 
his pocket, he pulled out his phone, and set up a wifi hotspot. "Seeing as he hasn't cut this off we may as well 
max out the data plan. Might be a bit slow but itll work" 


Placing the phone beside Dave he watched the other man tap at his computer, his eyes drifting between the 
keyboard and the phone. 


"Do you mind me asking why you still have a photo of Dave as your background?" 

David blushed and scratched the back of his neck. "He kicked me out just over 24 hours a go. | haven't really 
had time to change it” Grabbing the phone, he activated the camera and pointed it at the dark haired man. 
"Smile!" 

Dave obliged David with his best, silly, goofy grin but it dimmed as soon as David lowered the phone. 

"l'm a fucking dick. One whole day and here | am scaring the shit right out of you." 

"You're not a dick. | really didn't mind, you know, it's just." 

"Too soon, | get it. You're just so warm and welcoming and appreciative. Three things | haven't felt from 
someone in a long time. It was nice to feel needed. I'm sorry." 

"No more apologizing. That's what you said, right? You want to talk about blonde roast?" 

"Not especially." 


"Then why you looking for a message from him?" David flicked his chin toward the computer in Dave's lap. 


Biting his lower lip, Dave pushed the lid of the laptop down. "I don't know," he muttered. "I really don't, and I'm 


sorry | cant give you a straight answer." 

Sitting on the floor beside him, David smiled. "It's okay. Often we don't have answers for such things, especially 
if we're put on the spot." He fiddled with the phone, bringing up the camera again. A grin broke his face and he 
watched as Dave raised an eyebrow. 

"What's going through your head, David?" 

"Wanna wind up Dave." 


"You sure that's really a good idea?" 


"Hey, the man outed me to the entire world” Holding the camera at arm's length, he'd decided enough was 


enough. Enough dancing around one another. Clasping Dave's chin with his free hand, he pressed a kiss to that 
beautiful mouth, the camera clicking at the exact same moment. 


Dave's eyes widened. He slid a hand into David's hair, slowly and gently winding his fingers into the long, soft 
tendrils. His lips wrestled with David's as he started to lean into him. 


David was hot. There was no arguing that. His beautiful caramel eyes that always held a smile had captivated 
Dave. His never-ending smile and optimism melted Dave's heart. His talented and deft hands would feel 
incredible against Dave's body, igniting his skin. And he couldn't lie, he snuck a peek at David's backside every 
chance he got. 


"You're so beautiful, David" The brunette whispered against the lips of the lighter haired man. He continued to 


lean into him, forcing David onto his back against the hardwood floor. 


Chest to chest, they lay, kissing, licking, nibbling. Hands wandered along spines and shoulders, tangling into hair. 
David moaned softly into Dave's ear and the brunette shuddered. He slid a hand between their bodies and 
yanked at the buttons on David's shirt. A quiet growl rumbled in Dave's throat and it triggered something in 
David. 


"Get offl Get off mel!" He pushed at Dave's shoulders. 


The blind panic was evident, a hot, crushing feeling which instantly filled the room. Pulling back, Dave sat on his 
heels, the guilt creeping in. He knew where the outburst had come from. Knew who'd caused it. And the hate 


welled up in him. 
"Fucker," he hissed. "Fucking bastard" 


Crawling across the room, David hunched himself against the wall, arms around his knees. He stared at Dave, 


the fear prickling his skin. 
"im not," he murmured. "l'm not a bastard." 


"Oh, David," he softly said "Not you. Never you. The person who did this to you." Dave could feel the pain 
screaming from the other man. Could feel it sapping his soul. "I'm sorry. | shouldn't have pushed you. Should 
have stopped you." 


David could feel his lower lip trembling. At that moment, he wanted someone to hold him. Wanted to feel the 
comfort the closeness of another could bring. The redhead had only given it out when he wanted something, 


normally sex. And when he didn't get what he wanted, he took by force. 


But this situation, this one he could rescue. Steeling himself, he shuffled across the floor, draped his arms 


around Dave's neck, and let out a long, deep wail. 


Dave wasn't one to believe in fate or divine circumstance or whatever you wanted to call it. However, as he 
slid his arms around David's back and pressed his lips to the man's head, he couldn't stop the thought that, 


somehow, they were brought to each other for a reason. To heal each other, to help each other rebuild 


As David sobbed quietly, the younger man coved softly, telling him everything was going to be okay now, he 
would be there for him, he would help him in any way he could. Taylor never did allow himself to be vulnerable 
like this, never did allow Dave to see him at his worst. It felt stifling. Dave was a giver, he always felt good 
about himself when people wanted him and needed him. Sure, Taylor wanted him. Physically and financially. But 
he never needed him. Never wanted him on an intimate, emotional level. And in less than two days, he'd 


managed to form that kind of bond with David. 

"Man, it sure is late. l'm exhausted!" said Dave after David grew calm. He faked a long, obnoxious yawn. 
David laughed softly. "You're silly.” 

He winked and pressed a finger to the brunette's nose. "Made you laugh though." Getting to his feet, he opened 
the case and rifled through it. What to wear when you were sharing a room with someone so vulnerable? It 
wasn't like he could just sleep naked. 

Which was when a small pile of clothes appeared at the corner of his vision. David smiled at him. "You can 
sleep in these if you don't mind being wrapped in a Megadeth shirt. And there's some pyjama bottoms in 
there." It was David's turn to grin. "They've got bunnies and carrots on, of course." 

Dave laughed. "Now you're being silly." 

David shrugged. "Made you laugh. And I'm joking. They're flannel. I'll sleep in the bunny ones.’ 


"You have bunny PJ's?" 


Pressing a finger to his lips, David chuckled. "Not a word to anyone, okay? They're my Christmas ones from 


my mother. She still likes to pretend l'm four years old. That, and it makes her laugh." 

David was starting to feel better. The raw pain of Mustaine was starting to fade, his earlier outburst seeming 
stupid. But there were marks. Marks he hadn't wanted Dave to see. But now he knew where he stood with the 
dark haired man, he'd be able to show him everything. Be able to finally be free of the shackles which had 


bound him for so long. 


It was barely dark in the bedroom. The summer daylight making for a very long day. Dave lay in the tiny bed, 


his arms crossed under his head. 
"Goodnight, Dave." 


"Goodnight, David. Thank you for having me here." 


"Thank you for being here." 


After a pause, David heard a soft hum, barely able to make out the tune. Quietly, Dave began to sing The 


Beatles’ Blackbird. He could have cried all over again. 


Chapter 4 


The sun rose all too soon and David woke, joints clicking, to find that the room was empty except for himself. 


A sudden rush of cold touched his skin, had he dreamed the past couple of days? 


His phone suddenly rang, any chance of drifting back to sleep going with it. Scrabbling around the bed, he picked 
it up. 


"Hello?" 


A familiar voice drifted from the ether. "This is your Jam wake up call. Time to get that slacker ass out of 
bed and start helping." 


Roaring with laughter, David pulled the blankets around himself and stepped up to the window. Pulling the 


curtains aside, he looked out. "Where are you?" 
"Chasing chickens. Did you sleep well?" 
"Yeah, | did. Thanks." He rubbed a hand through his sleep matted hair. "You?" 


"Like a log. Look, I've got another few birds making a bid for freedom. It's like the Great Escape out here. I'll 


see you in a few, okay?" 

"lll go get the coffee on" 

There was a whistle from the other end of the phone. "Now that's what | like to hear." 

Hanging up, David smiled to himself. 

David floated around the room, pulling clothes on, the grin permanently etched on his lips. Dave was wonderful. 
And he was there, with him! He wasn't just bullshitting when he said he'd get up and help Elliot. He was out 
there now. David couldn't wait to get to the kitchen and make coffee and breakfast for Dave. Just as he was 
about to open the bedroom door, the phone rang again. 

Wrong Dave, this time. David sighed. He should ignore him. He should just let the phone ring. What the hell 
made him pick it up, he had no idea. The sick desire to show Mustaine he was getting on just fine without him, 
perhaps. 


"What do you want now?" 


"Just wondered how you were getting by without any money.” 


"Perfectly fine, really." 
"Where are you?" 
"What the hell do you care? I'm not telling you." 


"Junior, tell me where you are right now?!" The redhead tried to use that tone of voice that used to make 


David do whatever he wanted. 
"That won't work on me anymore, Dave." 


"Why is that? Your new Dave giving you nice boost of confidence? | wouldn't get used to that. He ain't gonna 
stick around. Like you could ever satisfy a man like him." 


David bristled, afraid he could be right. But he defended Grohl, anyway. "You leave him out of this, you 
bastard! He has nothing to do with anything between you and me. You kicked me out! He was there, he was 
nice. That's alll | don't care about him!" 


"David?" That gorgeous voice. 


The bassist turned toward the door. Dave stood there in disarray. Hair messed up, shirt dirty, face glistening 


with sweat. 


Blushing, David shut off the phone and tossed it on to the bed. It instantly began to ring but he ignored it, 
instead looking at Dave. Guilt at his words began to eat away at him. 


"I didn't mean it," he muttered, his mouth suddenly dry. 

Dave frowned and walked into the room, shutting the door behind him. "That you don't care for me?" 

David nodded and lowered his head, trying desperately to keep his emotions in check. He liked Dave, liked him 
more than he wanted to admit to. But he knew he had to be cautious. His experiences with Mustaine had made 
him jumpy and cautious. He didn't want get too close to Dave. Didn't want to fall in love. 


Yet his heart said something different. 


"I do care for you," he softly said He took a deep, shuddering breath. "You're being so nice to me and l'm not 


used to it. I'm-" 
He was quietly shushed and he looked up, taking in Dave's crooked smile. "Don't worry about it" 


"| said it to protect you, mostly." 


"Hey, | get it. It's cool. But just so you know, | ain't afraid of him. And you shouldn't be, anymore, either." 


"You don't know him. You don't know what he's capable of. If he believes you have nothing to do with me, it's 
better for you." 


"David -" He started to reach for the older man. 

"Look! Look at what he can do!" David was suddenly angry. Not sure with whom, maybe with Grohl for not 
taking him seriously. Maybe with Mustaine for the terrible things he's done to him. Maybe with himself for 
allowing it to happen for so long or allowing Grohl to get inside. But he pulled his t-shirt over head and turned 
his back toward Dave. 


He expected revulsion. He expected to be screamed at. He expected to be rejected just like everyone else had 


when they realised he wasn't "perfect". 

Instead calloused fingers drifted over the red welts and white scars, tracing each and every one as though 
they were fine art. Beneath them, David could feel the crack of the whip, the slash of the knife, the searing 
heat of the brand. Mustaine hadn't wanted him to be with anyone else. Had wanted everyone to see David as 
damaged goods. It had worked and he'd spent the last ten years hiding beneath shirts, keeping himself to 
himself. 

Yet Dave's gentle touches were doing something to him, were working beneath his skin and easing out his pain. 
"Do they hurt?" Dave's voice was soft. 


"Not really. Not any more." 


Arms wrapped around his waist, gently pulling him against Dave's chest. His flight or fight response screamed 
through him and he forced it down, allowing himself to relax into the embrace, his heart thundering. 


"David?" 
"Yeah?" 
"You'll always be beautiful." 


"| don't believe you. How can you find this attractive? Please don't do that to me. Don't lie like that and then 


the next thing | know, I'll turn around and you'll be gone." 


‘lm not going anywhere. Except into that shower. And then you're going to feed me." He nuzzled his face into 


David's hair just before he released the shorter man. 


David turned in time to see Dave pull his own shirt over his head, revealing a broad, tan chest and shoulders, 


littered with tattoos. He inhaled sharply. This man was remarkably gorgeous. 
"You ain't so bad yourself, Grohl," David murmured with a soft, bashful giggle. 


"| got permanent marks on me, too. See? It doesn't matter where they came from or why. It's part of the 


past but has nothing to do with the future." 
"Yeah, going to be tough putting it in the past," David mused. 


"Look, will you stop putting yourself down. I'm going to get in the shower and, when | get out | expect you to 
be in the kitchen" 


Chuckling, David raised an eyebrow and mimed cracking a whip. "See ya in a while, Grohl. Enjoy the shower. With 
that mouth, it might be your last" 


Winking, he pulled on the shirt, determined to hide his wounds from his family. None of them knew about 
Mustaine's other side, about the violence and Dave's determination to keep him firmly under the thumb. They'd 
question him, demand to know why he hadn't gone to the police. Because he valued his privacy more than the 
pain. There had been that threat forever over his head, that if he did anything, anything at all, then Dave 
would do what he'd done on TV and out him. 


But now that was over. Now Dave had told the world that David was gay. There was nothing left to stop him 


from not taking Dave for all he was worth. 
Walking down to the kitchen, he started the coffee machine and rummaged around for pans. He always felt at 


his best when he was in the kitchen, creating something amazing to eat. And he was going to blow Grohl's mind 
with his cooking. 


The scene that Dave found in the Ellefson's kitchen warmed his heart. David stood at the stove in a flowered 


apron, flipping pancakes while Elliot and their mother sat at the table, buttering toast. 

“There he is! Sit down, dear. You must be starving." 

‘| sure am." Starving for this incredible familial warmth. He smiled at David. "That's a sweet apron" 
‘Its Mom's." 

"Sure, it is." Dave let a hand slid across David's ass as he slipped past him to the coffee maker. 


David shivered and dropped the turner in his hand. 


His mother gasped loudly. "What's going on over there, David?" 
‘Nothing! Just slipped out of my handl" he shrieked and shot Dave a glance. 
The brunette snickered quietly as he poured his coffee. 


With his jaw set, David glared at him, trying not to give in and just laugh. Chuckling, Dave picked up his coffee 
and sat down, a plate of food slammed down in front of him. 


"Don't say anything, Grohl. Just shut up and eat" 
"David! That's not how we talk to guests!" his mother replied. 


Holding up his spatula, David glared at the table. "Keep it up, and I'll be feeding this to the cats. Don't say | 


haven't warned youl" 
His mother laughed. "You've always been the same. Someone upsets your little world and you get all angry.’ 
"Mom," he sighed. "Not in front of the guests." 


She gave him a grin and gestured to the table in front of her. "Where's mine? You slept in while I've been 


helping these two and you've been sleeping." 


Serving up the rest of the food, he placed one in front of his mother, one to Elliot and one to himself. 
Grabbing a coffee, he sat down beside Dave and began to eat, savouring the food He was a good cook, if he did 
say so himself. 


Chapter 5 


In the afternoon, David took the brunette for a walk to one of his favorite spots as a child There was a 
stream that ran the length of the back of the property and David liked to go down there to be alone. He'd hide 


from his parents by swimming in it, laying along the bank, day dreaming. 


"The amount of time | wasted down here, dreaming about being a rock star." David smiled and chucked a rock 


into the stream. 


Dave stood next to him with his hands in his pockets. "It's pretty. Doesn't seem like time wasted to me. Your 


dream came true. | wonder..is it cold?" And that patented mischievous grin returned. 


"You could find out." And David gave him a playful shove toward the water. And thought to himself, sure my 


dream came true. But at what cost? 


Taking his sneakers off, Dave tested the water with a toe. There was a slight chill to it, but nothing that 
wouldn't disappear. Stripping off the rest of his clothes, he tossed them to one side and walked into the water, 
letting out a low hiss as the water washed around him. Sure, he had an ulterior motive to getting naked, but 
he also wanted to make David feel comfortable and at ease with himself. Dave got the feeling that he spent his 
life dressed, permanently hiding his marks from the world. Marks given to him by someone who'd cared little 


for the man who inhabited the flesh. 


Sitting on the bank, David blushed before smiling. Yeah, he could sit and watch that swim. Dave was easy on 
the eye and David loved the way he part played, part swam through the water. 


"s not that bad. You coming in?" 
David shook his head. "No. You enjoy it. It's great, isn't it? Its clean so feel free to drink it" 
"Awww come on. You'll love it in here." 


David laughed. "I KNOW | love it in there!" Grabbing a stone, he tossed it, the resulting splash finishing off the 


stream's job and soaking Dave's hair. 


Dave knew he was pushing David and so far, the lighter haired man was allowing him but there was a line 
there. The younger man had to be careful with it. He didn't want to frighten him again. So he let him be for a 
bit. The truth was the water did feel nice. He felt it wash away his own worrisome situation Here, there was 


no Taylor, there was no stress, there was no pressure. He let the stream carry him as he floated on his back. 


When he opened one eye and looked toward the bank, he realized he floated a few feet downstream from David 


and that's when he spotted it: a rope swing. 


David followed the beautiful man with his eyes. He let out a laugh when Dave exited the stream and grabbed 
the swing. 


"Dave, no! You're buck-ass naked and | have no idea how old that rope is. You're gonna hurt yourself!" 


"Would it matter if | do?" He grinned and gave it an experimental tug. "Means you get to wrap me up and take 


me to the ER" 


"Have you thought that maybe | don't want to take you to the ER, huh?!" David laughed and stood up, and 


looked up into the tree. "This has been here since | was a kid" 


He saw the look Dave was giving him, one which said he was going to do it anyway, no matter what the 


brunette said. Rolling his eyes, the laughter came again. "Oh, get on with it then” 

It felt good to laugh. Felt good to smile. Felt good to see someone running around as free as they were, enjoying 
the sun and the air. Mustaine was slowly melting from his mind, a shadow sitting there who would, sooner or 
later, fade to black and disappear forever. And David didn't care. Mustaine could get fucked. He wanted to drag 
David down with him, wanted him to be depressed and suicidal, at the end of his tether. Mustaine would only 
be happy when he held David's limp and lifeless body in his arms. 

Now there was another Dave, one who was showing him that life could be amazing, no matter what the 
situation. Leaning against the tree, he watched the buck naked man play on the swing, dark hair flowing behind 
him. 

"Okay, you were right.” Dave huffed as he panted and slowly made his way up the bank. 

"Are you hurt?" David began to stand. 


"No, not really. More my pride than anything." And he held up his scraped palm for David to see. It was 
bleeding but didn't look too terrible. 


David took Dave's hand in both of his as Dave flopped onto the grass next to him. He pressed a kiss to the 


injury and curled Dave's fingers into a fist. 
“All better!" 


A comfortable quiet fell over them as they laid side by side, one clothed, one naked, and watched the clouds 


drift by. After several minutes, a phone buzzed in the pocket of Dave's jeans. 
"Want me to get that for you?" 


The dark haired man sighed as he sat up. "May as well” 


David fished it from the pocket and, upon passing it over, he couldn't help but read the message on the screen 
Baby, miss you. | promise to be better. Please come home. 

He felt his heart ache at the message but he knew he couldn't say anything. They were both grown men. They 
could make their own decisions. It still didn't stop him from hurting. He didn't want to admit it but he felt a 
kinship with Dave, a spark of light he never thought he'd feel again And now he might lose it all. 

Dave looked at the phone and tossed it to one side with a sigh. 

"You gonna answer it?" David asked, voice hitched slightly. 

"Why bother?" 

"Let him know that you're alive at the least?" 

"Nah, I'll leave it for now." He looked at David and smiled. "Why ruin such a perfect day?" 

Dave said the right thing but David was still leery. This man did have a past and it would be foolish to believe 
he could just close that chapter of his life so easily. Just as David could not simply forget about the last 


thirty years of his life. 


He was retreating. He was folding himself inward to protect himself as had become his habit. But when he felt 
a hand slid into his and fingers weave between his, a little bit of that defense crumbled. 


"I hope you know what you're doing," David said quietly. 
"| hope YOU know what l'm doing," was the response. 
David rolled on to his side to look at the singer. "How's your other hand? Still bleeding?" 


Dave held it up. "Nope. Your kiss made it all better, remember? Maybe my kiss can do the same for you?" 
That cheeky grin again. 


"Guess we could give it a try" 


David held his breath as a hand slid along his jaw and into his hair. He stared into Dave's eyes, searching them. 
All he saw was a peacefulness, the dark haired man's past obviously not bothering him as much as his own 
was. Leaning in to the touch, he relaxed as soft lips brushed against his own, a tiny sigh leaving his lips. It was 
heavenly, nothing like Mustaine's bruising embraces. Shifting, he draped his arms around Dave's neck, fingers 


tangling in strands of dark hair. The peacefulness washed over him, easing his soul. 


Dave pulled back, eyes dark. "Your call, David" 


"Kiss me, Dave, please." 


Those gentle hands found his face again and held it so tenderly. His eyes fluttered closed and Dave's beard 
tickled his cheeks before warm, satiny lips brushed against it. They slowly swept toward his mouth, pausing 
there only long enough to engage David, to entice him to kiss back. And, teasingly, moved away, across his 


other cheek. 
"Tease," David sighed as his breath came up short. 


"Not teasing, just taking my time. You got a pressing engagement?" That whispered, husky voice sent a shiver 
down the older man's spine. 


David smiled without opening his eyes. "Nope. My schedule's pretty clear." 
"So's mine." 


The kiss deepened and David willingly opened up, Dave's tongue teasing his lips before tasting him. He sighed, 
clinging closer, never wanting it to end. The trees, the stream, the sun, the air, the person he was with; it was 
all perfect. His hands cradled the back of Dave's head, his chest rising and falling and he wrapped a leg around 
Dave's waist, feeling the smooth, naked flesh through his jeans. He wanted to lose his own clothes but his 


confidence refused to let him, the sound Dave had made the previous night still making his fear rise. 


After a moment, Dave leaned back. His dark eyes glimmered as they waited for David to open his. When they 


did, they were met with the most gorgeous smile David had ever seen 
"Why did you stop?" 


lm not going to push you, beautiful. I'll give you whatever you want. But you're going to need to come to me 


for it. When you're ready." 


David tried to smile. His heart burst over the brunette's patience and tenderness but it also made him sad. He 
didn't know if he'd ever be ready and he didn't know how to ask if he did get to that point. He almost wished 

Dave had just taken him because he'd have willingly gone along. That's how it had been with Mustaine at first. 
Mustaine took what he wanted and David was happy to give it. Until he wasn't. And Mustaine continued to take 


it from him anyway. 


Dave ran his fingertips down David's cheek He was so soft and warm and sweet. The way he looked at Dave 
made the younger man's heart skip. Needing so much but taking nothing. Whereas Taylor needed nothing and 
took everything. It felt so wonderful being with David. When David would relax and open up to him. 


Leaning against a tree, David smiled. He felt happier than he'd felt in a long time. His heart ached from all that 


he was feeling, yet it was a good ache, one of acceptance and a caring he never knew existed. 


Spreading his legs, he gestured Dave closer. There was no way he was going to get naked. At least not yet. 
Raising an eyebrow, Dave shifted closer. He decided to let David lead him. If the brunette wanted something, 
he'd happily give it. When David raised his arms, he smiled, understanding what was wanted. Tugging at the hem 
of the black Angel Witch tshirt, he pulled it up and over David's head and placed it to one side. 

David shook his head. "Toss it away. It can stay out here." 

"Why?" 

‘Its Mustaine's.” 


"Ah, okay." 


David nervously wrapped his arms around himself, chewing on one knuckle. Yet he felt more comfortable than 


he had in a long time. Comfortable to be himself. Comfortable to bare himself. 


The dark haired beauty ran his hands slowly down David's bare shoulders, down his biceps, down his forearms 
to his hands. He gently pulled his arms away from his torso. He pulled a wrist to his lips. 


"Every slice." 

He moved his mouth to the soft inside of his elbow. 

"Every welt." 

Further up to his collarbone. 

"Every lash..." 

Across to his Adam's apple. 

"Every awful word." 

Down to his nipple. 

"Every tear and every time you wished for something different, something more." 
Further down to his stomach. 


"don't be ashamed. They speak more of him than they do of you." 


David's hands landed on Dave's head, fingers tangling into that amazing, chocolate hair. He sighed deeply as his 
hips tilted upward. The way Dave's beard tickled his stomach and his warm tongue felt were definitely turning 
him on. And oh, how he longed for Dave to continue his onslaught but.. 


Gently he tugged on Dave's hair, pulling that delicious mouth away from his skin. "Sorry," he murmured. "l'm 


sorry. 


Dave pulled away, panting. "s alright. Like | said, whatever happens is up to you. Don't have to do anything you 


don't want to." 


He still felt bad. He felt awful for not being able to just hand himself over to someone who so obviously 
wanted to make him feel good. His eyes travelled down Dave's body, taking in his hard cock. The guilt ate away 
at him, gnawing at his soul. Mustaine would have just taken, forcing David's mouth to his crotch if he was in 
such a state. Yet the man before him asked for nothing, seemingly relaxed in his arousal. He wasn't grabbing at 


David, wasn't demanding, wasn't screaming and hitting until David submitted. 


Peace. Calm. Serenity. They were the feelings Dave gave off. He was at peace with himself, enjoying who he was 
and what he was doing. No demands. No pressure. Just sit back and enjoy it. 


He could do it. He could make Dave feel as great as he was making David feel. He could chase away whatever 
haunted his soul. Would Dave stay? Or would he run? David wanted to make use of the time they had, just in 


case. Just in case. Just in case he decided to go back to the blonde roast. 


David pushed Dave back on his heels and attacked that tattoo on his chest, licking and nibbling at it while his 


hands traveled down the man's chest and stomach. 


"You're so hot," he sighed as his mouth closed on Dave's nipple. When he felt two hands knot into his hair, he 


let out a long purr. 
The mouth traveled lower and lower and until it closed around the tip of Dave's cock 
"Hey" Dave tightened his hands in that pretty, caramel hair. 

David paused and raised his eyes to meet Dave's 

"You dont have to." 

"| want +o," replied he with a sexy smirk 


And he did. He wanted to prove that he could be something to someone. That he could bring the most intense 
pleasure without it being forced from him. That he could relax and be himself. 


Closing his fingers around Dave's hips, he gently sucked on the head of his cock, purring softly. Slick, salty- 


sweet pre-come slipped over his tongue and he eagerly swallowed it, enjoying the taste. Hands tugged at his 


hair, hips gently lifting. 


Pulling back, David grinned. "In my own time, remember?" He winked, his fingers playing around Dave's balls, 


gently tickling. 
"You're such a tease," Dave panted. 


"Oh, I'm the tease? I'm not the one who's been running around naked for the past hour. My turn now." His 
husky chuckle floated among the trees and he locked his fingers around the base of Dave's cock, his heart 
swelling as eyes rolled back into his head, hips rising from the ground. 


God, Dave was sexy, really sexy and David couldn't wait to see it when he finally.. well, when he finally gave in. 
How he wanted to do that, to completely lose his inhibitions and give himself over. His own cock ached, confined 
by his jeans. But nothing would happen, not for him. His body wasn't his; it had belonged to Mustaine for the 
past thirty years. He wasn't allowed to touch it; that was Dave's gift to give and take as he saw fit, winding 
David into a frenzied state before telling him that no, he wasn't getting release, not today, not Tomorrow, not 


ever. Touch himself and feel the wrath. 


Shaking his head, he turned his attention back to Dave, his hand sliding along his throbbing cock, playing over 
the hard, velvety flesh. 


Someone was putting Dave first. Someone wanted to pleasure Dave. To give him a gift without the expectation 
of anything in return. And damn, he was good at it. Hands wandered over his body while David's talented mouth 
sucked him deep into his throat. 


"Fuck, David, you are so good at that." The singer sighed and let his head fall back. Through the trees 
overhead, the sun peeked through, radiating heat over Dave's face. "Here comes the sun, here comes the sun 
and | say it's all right." 

"Oh God, Dave." He heard from his lap and Dave grinned, giving a playful thrust of his hips. 


Chuckling, he gripped Dave's hips and forced him back. "Calm down, Grohl, otherwise I'll leave you hanging. And 
trust me, lm the master when it comes to leaving someone with a case of blue balls." 


Calloused fingers ran through his brunette hair, tangling and tugging. "Really now?" 


Pulling his hands and mouth away, he replied, "Oh, yeah. | can walk away right now and leave you wondering if 
you'll get any. Do you want it?" 


The question hung in the air, as loaded as any gun. Swallowing, he looked up into Dave's eyes, taking in the 


relaxed eyes. 


"Do | want it?" Dave replied. "From you? Yeah, | want it. Want it really bad. But, as | said, I'm willing to wait." His 
gorgeous smile broke his face. "And | know that when it finally happens, its going to be amazing." 


The words added another brick to David's shattered confidence, slowly rebuilding it. "You really know how to 
flatter a guy, don't you?" 


Dave's eyes sparkled. "Oh yeah." He stroked a hand through David's hair, gently tilting his head back and 
admiring his strained throat. Damn, he wanted to kiss the sun touched skin, wanted to taste it and scrape his 
teeth over it. "The difference is, | mean it. I'm not just trying to get into your pants. | know that you're 
incredible. It's why | came when you called." 


At that point, David didn't care if he was full of shit or not. Just for saying the most beautiful thing 
anybody's ever said to him, Dave deserved it. So he lowered his head again and took Dave into his mouth, 
sucking, licking, lapping, giving him the best head he's ever had. He stroked that gorgeous cock with one hand 
while sucking a ball into his mouth and flicking his tongue against the soft skin. After he was satisfied that 
both of the younger man's balls had received adequate attention, he returned his mouth to the cock. He slid 
his pursed lips up and down the underside, kissing each ridge and vein. 


"Fucking shit, David!" 


He grinned, teeth scraping over the soft flesh. Damn, Dave even tasted good. Better than Mustaine ever had. 
Opening his throat, he swallowed all Dave had to offer, humming around his length. Dave grabbed at his hair, 
but David didn't care. It was to be expected and, from Dave, it was perfectly okay. He could pull and push all he 
wanted, letting David know what he wanted. A strangled grunt came from above him, Dave's grip on him 
Tightening as he came down David's throat. Closing his eyes, David continued to suck, taking it all until Dave 
pulled away, limp and panting. 


"Fuck. David." 

Licking his lips, David sat up and grinned. "You liked it?" 
"Liked it? That was incredible! Best I've ever had." 

A blush touched his cheeks. "Really?" 

"Yeah, really. Why, don't you believe me?" 


Lowering his head, David refused to look at him, the hurt flashing through him. "I'm used to being used, not 


praised." 


Dave's heart cracked. And then it surged. He had to remember the very words he said to this gorgeous, 
broken man. The past didn't matter anymore. Everything now was new. Everything now would be better. And he 


could do that for David. So he let a gentle hand pet the man's lowered head. 


"We're gonna have a real good time teaching you to get used to something else." 


Dave let the older man pull his Johnson Motors t-shirt over his head. He had absolutely no problem walking 
around topless. They walked slowly back toward the house. 


"Johnson Motors, they in LA?" 

"Yep. Sunset Boulevard" 

"You know the guys?" 

"Yep." 

"You have a few bikes, right?" 

"Yep. You ever ride?" 

David laughed. "No. No way! Wasn't allow-" And he stopped short. Wasn't allowed to. 

"Maybe | could show you?" Dave suggested, purposely ignoring David's near admission 

"You would?!" 

"I'd love to." 

David laughed. It was such an alien sound but he loved how it made him feel. Loved the way it fell so easily 
from his lips. It had been a long time since he'd laughed so freely. Reaching out, he nervously took Dave's hand, 
relaxing when the other man smiled at him. Be whoever he wanted to be. That's what he was being allowed to 
do. 

"You know," Dave began, voice almost lost on the breeze, "you can talk about ginger whenever you want. 
Whenever you feel ready to." He sighed, fingers tightening around David's. He knew he had someone fragile in 
his hands, like a glass ornament, someone who could shatter at a second's notice. "Not going to push you, but 
itll do you good to talk about it" His famous smile came back. "And I'm a hell of a lot cheaper than a therapist. 
David nodded. "Thanks. | appreciate it. And the same goes for you. When you're ready, I'm here." He took a deep 
breath, eyes focused on the house. "He didn't want anyone else to have me. That's why he did what he did. He 
thought everyone | spoke to wanted a piece of me, when all | wanted was him. | hoped, prayed even, that there 
was a good man beneath all the hate and pain. When he didn't make an appearance, that's when | stopped 


believing in God" 


Tugging him to a stop, Dave took the older man's face in his hands and stared into those caramel eyes, seeing 


the hurt which swam through them. Underlining it all was a hope, a hope which had lived for thirty years and 


never burned out. A hope which appeared to be growing again. 
"What do you believe in now, David?" he softly asked. 


Conditioning had motivated him to tell Dave, "You. | believe in you." It was the response that would have been 


expected of him. But he thought for a moment and then he smiled. 
"Me. | believe in me." 


Dave grinned, baring every single one of those teeth. "That's what | wanted to hear." He took up David's hand 
again and continued walking. 


Chapter 6 


David might have known breakfast but Dave knew dinner and there was nothing he loved more than a big 


dinner of barbeque and beer. 

"There's only one problem," David said quietly. 

"What?" 

"No beer." 

"WHAT?!" 

David grinned, nose wrinkling and eyes nearly closing. He pointed to himself. "Not touched any alcohol since 1990" 
Dave sighed and leaned against him. Damn, it was going to be a tough one. He suspected that was what most 
likely sent Mustaine on his beating sprees; drugs, booze, lack of self control, and loathing David because he was 
able to stay clean And he didn't want to impose that fear on to David. The fear that he may go the same way 


and take another chunk out of the beautiful man beside him. 


"But." An arm wound around Dave's waist, tugging him to the brunette. "I'l drive in to town and get you some 


of that alcohol-free stuff if you like." 
Its not the same." He pouted. Taylor had been sober for several years, too, but at least he was cool with 
letting him drink as much as he wanted around him. But Taylor hadn't been subjected to years and years of 


abuse at the hands of a drugged up, drunken monster, had he? So he brightened for David's benefit. "Doesn't 
matter. What else ya got?" 


The shift in the relationship was very clear to David's mother. She beamed at Dave across the table on the 
back porch. 


"Dave, how long will you be staying with us?" The gleam in her eye was not lost on him or David. 

He glanced at the older man "As long as I'm welcome." 

"Seems that might be a pretty long time." She commented before turning her attention back to the steak 
before her. "This steak is wonderful, by the way. If David decides you are no longer welcome, well, then I'll keep 


ya around just to barbeque for me." 


After dinner was finished, nobody was in any hurry to clean up. They all pushed back from the table and the 


conversation drifted to embarrassing stories about David. 
He rolled his eyes and sighed. "Don't listen to either of them. They're making this stuff up." 


Elliot laughed. "Making it up? | think we have pictures of the time you thought it was a good idea to drive the 


tractor into town" 
‘| was fourteen!" 
"And Sheriff Ryan treated ya like you were forty. Spent the night in jail, he did" His mother told Dave. 


Burning red from the humiliation, David slid down in his seat, head in his hands, fingernails digging in to his 
forehead. "Moml!" 


"Oh, shut up honey, its fun!" 
"Why don't you just go and get the baby photos out?" he shot back. 


The grin she gave him was one of pure mischief. "Now that's a mighty fine idea, young man. Give me two 
minutes." 


They watched her as she left, the smile on Dave's face mirroring his mother's. "She's fast for her age." 

"Not as fast as her Googling. She knows more about my life before | do," he groaned. 

Really, now?" 

David nodded and rolled his eyes. "Yep. A year back, when we were touring Europe, she called me to ask 
whether I'd brought a Starbucks franchise. Turned out Dave had jokingly tweeted it and she picked it up before 
| did." 

"You want to open a coffee house?" 

Shrugging, David sighed. "Seems like a good idea right now, although | don't know where I'd get the capitol from. 


I'm a broke rock star with nothing to their name. No bank in the land is going to lend me the money. And 


before you say it, Grohl, | am NOT borrowing the money from you. | already owe you a thousand. I'm not 


adding to that debt" 


"Okay, don't borrow it. Take it” Dave shrugged. Yep, he'd work his way into this wonderful, simple life if he had 
to pay his way there. 


David opened his mouth to protest once more when his mother returned to the porch with three overstuffed 


photo albums in her arms. She pulled a chair up beside Dave and laid an album in his lap. David rolled his eyes 


and glanced at Elliot. 
"Hey, you know how she gets." 


David as a baby, as a toddler, as a grade-schooler, in high school. And then the pictures shifted from 


snapshots to magazine clippings. 
Needing to get away from his mother's story telling, David excused himself, snagged the keys to Elliot's truck 
and drove in to town He owed Dave a gift. A huge gift. There he was, sitting on the porch, gleefully listening to 


his mother and handing over handfuls of interest free cash. Heck, not even interest free. GIVING it to him. 
That he wasn't used to. 


And this Dave also wasn't Mustaine. He wasn't a bully. And David could bet that he also wasn't a violent drunk. 
Others drank around them all the time, so why couldn't Dave? If this was going to go anywhere, heck, if it was 
even going to get off the ground, there had to be some give and take. They had to accept one another no 
matter what. And their pasts were far darker than a few beers. 

Pulling up in front of the liquor store, David hopped out and wandered in, a bell at the door tinkling behind him. 
It had been years since he'd been in such a place and the bright light felt disorientating. Wandering down the 
beer aisle, he looked back and forth, trying to work out what to buy. His own addictions were long gone, the 
niggling need in the back of his brain long extinguished so none of it bothered him. The only time it bothered 
him was when it was in the hands of a certain redhead. Then it was push the red button and stand well back. 
Slumping, he pulled his phone from his pocket and dialled Dave's number. "Hey, it's me." 

"I know. Where are you? You upped and left. Are you okay?" 


"Yeah, I'm okay. | was just wondering.. What's your favourite beer?" 


"The ice cold kind," he replied with a laugh. And then more seriously. "You don't have to do that if you're 


uncomfortable with it." 

"im not. So what is it?" 

"Honestly, babe. Whatever you bring home, | will drink. l'm not particular." 
He was met with silence. 

"David?" 

"I'm here. You..you said..babe." 


"| did?" 


"Yeah." 


"Okay. So babe, hurry the fuck back here. These magazine clippings where you're all baby-faced with the wind 


swept hair and tight jeans are making me hot." 

"Dave!" 

David had to laugh when his mother scolded Dave for being lewd. "Okay, l'm hurrying." 

Grabbing a four pack of Bud from the cooler, he headed the counter and handed over more of Dave's cash for 
the beer. The irony wasn't lost on David and, tossing them on to the passenger seat, he made a beeline 
straight back to the farm. 

They were still sitting on the porch when he returned, the sky streaked with the last tendrils of red and gold. 
Everything looked perfect. Homely and relaxed. It was the getaway he'd been needing for so long. That someone 
who seemed to like him was also there made it all the better. It tasted sweet, like fresh home baked pie. Pie.. 


He grinned at the thought. Now that was another trick he'd have to show off. 


Jumping out, he dropped the pack in to Dave's lap and grinned, watching the man's face light up. Leaning across 


to his mother, he asked, "So what year are you on?" 

1986, dear." 

"That's it?! I've been gone the best part of an hour and you've only made it through three years?!" 

She grinned. "Yes. This nice young man wanted to know everything.” 

Sitting up, David dramatically crossed his legs and pursued his lips, an eyebrow shooting up. "Oh, did he now?" 


Dave uncapped a bottle and took a long pull. "Oh, that's nice. Thank you." And then his attention returned to the 


album. "So David, this jacket. Where can | get me one of those?" 

"Shut up. It was over twenty-five years ago. What were you wearing then?" 
"Diapers," Elliot spoke up. 

‘I'm not that much younger than David. I'm forty-three." 

| know, man. | just keep seeing that skinny kid from Nirvana when | look at you." 


"Yeah, you know what?" David playfully protested. "I don't even know why | agreed to let you come up here. 
Nirvana. You ruined things for us, you know, with that Teen Spirit!" 


"What? Hey, don't blame me! | was just making music. | didn't care what little category it fell into and who liked 
it" 


David smiled at him. "It was a kick ass song.” 


Dave kept the smile on his face but he wished the conversation would shift soon. If it didn't, he knew the 


obvious question would be asked soon. But not by David. David had too much perception and grace to go there. 
Did the rest of his family? 


It appeared so as he caught David give his mother and brother each a pointed glance. His mother reached 
down and turned the page in the album. 


"This is on my favorite photos!" she announced, pointing out a photo of David on stage. In a black, cut-off t- 
shirt, sweaty, a look of pure ecstasy on his face. "Doesn't he just look so happy?" 


David remembered that show. Vaguely. It was New York And it was right after the first time Mustaine had 
raped him. He thought he'd gotten David high enough to be out of it but he hadn't. That show should have 


been memorable for an entirely different reason. 


Dave noticed the colour drain from David's face, the eyes suddenly becoming downcast. Yet the smile remained 
in place. It was forever there, hiding whatever was going on inside David's head. And that's when it clicked. He 
was the happy, smiley one for a reason. It was a front, a way to hide whatever had happened. Keep smiling and 


no one asked questions. And if they did, steer them away. 


Stretching his arms above his head, the bottle still clutched in one hand, Dave feigned a yawn "I hate to be 
the party pooper, Mrs Ellefson, but I'm gonna have to go and drop in to bed. All that manual labour. I'm not 
used to it" He grinned "Same time tomorrow, Elliot?" 


David's brother nodded. "Sure. It's good to have another pair of hands around the house." 


Nudging David in the ribs, he gestured to the house. "You coming? | know you were pretty spaced out earlier. 
An early night will do you good" 


David let out a sigh of relief and he got to his feet. Giving his Mom a quick kiss, he wished them goodnight, 


noting her raised eyebrow as he left. He gave her a small shake of the head. 


None of them knew. Not one of his family knew what had happened to him and he wanted to keep it that way. 
When his father had died, it had almost been a relief. At least his father had died a free man and not behind 
bars for putting a bullet into Dave Mustaine. Because that's what would have happened if they'd found out 
that Dave preferred to take than to ask. 


Dumping the rest of Dave's beers in the fridge, he wandered into their room, shut the door, and sank on to 


the bed 
"Thanks. 

Dave took another slug of his beer. "What for?" 

"For rescuing me 

"| was just returning the favor. You were kind enough to steer the conversation away from Nirvana. H's not 
that | dortt like talking about it. H's just the same questions over and over. Not that | blame anybody at all It 


was a huge thing, people are naturally curious and | was close to it” 


| understand," David murmured as he pulled his, Dave's, shirt over his head. He began unbuckling his belt 
without even thinking about it. 


Dave stood and watched, wondering if David was going to realize what he was doing or if he'd really become 


that comfortable with him so soon 

Both men down to their shorts, now, Davids eyes raked over Dave's incredible body, 
"Damn" 

"What?" 

"You're just so amazing” 


"Oh, stop! | hate the attention!" Dave gave a mock protest and then pretended to suck in his gut and flex his 


muscles. 


David giggled and wound his arms around the man's waist, giving the small of his back a light caress. "Kiss me 


goodnight?" 


The brunette tilted David's face up to receive his kiss. "Today was a great day. And tomorrow's going to be 


even better." 


Chapter 1 


"NO! STOP! GET OFF ME! GET THE FUCK OFF OF MEI!" 
Dave was jarred awake by screaming. 
"DAVE, NO! GET OFF ME! LEAVE ME ALONE! STOP!" 


David was thrashing in the small bed beside his. The sheets were tangled around his body and his arms were 
flailing in the air. 


Dave flew to his feet and gently shook the man. "David, wake up. Wake up, it's okay. Just a nightmare." 


The body went rigid beneath Dave's hands, glassy eyes staring at him. David's breath came in nervous, painful 


in pants. 
"David, its me, D-" He stopped himself short. "David, it's Grohl. You're alright. Nothing's gonna happen" 


The brunette's breathing began to slow, his eyes slowly focusing. The terror was still written in to his face, 
painfully evident. Gently he ran a hand over David's hair, whispering quietly. 


Finally David took a deep breath and closed his eyes. "Thanks 

“s alright. Do you want to talk about it?" 

The smaller man shook his head. ‘Later: 

"Okay. Do you mind if | go back to bed?" 

David's eyes snapped open, the fear returning, "Don't leave me” 

Dragging the blankets ard pillow from the bed, they created a nest in the middle of the floor, a warm, safe 
haven away from the terrors of the right. Away from whatever lurked in the depths of Davids mind. Curling 
himself around the brunette, he placed a kiss against David's head. 

"Better?" 

"Much better. Thark you! 


"I wish | knew how to help you," Dave whispered as he tightened his embrace around David. 


"You already are. Honestly. If | didn't bump into you the other day, | have no idea where I'd be right now. 


Probably begging him to take me back" David shuddered at the thought. 
"That's so strange to me. Why did you stay for so long, David?" 


"It was all | knew. | mean, we were having a grand time. We had everything at our feet. Drugs, booze, fans, 
women and men throwing themselves at us. But | was nothing. | was in the gutter, laughing at everybody else 
down there because at least | had a man looking after me, at least | belonged to someone. Without realizing 
that | actually did belong to him. That photo of me that my mother loves so much? That was taken only a few 
hours after the first time Dave forced himself on me. He fed me a few lines of coke and assumed | was out 
of it. Figured since | was out of it, he could just get himself off, | guess. But | fought him. | wasn't in the mood. 
| was nervous about the show. Didn't matter to him. He held me down in the dressing room and just pounded 
away. When | struggled to get up and stop him, he punched me, he choked me. Generous bastard gave me an 
hour to clean myself up. And at the end of that show, he hugged me and whispered, "I love you" in my ear. | 


raced off stage and threw up in a garbage can. People assumed it was the coke and my nerves." 


Dave inhaled sharply, caught between feeling angry at Mustaine and feeling sorry for David. "I'm so sorry that 
happened to you." 


"That? Please. That was just the beginning.” 

For the next hour or so, David told Dave things that made his blood run cold. About being tied down and raped 
by Dave and whomever else was around, about being fed drugs until he passed out and waking up in vomit and 
blood, with burns all over his body, about all the awful things Dave used to call him in front of the rest of 
the band and even their fans at times, about being taken out to a fancy restaurant on their anniversary and 
being made to insert things inside of himself in the men's room and return to the table and have to endure 


Dave's teasing. Only to, ultimately, be left there with no way home. 


"When | did finally get home by taxi, | got punished for making him pay for the cab and for not keeping the 


plug in me." 


"David. Fuck" David sighed, nuzzling his face into David's neck. "How did you even survive, much less remain so 


optimistic and loving? Why did he kick you out, anyway?" 

David actually chuckled softly. "Truth? | told him voice was going." 

Dave giggled against the warm skin beneath his lips. 

"Never had the best voice anyway, but now that he's older. Well, its not like yours." 
"Mine?" 


"Mmm, yeah. Yours is like fine grade sandpaper dripping with hot caramel." 


Dave pulled his face back a little to give David's ear a nip. "Get some sleep, babe. You are safe right here. 
Always be safe here." 


Sleep did come, to a fashion. The dreams were still there, the ones where the knife was shown to him 
moments before it cut through his skin, the gag in his mouth soaked with his screams, tears, and snot. But he 
felt safe, comfortable, with arms wrapped around him, holding him tightly. Slowly the dreams faded to black 
and, for the first time in years, he fell in to a deep, undisturbed sleep. 


He was woken by someone shaking his shoulder and, for the first few seconds, David panicked. When a voice 
whispered in his ear that it was safe, he opened his eyes and smiled. Dave sat beside him, a smile on his face 


and a travel cup of coffee. 
"Morning, sunshine." 


Yawning, David stretched, joints creaking and clicking. He wasn't as young as he used to be, but he was going to 


ignore that for now. Ignore it for as long as he could. "What time is it?" 
"Just gone nine. Look, Elliot's loaned me his truck. Was wondering if you fancied a road trip?" 
Tugging the blankets around himself, David yawned again, and sat up. "Sure. Where do you want to go?" 


"Fancy a trip to the city? We could get lunch, check out the record stores and, well, I'm sure there's some 


killer coffee shops around there." 
Chuckling, David stood. "Sounds like a plan. Let me get showered and dre- Oh." 


Clothes had already been laid out on the bed for him. A pair of his custom tight black jeans and a black button 
down shirt. One of his casual jackets had been laid over it, and his favourite pair of sneakers sat on the floor. 
A warm hand was laid in the small of his back and David felt himself smile, unable to take his eyes off of the 
outfit. 


"You go get showered and grab something to eat" Dave's warm breath tickled his ear. "I'll go get everything 


else sorted" 


An odd feeling settled over David. It was a feeling he hadn't felt for many years. One which told him he didn't 
have to run any more, didn't have to look over his shoulder and worry that someone was coming for him. 


Contentment. 


As David pulled those jeans up, over his thighs, and zipped them, he felt something else come alive inside of 
himself as well. Lust. The way those pants hugged his ass and pressed against his groin felt good. He wondered 
what had made Dave pull them from his bag. Did he know what they'd make him feel like? Did he anticipate 


what they'd look like on him? Maybe. And that thought gave him another boost of confidence. Dave Grohl 
thought he was hot. Dave Grohl was physically attracted to him. Someone who'd been told he was ugly and 
worthless. Well, that was a lie. Clearly. 


The bassist gave himself one last glance in the mirror. His skin was shedding that sallow look and glistened 
brightly. Even his teeth seemed whiter and his hair glossier. And then he noticed Dave's guitar case in the 
corner. He'd forgotten all about it. His curiosity got the best of him and he picked it up and laid on the bed. 
Snapping the latches, he opened it to find a gorgeous Pelham blue Gibson. He knew the guitar. It was the one 
that Grohl used all the time. He ran his fingers over the fret board. Images ran through his head of the 
younger man running up and down a stage, playing the guitar, hair flailing behind him, mouth hanging open. 
"Hey! What are you doing up here, slow poke?" Dave bounded in to the room and stopped short. 


"I'm sorry! I'm so sorry. | just forgot you brought it and | wanted to see it. Dave, please, | didn't mean -" 


"Shh. Stop. It's just a guitar. Have at it. Enjoy it. Later, we can jam or something if you want. Now, we gotta get 
going. It's a long drive. And you know how to get here, | don't.” 


With a mug of travel coffee nestled between his legs, David fiddled with the radio. Why Elliot couldn't buy 
himself some nice tech, he didn't know. Mind you, he had a family and a farm to keep. 


"Hang east on the 190 and when you get to Albert Lea swing north onto the 135." 
“That's it? That's how you get to Minneapolis?" 


Finding a channel he liked, David sat up. "Yep, that easy. We like things easy around here." He gave Dave a 


mischievous grin. "Now get driving, driver. I'm a-getting hungry." 

He chuckled as Dave muttered something under his breath, the truck easing on to the highway. For a while 
they drove in silence, admiring the non-existent scenery, sipping coffee, and listening to the talk radio host 
chatter about the price of gas. 


"You got nothing else to listen to?" 


"Around these parts you've got three things; talk radio, Christian radio, or middle of the road top 40. Take 
your pick." 


"CD's?" 


"Not unless you like top 40 music. Elliot's not very experimental in his musical tastes." 


Dave smiled at him and David felt himself relax against the seat. He wasn't used to holding a conversation 
Heck, he wasn't used to talking for longer than a few moments. Yet the silences between them, rather than 
feel strained and painful, were relaxed, pauses in time to just appreciate one another. 


"We'll get him some new ones. Or at least something we can listen to while we're out. How's that sound?" 


David was stunned. Someone wanted his opinion. They weren't telling him what to do. Weren't beating him for 


the correct answer. He actually had a chance to voice what he thought 
"Sounds like a good idea," he replied 

"Really?" 

"Yeah." He smiled. "I could do with something new to listen to. 


After a another stretch of comfortable quiet, "There's a really huge music store | think you'd like. You sure 


you're okay with going out like this? People are gonna recognize you." 
"So?" 

"everyone's gonna know where you are." 

"Do you mean Dave and Taylor are going to know where WE are?" 

"| guess." David lowered his gaze and fidgeted with the lid to his mug. 
"Are you okay with it? Having him know l'm with you?" 

"Yeah, it's not me l'm worried about." 


"Me? | told you. | don't scare away easily. He can't do a damn thing to me. Now, head up. You hold your head 
high, okay?" 


David smiled even if he was still worried about being seen in public together. 


Once they got into the city limits, he directed Dave to the store he mentioned, Cheapo. And he was right, Dave 
was in heaven. He walked in and again, that wondrous "Wow" could be heard. And then he was off. David could 
barely keep up with him as he darted from the rock section to the jazz section to the metal section to the 
pop section People called his name and shook his hand and took photos of him with their phones. And Dave 
made small talk with each one of them. Every time someone asked him what he was doing in Minnesota, he 
pointed at David and said, "Hanging out with my new friend, David Ellefson, the best fucking metal bassist 


you're ever gonna meet!" 


David blushed the first couple times but soon, he began to relax and open up and chat with fans also. 


After a couple hours, Dave walked out of the store with an armload of old vinyl and CDs. David tailed behind, 


carrying the overflow. 

"Damn! That store is amazing! l'm so fucking thrilled to see it thriving, too. And David, these hometown fans 
love youl It totally made their day seeing you home again. You should really come out more often, get to know 
some of them." Dave gushed a million miles an hour. 


David laughed at him. "Too much caffeine this morning?" 


"What? No! No, dude. | just..l love it here." His fingers flew into his mustache again as he made a concerted 
effort to calm down. 


David found him irresistible at that moment. "I could kiss you." 

"So kiss me." 

"Right here? There're people everywhere." 

"Don't fucking care." 

Looping the bag over one wrist, he took several deep breaths, staring in to Dave's eyes, studying the happiness 
and tranquility. With his breath hitched, he slid his hands through Dave's hair savouring the feeling of it 
running over his fingers. Gently he slid his mouth over the other man’s, sighing as a hand was laid in the small 


of his back, clutching him close. He melted against the taller body, giving over to the kiss. 


It was his phone whistling which made him pull away. Reaching in to his pocket, he pulled it out, feeling the 
colour drain from his face as he read the message. 


| know where you are, fucker. Don't stay stil too long, will you? 

"Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck" David felt his vision swim, his knees going weak. A hand held him upright as the phone 
was slid from his fingers. "Don't reply to it," he murmured as he heard the phone make a number of tiny 
beeps. "Please don't. Don't give him any ammunition” 

‘lm not going to," was the reply. "I'm looking for the nearest Apple store." 

"Why?" 

"Going to get you a new phone and number and put a stop to this." 


David could have cried and he felt himself relax as a hand took his and lead him away. He loved the internet, 


loved the instant access to news and information. But knowing that Dave was watching, looking for him, sickened 


him. 


Inside the store, it was more handshaking and photo-taking. David hung back, trying to blend in with other 
customers in the store, trying to appear as if he wasn't with Dave. The message shook him to the core. All 
that confidence he'd been feeling, all that healing he thought he'd been doing was obliterated by Mustaine's 
message. And now, here was another Dave managing his situation Always creating situations which other, 
stronger men needed to take care of. That's why he was with Mustaine for so long. Couldn't even take care of 
himself. At least, through all the abuse and all the shit he took from Mustaine, he'd always been taken care of. 


Every mess he made, Mustaine was there to clean it up. And here was Grohl taking care of his mess, too. 


"David?" Dave was reaching for him. "Do you want white or black? Sixteen, thirty-two or sixty-four gig? I'd go 


with the sixty-four, may was well, you know? Can store a lot of music and video that way." 
David shook his head. "Don't care." 


Dave tilted his head, fingers into his mustache again. He could see what was happening. The text from Mustaine 
rattled the older man. Grohl turned to the guy who was helping him and told him they'd return a little later. 
He led David from the store. 


"Talk to me." 
‘Ils that an order?" David shot back, shrugging Dave's arm off his shoulders. 
"What? What are you talking about?" 


"You're no different than him. All you see is a pathetic loser that you can manipulate. Instead of doing it with 


violence, you do with your money." 


Dave took a step back, his heart thundering, David's words a punch to the face. He took several deep breaths, 
reminding himself to stay calm, telling himself that these were the barriers finally coming down. Thirty years. 
Three long decades, that was how long David had been kept a virtual prisoner in his own body. And now he was 


learning to bite back. Hard. 
He went to place a hand in the small of David's back, noticing how he flinched away, lips twitching into a snarl. 
"Come on," he murmured. "Let's find somewhere quiet" 


Head up, he walked away, glancing over his shoulder to make sure David was following. For a few moments, the 
brunette watched him leave before slowly following in his wake. No doubt he was testing him, pushing him, 
wanting to see what the reaction was going to be. Well, he wasn't going to go Mustaine on his ass. Not a 
chance. He suspected that, at the slightest outburst from David, Mustaine would go crazy. Didn't matter if 


they were in public or not, he'd have ripped into the smaller man verbally, no doubt waiting until they were 


behind closed doors before he brought out the physical damage. But he wasn't Mustaine. And he wasn't going 
to do the same things. 


Walking to a small green space, he collapsed on to a bench, waiting for David to join him. When he did, Dave 
made sure to sit in the middle of the bench. Close enough for if David needed some reassurance. Further 
enough for if David needed to make a break 


‘lm not going to try and convince you that I'm different to him, David" He could still feel the anger bristling 
from the brunette. His shoulders were hunched, eyes focused straight ahead. "| want you to see it for 
yourself. This, helping you out, it's not because l'm trying to manipulate you. I'd do it for anyone. Hell, you could 
have just been anyone. I'd have still given you the money to go even if | knew I'd never see it again. l'm not 
manipulating you, l'm not ordering you about. l'm just doing something which makes me part of me. Please don't 
judge me for it, and please don't punish me for it. | really, really like you, David, and | don't want this to 
become a wedge between us. | don't want to fight and argue with you. Fuck, | had enough of that with blonde 
roast. You're different to him, just as l'm different to Mustaine." He saw a smile twitch David's lips. Good, he 
was getting there. Pushing back everything he was feeling, he stared at David, placing a hand between them. 
"You're not a pathetic loser, and you never will be. Not in my eyes. Shit, look what you've been through and 
come out of. It would have killed others. You.. You stayed strong throughout the whole thing. Throughout 
thirty years. David, thats a fuckin’ long time. You're living proof, not just to me, but to millions, that there is 
a life outside of all of this." 


"What exactly happened with him?" David quietly asked without turning to look at Dave. 

Dave inhaled slowly. What happened? He wasn't really sure, himself. All he knew was that, as the years went 
by, he felt less like a lover and more like an ATM. Whatever bond he'd had with Taylor, all the fun times, all 
the laughter and love, had slowly diminished. He knew that David needed to hear his story, though. All of it. 
David needed to know that Dave saw him as a trustworthy companion 

"When | met Taylor, my marriage was falling apart. He was fun and energetic and he showed me a good time. 
Not to say that's all we had between us but thats how the bond began. He showed me care and a sensitivity 
that | needed then. And well, things happened, as things often do, and we fell in love. We were disgusting, 
honestly." He laughed gently and twisted his mustache. 

David reached across and touched his fingers, pushing them down. "Bad habit of yours." 


Dave gave him a guilty smile. "It is. And it sucks that you picked it up so soon. Now you'll always know when 


l'm nervous." 
"The great Dave Grohl gets nervous?" 
"When shit means something to me, yeah." 


David kept his hand over Grohl's as it rested on the bench between them. "Go on" 


"We were that obnoxious gay couple. Always pawing at each other, always flirting with each other. But Taylor 
had his own battle with addiction Did you know that? He did. And he stopped drinking and drugging, too, in 2001. 
He overdosed and slipped into a coma. | went crazy, thinking | was gonna lose him. And maybe, in a sense, | did. 
Nothing was the same after that. He'd turned serious. Cold, | guess. Gone were the good times, the crazy fun 
we used to have. | don't know, maybe he thought you could only have fun when you're high or wasted. Gone 
were those welcoming, open arms. They were replaced by extended hands. And | tried. | tried so fucking hard to 
get my Taylor back But the harder | tried to find my warm, fun-loving baby, the more he retreated" Dave 
paused, fighting back the choking sob that was threatening to break loose. 


"IFs okay. You don't have to say anymore." 


"Yeah, | do. David, there's so much warmth and love inside of you and you were right. | was trying to buy it. 
Because | need it so fucking bad." 


So many tears. He'd shed so many tears over the past few days and he felt more begin to well up, prickling at 
his eyes. Creeping across the bench, he wrapped his arms around Dave, holding him close as the other's tears 
came. Suddenly it felt as though someone needed him. Someone needed him to be strong for them, to hold 
them and reassure them, tell them that it would all be okay, that the worst was over and that they could 


move on. 


Nestling against David, he let the tears come, his arms loose around the brunette's waist. So long he'd waited 


for this, for someone to show him that love did exist. 


"You don't have to buy me," David murmured. "You don't have to do anything for me. Just be you. Don't get 
me wrong, | appreciate the help while I'm getting back on my feet but." He sighed, a deep, shaking breath. "I 
was scared. Scared you'd go back to him once | was fixed. Scared that this is just something temporary. And | 
suppose that's why | reacted like | did Part of it comes from being around Dave. l'm used to being manipulated. 
But | suppose | also thought that if | could push you away, you'd go and | wouldn't have to suffer the 
heartbreak again. I've seen it over and over. All | was, for Dave, was a warm bed and a fuck At least that's 
how it felt. There were always others. Some days he'd crawl in as the sun was coming up. Some days he 
wouldn't come home at all. Yet he told me he loved me. And, like an idiot, | believed him. | was that naive farm 


boy from the East. | really did believe that he loved me." 


"Next time you believe someone loves you, David, it will be because they've shown you. Not because they've 


told you." Dave raised David's fingers to his lips and kissed them. 
"You're a good man. I'm sorry you didn't get the love you deserve." 


"| will" 


Chapter 8 


David let the younger man pull him to his feet and slide an arm around his waist. They walked back to that 
Apple store and Dave bought David a new phore. In black, thirty-two gig. His choice. Back out on the street, the 
first thing David did was delete Mustaine from his contact list. 

"Gone for good?" Dave asked with a smile. 

"Gone for good. Thank you very much." 

"Happy to do it" 

Up the block, the men found a coffeehouse called Uncommon Grounds and they smirked at each other. It was 
perfect. It appeared to be a converted Victorian and had a really warm and kitchy feel to it. They sat at a 
small table on the front porch and enjoyed coffee and pastry. Dave watched David's face as he read the menu 
and was smitten with the way it lit up. 

"You want this, don't you?" 

David glanced over his menu at the darker haired man. He grinned as his eyes drifted over the patio and along 
the windows and front door. "Something like it. I'd love to have something in a little more of an industrial 
setting. Maybe coffee by day, music by night” 

“Industrial, huh? | wouldn't have guessed that." 

"What? You think you got me nailed down so soon?" David flirted. 

‘Mmm. Maybe." Dave returned with a smoldering fire in his chocolate eyes. 


David's stomach flip-flopped and he felt a maddening pinch in his groin. 


Back in the truck, David unwrapped one of the CDs he picked out. Amazingly, Dave was not entirely familiar 
with the band so David was excited to find out what he thought of Breaking Circus. 


In the two and half hour drive home, they listened to everything from that local metal band to Husker Du, 


another hometown favorite, to a rare live Zeppelin show, to one of Dave's favorite punk bands, Bad Brains. 
They parked the truck in the drive at around seven. The house was dark and quiet. 
"Where is your Mom?" 


"IFs Wednesday. Church" 


"Ah." Dave nodded and then kept his mouth shut. 
"Not a God guy, are you?" 
"Nope. Not in the least. That okay?" 


Its okay with me but Mom is gonna be brokenhearted. I'd rather have you be honest about not believing than 
pretend to." 


"I don't know how to be anything but honest. And cute." Dave gave a goofy, toothy grin 


“That's true.” David slid a hand over Dave's ass and gave it a squeeze while pushing the taller man against the 


wall just inside the door. 
Dave gasped and then grinned even more. "Come on, baby. Take what you want" 


Fingers weaved together and David raised Dave's hands against the wall on either side of his head. He pressed 
his body into the younger man's and sought out his mouth. 


One deep, long, messy kiss later, David pulled away, dazed and breathless. 
Dave licked his bruised lips, seeing his dark, dilated eyes reflected in David's. "How you feelin’?" 
David nodded, panting softly. "Good. Feelin’ good." 


Lowering Dave's arms, he kept hold of his right hand and silently lead him up the stairs. There was a line to 
cross and, while it wouldn't be today, he wanted to get ever closer to it. Someone had shown him his soul and 
it wasn't one filled with hate, spite, and vengeance. It was one filled with a pain similar to his own. They'd both 
been through some form of abuse, be it physical, mental, emotional, or financial. Yet this new soul was also 
filled with an unending love, one which stretched to the end of time. One which he wanted to study and 


embrace. 


Shutting the door behind them, he stared at Dave for a moment, taking in the soft eyes and the kind face. 
Digging through one of the bags, he found the CD he was looking for. It was the only album ever produced by 
Rob Dougan. He'd heard the songs over and over on the internet and, until today, the CD had been beyond his 
reach, forever out of print or out of stock. Sliding it into the CD player, he skipped the first two tracks until 
the gentle intro to the third song began. Smiling softly, he slid his hands into Dave's hair and stared into the 


endless eyes. Hands came to rest in his back, pulling him close. 
"What do you want, David?" 


His reply was soft, "You. | want you." 


For the first time in years, he meant it. 


"You've got me." The taller man's voice was low as he dipped his head to find David's mouth. Maybe he should 
have kept David coming to him, maybe he should have shown more restraint out of fear of scaring the man 
But he didn't. The glimmer in David's eyes, the pink of his lips, the way his body fit against his, all told Dave 
that maybe David's fear was slowly melting away. 


And he was right. David allowed the kiss. More than allowed it, he invited it. He relished in it, parting his lips, 
darting his tongue against Dave's bottom lip. He allowed the singer to guide him to the edge of his bed and sit 


him down. 

‘Can | do something for you?" asked Dave as he knelt before him and lifted David's foot to pull his sneaker off. 
David's heart was hammering against his ribs. He watched Dave with wide eyes. "W-what?" 

The darker haired man pulled his bottom lip between his teeth. "Let me give you head 

"Oh! Lwell, | don't.l'm not sure.." David stammered. 

| want to if you want me to." 

Everything came into focus and he swayed, placing one hand on the bed to steady himself. His other sneaker 
was removed and carefully placed to one side. The question spun around his head. Could he give in? Could he 
allow himself to be so vulnerable? He'd been wound pretty tight ever since he'd met Dave, wanting to do 
something but the barriers he'd created wouldn't let him. There were also more marks on his legs, one he 
didn't particularly want others to see. Mustaine had known what he was doing when he'd carved his name into 
David's inner thigh. Knew that it would send others running and prevent David from taking his clothes off for 


anyone else. 


But it had to end Had to stop at some point. And the moment hung around him like a blanket, demanding that 


he start making changes. 


Dark eyes, filled with concern, watching him, waiting for him to make him a decision. Already, David could feel 


his cock hardening, his arousal having been pushed away for so long. 

David went to shake his head, stopping himself at the last moment. A smile twitched his lips. "Do it. Please." 

A hand curled into his hair, tugging him for a kiss. David let the younger man guide him, eyes flickering shut 
as the kiss deepened. Soft, and warm, tongues gently exploring. There was no pressure, no demand to give it all 


up. Just a slow relaxed feeling. 


Fingers fumbled with his jeans and David stiffened, eyes squeezed shut. A hand soothingly rubbed his hip. 


"s okay. We don't have to go any further. Do you want me to keep going? 

He nodded and the hands resumed, gently easing them down, his aching erection throbbing as warm air 
wrapped around it. Lying against the bed, he kept his eyes closed, waiting for Dave's reaction. Gentle hands 
parted his legs and everything froze. A soft, "fucker" filled the air. 

He knew what would happen next. Dave would make some flimsy excuse about not wanting to rush David or 
suddenly feeling tired or maybe he wouldn't even give David the courtesy of a lie. He'd tell him outright that 
he couldn't be with David with that glaring at him. 


A wet tongue lapped at it and traced it. Lips kissed it, fingers caressed it. And then the same attention was 
paid to David's other thigh. 


A low growl emanated from Dave when David's hand landed on his head, clutching his hair 

"Okay, babe?" he asked 

A choked, hoarse cry was his reply. "Please." 

Dave stopped and looked up. "David, look at me. 

"His okay, Im okay" 

"| know you are. Look at me, anyway" 

David leaned up on his elbow and looked down at Dave. 

"Only as slow as you need me to go, okay?" 

David swallowed and nodded 

"Good. Now lay back and relax" Dave winked just before he let his lips slid over the head of David's cock 

The older man inhaled sharply. He wasn't completely at ease, though. He knew this would be over in a matter 
of seconds. No one had sucked him off in years. The only release he'd known was when Mustaine would cruelly 
torture it out of him. And it had never been enjoyable or blissful 

Dave's wet mouth engulfed him slowly, giving David every chance to stop him if he needed to. One hand 
remained on top if his thigh, giving it a tender rub now and then The other hand softly cupped his balls. Dave's 


long tongue lapped at the underside of his cock. 


"Dave." A breathless whimper. 


Everything stopped. "Yeah, baby?" 
"Please make me come. Please." 
"Working on it," replied he with a soft laugh. 


But the urgency was not lost to Dave. He understood David needed this release and so his mouth went back to 
work, sucking David down to the root of his cock The head hit up against the back of Dave's throat. The hand 
on his balls squeezed a little harder. David's hips rolled upward and a strained groan could be heard escaping 
David's mouth. Dave's lips were a bit firmer against David's cock as they stroked up and down. For a moment 
he let David slide all the way out of his mouth and simply teased the slit with his tongue. The hand that 


rested on David's thigh took up stroking him. David' hips rolled and rocked as he grew closer to sweet release. 
"Please! l'm begging you, let me come!" David howled now. 


"Shh. David, you never have to beg for anything again," Dave told him and stroked harder, faster. His lips 
kissing and sucking softly against the tip of David's cock. 


With a strangled cry, his back arched and he came violently into Dave's waiting mouth. 


Stars burst behind his eyes, waves of pleasure like none he'd ever known rolling over him. He felt as though he 
were flying and his hand tangled in the dark hair which flowed over his thighs, forcing the delicious mouth back 


down his cock. 


It felt as though it was over all too soon and David relaxed against the bed, body going limp. His chest rose and 
fell with heavy breaths, his lips dry. Closing his eyes, he tried to get his swimming head to stop. A warm body 
curled against his own, a calloused hand gently stroking where his shirt had ridden up, sending sparks of 

warmth through him. No one had ever touched him so tenderly before. Not since the early days anyway. Then 


the gentle touches became vicious beatings. 


The fingers crawled a little higher, following the curve of his stomach before sweeping across to his hips. 
David made no move to dress himself, allowing the man beside him to do whatever he pleased. He was too far 


away, floating away on the post-orgasmic haze. 


Lips nuzzled at his throat, finding his ear and tugging carefully at the lob. David chuckled and squirmed, the 
assault making his skin tingle. Most of all, it was making him feel good, the conditioning he'd been subjected to 
slowly falling away. 


Coming to, he dragged his jeans back on and attacked the dark haired man, pushing him to the bed and 
straddling his hips. Dave didn't protest, instead grinning up at him as his hands were pinned above his head, 
mouth finding his own in hot, passionate kisses. Something was awakening deep inside of David. Something was 
finally finding its feet and the slow transformation excited Dave more than stepping on to the stage. A 


beautiful butterfly was finally being born and it would outlive all that had been done to it in its previous life. 
When David released his hands, Dave grabbed at him, chuckling at the lusty glaze to the brunette's face. The 
older man's lips were bruised, a spot of blood bubbling on his lower lip. David's tongue flicked out and licked it 
away before he returned to Dave, mouth eagerly seeking his out, hands sliding over his tall, lithe body. 
"Beautiful," the younger man whispered as he ran his fingers through David's hair. 

David stole one more kiss before he sat up. "And hungry." He grinned. 

"Now that you mention it, yeah." 

In the kitchen, Dave had the refrigerator opened and he was bent over, peering inside. David took the 
opportunity to attack him again. He pressed himself against the taller man's ass and lifted the hem of his t- 
shirt to lay a kiss to the small of his back. 

"Keep it up back there." 

"Oh, it is. Up. Back here," David replied with a giggle. 

Dave craned his neck to look over his shoulder and had to smile at the sight of the older man's beautiful grin 
David was slowly beginning to be David again and the younger Dave could feel his heart expanding. He was 
falling hard for this beautiful creature and watching him emerge from the shackles of his former life was 
incredible. 

They were sitting at the kitchen counter, eating bowls of ice cream, when David's mother arrived home. 
"Your aunt dropped me off. She wants to see you, David" 

"Maybe tomorrow or over the weekend." 

"What did you boys do for fun today?" 

"Went to the city" 

"Dave, what do you think of Minnesota, dear? Nothing like Los Angeles, is it?" 

"Nope. Nothing like it at all. So far, it's been a hell of a lot better." 


‘lm happy to hear that. Wash your bowls before you go to bed" 


"Yes, Mom!" Dave replied, making David and his mother laugh. 


Upstairs, they built the blanket nest again and this time, laid side by side, fingers playing together, as they 
talked about their childhoods. David learned a lot about Dave that night. He had no idea that Dave was born in 
Ohio and moved to Virginia as a child, that his parents divorced and his father returned to Ohio. 

"They named an alley after me" 

"What?" 

"Yeah, there's a street called Dave Grohl alley in Warren" 

"Huh, Warren" 

"What?" Dave turned his head to look at David 

"That's my middle name" 

Dave chuckled. "David Warren Ellefson" 


Its fuckin horrible. They could have come up with something else." 


A finger pressed his nose and he crossed his eyes to look at it. "Its not all that bad. Besides, you don't have to 
hear it every day." 


"Only when my mother's mad. And don't even do the "She doesn't STILL get mad at you?!" Trust me. She does." 
David chuckled and twined an arm around Dave's chest, pulling the younger man closer. They lay and stared in 
to one another's eyes, a pleasant silence falling over them. Finally David asked, "Are you going to speak to 
blonde roast?" 


He could feel his heart hammering, quiet prayers rolling through his mind. He didn’t want to lose Dave. He 
hated to admit it but he'd fallen hard for him and he wasn't willing to let go. But he knew that he might have 
to. Might have to let Dave go back to LA. It may be for just a few days. Or it may be forever. While his 
relationship had been a definite break, Dave had tagged along for the journey, seemingly with little thought for 


the rest of his life. David was now a free agent, free to do whatever he wanted. Dave on the other hand.. 


Dark eyes opened and closed, Dave taking a deep breath. "I need to. | know | need to. But I'm still working 
through it. Debating what to do. Do | go back and pick up the band? Or do | stay here?" 


David felt his breath hitch and he shivered as a hand ghosted along his side. "What's your mind telling you to 


do?" 
"Go back to the band" 


"And what's your heart telling you to do?" 


Those dark eyes stared straight into his, a swarm of emotions swimming through them. "Stay here." 


David smiled. He was becoming accustomed to Dave's ‘no bullshit demeanor and it felt good. A truth, no matter 


how initially unsettling, was better than a lie. 

"Is it too soon to say that, whatever decision | make, | will make with you in mind?" 

"Nope. Not too soon at all" And his smile only grew wider. With that, he rolled over and gave Dave his back. 
The singer immediately wrapped his arms around David and nuzzled his face into the man's hair. 

"Sleep well, David" 


"Sleep well, Dave. Sweet dreams." 


Chapter 9 


After three mornings, it was officially routine that Dave was up to help Elliot and then wandered back to wake 
David with a kiss and coffee. 


| have a surprise for you." 
"Another morning with coffee and a surprise? You're spoiling me." 
"And it's my pleasure to do so. Hurry up, come down when you're ready." 


David showered and quickly threw on some clothes. Downstairs, Dave sat on the bottom step, jingling a set of 
keys in his fingers. 


"Hey." 

Dave stood and handed him..his..keys. 

"My car came?" David's face lit up. 

"Sure did" 

"Awesome!" And he tore out the front door, into the drive. 

It sat in the summer sun, a smattering of dust settled over the black paintwork. The black Mercedes, all his. 
And then his heart sank as he stared at the keys. The car, as gorgeous as it was, had been a gift from 
Mustaine. An attempt at an apology for another day of violence. Whenever Mustaine had lost it, he'd buy gifts. 
The car, the house, every gadget David could ever want, clothes, meals at fancy restaurants. Anything to 
make David believe that the redhead loved him. For a while, it had worked. Then Mustaine had broken his jaw 
and it was then that David had started to work his way out of the relationship. He'd become distant and cold, 
able to turn off as Dave laid in to him. Able to smile and thank him for the generous gifts before crawling in 


to bed and giving him a thank you blow job. But now he was free. Free to do as he pleased. 


Glancing over his shoulder, he looked at Dave and an idea slowly formed. Turning, David tossed him the keys, 
watching as they were caught. 


"Car's more your type. You have it" He grinned. "I'll get myself a pick up when I've got the money. Till then, 
you're the designated driver." 


Dave raised an eyebrow. "And if | have a drink, then what." 


Laughing, David wound his arms around the younger man's waist, nose pressed against Dave's. "Don't worry, | 
won't leave you in the city. I'll drag your drunken ass home, toss you in bed, and give you a blow job which 
you won't remember in the morning.” 


Dave chuckled and placed a kiss to David's forehead. "Seriously, why'd you hand it over?" 


‘It was a gift from Mustaine. One of many. Like the phone you traded in. From him. The MacBook. From him. 
The house | was kicked out. It's my name on the papers, not his." David laughed a hard, sardonic laugh. "He 
kicked me out of my own fuckin’ house." 


A wave of concern crashed into Dave and, stroking a finger under David's chin, he lifted the caramel eyes To 
his own. "Why don't you get a lawyer? Get him kicked out?" Then he remembered the financial situation. "I'l 


par 


A finger to his lips silenced him and David shook his head, a small smile on his lips. "I don't want to. Let him 
have it. Let him keep the money and the house and everything that's in it. | dont want anything to do with him 
any more. | don't want any of my possessions because they're all "I'm sorry for beating the shit out of you" 
gifts. They mean absolutely nothing to me. | can get new stuff. A new car, a new house, a new life." He paused 
and Dave noticed a softness return to those happy eyes. David's Adam's apple bobbed. "A new partner. 
Someone who actually likes me for me and not because of what | can do for them or give them." David 
chuckled and dropped his eyes to the ground, kicking up a small flurry of dust. "That's not something I've ever 
said before." 


"Let's get the rest of your stuff out and then | got an idea. Um, you understand | can never sit still for very 
long, right? That's not going to, like, get annoying, is it?" 


"Nah, | like it. As long as | can run with you instead of away from you." He meant it as a joke but it stopped 
Dave short. 


He turned back to the shorter man. "Never will you feel the need to run away from me. Never." And he gave 


David a quick kiss. 


After they emptied the car, putting boxes and bags and equipment into David's room, Dave grinned. "Get in 
"Where are we going?" 
"lowa" 


"What's in lowa?" 


"You'll see" 


lowa, much to Dave's delight, was actually only a twenty minute drive from the farm. And when he slowed the 


car and turned into the parking lot of Okoboji Harley Davidson, David laughed. 
"No!" 
"Yes." Dave grinned. 


"Dave! No!" He protested but he didn't mean a fucking word. He was thrilled. His heart was beating so fast and 
the smile on his face was ear to ear. 


"| don't want you to get freaked out here. We're just borrowing one for the day or maybe longer, depending.. 
And | would totally buy one for you but | know you won't let me. So." 


"You're crazy, you know that, right?" 
“That's what some people tell me." Dave winked and opened the car door. 


David marveled. All this man had to do was show up and smile and the world laid at his feet. On one hand, it 
was incredible. On the other, it was terrifying. 


He followed Dave inside and listened quietly as arrangements were made for Dave to take a brand new Road 


King along with two helmets. 

"You drive the car back to the house, I'll follow you. Then we'll take off for the day. Okay?" 

He was full of nerves as he drove back to the house, heart pattering behind his ribs. The excitement grew as 
he pulled up in front of the house, grabbed the spare helmet from the passenger seat, and got out. A second 
later the motorbike roared up beside him. 


Dave grinned, exhilaration etched into his face. "Ready?" 


Taking a deep breath, David strapped on the helmet and settled himself on the back of the bike. The suspension 
dipped under his weight, feeling as though it couldn't hold the both of them. 


"Are you sure..? His voice died. 
"Very sure. Just wrap your arms around my waist.” 
Shifting, David did as he was told, nestling himself against Dave's back. 


"Ready?" 


"Think so." 
"Okay, | don't need a think so. | need a definite. Are you ready to rock Minnesota?!" 
David laughed and tightened his grip on the younger man. "Yes, sir! Ready to rock!" 


The bike balanced perfectly as they eased back on to the road, the nerves that he'd felt earlier fading away 
and being replaced with the excitement of the open road. Wind picked up the ends of his hair and flowed over 
his bare skin. The roar of the engine, the smell of the gas, the sheer freedom; he could see why Dave was 
attracted to it all. It dropped boundaries, made them vulnerable, but none of it mattered. They were free, 


angels on an open road, going wherever the asphalt went. 


At first, Dave just drove. It didn't matter where. He was drinking in the missed rush it gave him, driving on 
the open road like this. Let's face it, in Los Angeles, there was no such thing as the open road. Riding his bike 
at home was nice, but it wasn't as thrilling as this. The flat, endless stretches of highway out here were 
incredible. Dave was determined to take full advantage. And having David with him, clutching him tightly, felt 
thrilling as well. He loved that David was so agreeable to whatever craziness he'd thought up. Another 
difference between he and Taylor. At least, current Taylor. Old Taylor would have hopped on the back of the 
bike without a moment's hesitation And probably would have slid a hand into Dave's pants to jerk him off en 
route. Current Taylor turned his nose up at the very suggestion of a bike ride. And a handie, for that matter. 


After nearly an hour of riding, Dave spotted a roadside farm stand and pulled over. 
"Okay?" he asked the bassist as he removed his helmet. 


"Yeah, it's great. | love it! he gushed but was distracted by the fruits and vegetables. He handed Dave the 
helmet and took off, one thought occupying his mind: Pie. 


The small farm had turned up an abundance of fruits; apples, strawberries, and pears. There was nothing 
better than fresh, home cooked apple pie. Selecting the best fruits, he paid the smiling old lady a handful of 
change and triumphantly returned to Dave, the small paper back nestled against his chest. 


Feeling healthy?" 


Hunting around, David finally found the small space beneath the seat and carefully stashed his purchase. 
"Might be. Or | might have other ideas for those." Grinning, he slid back on to the seat, shuffling down until his 
chest pressed against Dave's back It was a comfortable position, warm and almost welcoming, as though he 
was supposed to be there. He marvelled at how they fitted together, two missing pieces from a puzzle. "Wanna 
keep going?" 


"You enjoying this, Ellefson?" Dave cast a grin over his shoulder. 


"Enjoying it?" Wrapping his arms around Dave's waist, he teasingly slid a hand over the dark haired man's groin, 
fingers closing around it and squeezing. He delighted when the other man hissed and hunkered down on the bike. 


"I'm loving it:" 


And he was. The exhilaration was speeding through him like a train, lighting his senses and doing things to him 


which he'd never dreamed of. 


He continued to rub his hand over the rough fabric of Dave's jeans, playfully forgetting it was there as he 
continued, "There's a town not far from here. About another two or three minutes. We can stop and get 


coffee if you like? Or..." 


"Or?" Dave's voice was low and husky, his body responding to the hand in his lap. He couldn't take his mind 
from it. Couldn't get away from the fact that David, now that his conditioning was disappearing, could be just 


as crazy as himself. 


Resting his chin on Dave's shoulder, his warm breath touched the younger man's ear. "Or do you have other 


ideas?" 


"Lets get to that town" There was a hint of mischief to his voice. "We'll find somewhere to hang out." 


The bar wasn't exactly David's idea of fun. But it served coffee and played good music. That was all that 
mattered. Settled in a corner, a coffee before himself and a beer before Dave, they watched the place begin 
to fill. It was obviously the place to be when evening fell, the dark corners and tables rapidly filling up, people 
leaning against walls, chatting and tapping to the music. The walls were painted black, posters of rock and metal 
bands framed on them. A bar ran along one wall, staffed by several people. Even with them, people stood 


several deep, waiting to be served. 


Between them, they pointed out photos of their own bands, telling stories of the others they'd met along the 


way. 


Hands wrapped around his coffee, David chuckled. "Did you ever see the film promo event Dave did with Alice 


Cooper?" 


Sipping his beer, Dave shook his head, one hand brushing dark hair from his eyes. "No. Must have missed that 


one. 


Its pretty tough to get hold of now. MTV did it for a film called Shocker. Alice contributed music to it and we 
covered his No More Mr Nice Guy. Anyway, the whole idea of this event was for Dave to be strapped into an 
electric chair and Alice to pull the switch. You do not know how much | was wishing for it to be reall" David 


laughed, Dave noting the sparkle in his eyes. "I was there the night they shot it and Dave was wasted. l'm 


talking couldn't stand up, couldn't focus. Probably didn't even know where he was. If the power'd been real he'd 


have never had noticed" 


The track changed from Jimi Hendrix to Lenny Kravitz, the beats slowly picking up. David tapped his fingers 
against the cup, the music beginning to get under his skin. He noticed the same from Dave, head nodding, eyes 
watching the DJ, waiting to see what came next. He took another slug of his beer, feeling a little self conscious 


as he suggested, "Want to hit the dance floor?" 
David's eyes lit up and he swallowed the rest of his coffee. "Love tol" 


A hand grabbed his, pulling him from the seat. No one seemed to pay them any attention as they moved and 
swayed in time to the music, laughing like children No one cared in this little town that there were two rock 


stars partying in their bar. Either that, or they didn't know. 


As the evening wore on, the music got louder and heavier shifting through rock, glam metal, and heavy metal. 
Dave paced himself. Two beers were enough. After that it was coffee or Coke. He had to drive. No way he was 
going to let David try and get his drunk ass home on the back of a bike. They talked about everything and 
nothing, laughing until they cried, telling jokes that no one else would have found funny. There was a childish 
gleefulness to David, one which Dave found himself relishing. He loved the way he talked, hands waving in front 
of him. Loved the way he could geek out over the smallest things. He wanted to know all about the bike. Range, 
engine, wheels, customization. And Dave talked. And talked. And talked. For the first time in a long time he had 
someone who was really listening, taking it in and learning. And that excited him. Never had he met someone 


who could be as passionate over the little things in life as David was. 


He was halfway through his second coffee when David's arms wound him from behind, lips kissing his hair, 
voice murmuring that he wanted to dance again. Willingly he went, allowing himself to be dragged to a dark 
corner as Metallica roared through the speakers. Arms went around his neck, pulling him close, lips feverishly 
finding his. Dave willingly returned the heated kisses, his hands riding over David's body. The older man didn't 
protest. Instead, one of his legs wound around Dave's, tugging them both against the wall. Fingers slid past the 
waistband of his jeans, teasingly stroking over his stomach before pulling out and returning to his hair. 
Groaning, he pressed himself close to David, feeling the other's arousal. Hips rocked, grinding against one 


another, kisses becoming more feverish as the music shifted to White Zombie. 


David let his head fall back against the wall, panting. Lips attacked his throat, pushing the hair away from his 
skin They suckled and licked, leaving glaring red marks. But he no longer cared. He didn't belong to anyone any 
more. He was a free man and he could do whatever he pleased. And if he wanted to be marked by the 
gorgeous creature in his arms then so be it. Over time, the other marks which littered his body would become 
meaningless, the ones the dark haired man left becoming his all. Shifting his hips, he demanded attention and 
was rewarded with it, Dave grinding against his own, aching erection. He wanted relief from it, wanted to feel 
the heady release again and, draping his arms around Dave's neck, he pulled himself up, legs going around his 
waist. 


"Fuck, David" 


Opening his eyes, David caught his breath, and stared into Dave's shadowy face. "Problem?" 
"No. Except that being as sexy as you should be a criminal offense." 


David laughed and nipped at the other's lips, hands sliding along his back and lifting his shirt, fingers ghosting 
over his skin. Dave felt as though he was going to come there and then, the ache of holding David painfully 
good. Pressing the brunette to the wall, he continued what he was doing, reveling in the pants and groans, 
David shifting in his arms, rubbing himself against Dave in time to the music. The heated rush of his orgasm 
began to close in, taking over his body. It infected him, making him feel better than he had in years. When 
Dave unzipped his jeans and pushed his fingers in, he was done, head slamming back as he came, teeth biting 


the base of his throat. 


Sliding back to the floor, he sealed his lips against the younger man's, pushing him away before forcing him 
against the wall. The corner was dark, hiding them perfectly, people too lost in their drinks and music to care 


what was happening. 


"My turn," he hissed into Dave's ear, teeth nipping at soft flesh, tasting him, learning ever every gentle curve 
and fall of his body. 


Undoing Dave's jeans, he pushed his hand in, and closing his fingers around his cock The dark haired man 
gasped in his ear, and David grinned. He was doing this to someone. It was him who was turning them on. Him 
who was making them excited. It didn't have to be beaten or forced from them, and it only made him even 
more eager to please. Attacking Dave's throat in the same manner his own had been marked, he stroked the 
dark haired man in time to the music, fingers flexing around the hot, hard flesh. Arms wrapped around him, 
holding him tight, fingers lifting the hem of his shirt and stroking small, soothing circles against his back. Dave 
muttered and whimpered into his ear, begging for release. Smiling to himself, David held back, hand stilling, 


smile turning to a grin as Dave rolled his hips, voice rising to a whine. 


Pressing kisses to the soft spot behind Dave's ear, David resumed what he was doing, enjoying having the 
other's entire existence in his hand. He started slow, building with the beats of the Ministry song which blasted 
from the speakers. Shifting, he rubbed himself against Dave's thigh, his own arousal growing once more, breath 
becoming quick and laboured. Resting his head on Dave's shoulder, he watched his hand, taking in the way it 


moved. 
"Do you want this?" he murmured, voice just loud enough of the music. 


Dave nodded against his lips and, with one last, long hard stroke, the dark haired man came, David's name 


whispering past his lips. 


"David? Come here, please?" his mother called him as soon as they entered the front door, like he was 


seventeen again and blew his curfew. 

He rolled his eyes at Dave, sure his cheeks flushed pink. 

"Oo! You're in trouble now!" Dave teased him before he swatted David's backside and ran up the stairs. 
"What is it, Mom?" David asked as he turned the corner into the living room. 

His mother was in her recliner, laptop open in her lap. 

‘It's after one in the morning, why are you even still awake?" 

‘Ive been waiting for you. | googled your new boyfriend” 

"He's not my boyfriend and why would you do that?" David sighed as he crouched down beside the chair. 
"Did you know he was married before?" 

"Yes, several years ago." 

"Then he's straight and he's only going to end up hurting you. Be careful, dear." 

"He's not going to hurt me and besides, we're friends." 


"Uh huh. Friends. I've seen the way you look at him, David. What happened with Dave, anyway? He certainly 


wouldn't have been my choice for you but you were together for a very, very long time." 
"Mom, do you want the truth?" David covered her hand with his and looked into his mother's eyes. 


"Well, of course, dear. You've had a roller coaster of a life and I'm sure whatever you want to tell me couldn't 


be as bad as some of the other things you've told me." 

He couldn't do it. He wanted to tell her but it would shatter her. "The truth is that Dave dumped me. He kicked 
me out and told me | couldn't return. He just fell out of love, | guess. And this Dave. " David pointed a finger at 
the image of Grohl on his mother's computer. "Was kind enough to help me with some money and a plane ride 
back here." 

"You like him." 


"Yeah, | like him. He's kind and generous and funny and passionate." 


"Can he be everything you need, though?" she asked slowly, making sure David understood what she meant. 


"Time will tell, won't it?" 

"He's not going to be satisfied living in your bedroom forever, you know." 

| know." And David glanced at the screen again and noticed another photo. Dave and Taylor all happy smiles and 
holding hands on some red carpet. By the look of Dave's hair and beard, it wasn't taken that long ago. David 
stood up and kissed his mother's forehead. "Go to bed" 

"David? One more thing?" 

"What?" He spun around. 

"There's this." She typed something and then turned the computer so he could see the screen. 

A photo of he and Dave sharing a kiss on the sidewalk yesterday. 


"Make sure you know what you're doing." 


"| do," he murmured, still staring at the photo. 


Chapter I0 


Upstairs, Dave sat on the end of a bed, an acoustic guitar with an American flag painted on it in his lap, head 
bent over it, strumming softly. 


"You had this in your car. | hope you don't mind” 
"| stole it" 
"Come again?" 


"From Dave. | stole it from Dave before | left. Listen, um, how long, exactly, before | met you did you and 
Taylor break up?" 


Fingers into the mustache. 

"Dave" 

"l asked him to leave the day before | met you." 
"Okay." 

"But he was probably still in my bed when | met you." 
"What??" David felt his eyes bug. 


"He didn't want to leave. He fed me beer. | drank it. | fucked him. And then when | woke up and found him there, 


| snuck out of the house." 
"So you were on a plane to come and see me, what? Like 8 hours after that? Dave, is he still in your house?" 
"He might be. | don't really know." 


"Fuck! Dave!" David broke out in a cold sweat. He raked his fingers through his hair and then stood in front of 
Dave with hands on his hips. 


Those dark eyes looked up at him, a sadness swimming through them. David wanted to sit on the floor, to 
believe that it would all be okay. Instead, his barriers snapped back up and he glared at the younger man, 


"So are you two still together?" 


Dave shrugged. 


| want answers, Grohl. And I'd really appreciate them now. | don't-" David sighed, shook his head, and raked his 
hands through his hair. 


"You don't what?" There seemed to be a note of hardness to Dave's voice. 


"| don't want to find myself in another situation like | was in with Mustaine. | don't want to be hurt again. And 
you've lied to me. You told me everything was clear and okay." Stuffing his hands in his pockets, he stared out 
of the window. He didn't want to get angry, didn't want to kick Dave around. That needed to be reserved for 
Mustaine. But he still couldn't help being hurt. "What are you going to do about him? Are you going to go back 


to him? Or stay here? | need answers, please. Because | really don't want to be fucked around again." 


A few notes were plucked from the guitar. David recognised them as the intro to the Beatles "Love Me Do" 


and he felt his lower lip begin to quiver. "Dave, please," he whined. 


He hated it when he sounded like that. It reminded him of the nights he'd tried to fend off Mustaine. Tried and 
failed. 


"lm gonna go back to LA" 
David's shoulders slumped and the tears finally came. Reaching out, he gripped the window ledge, shaking as he 
tried to hide his sobs. His mother, as always, had been right. Dave was just another person who was going to 


walk in and out of his life, treading all over his heart and leaving it a smashed ruin. 


Arms wound around his waist and lips touched his throat, Dave's mustache tickling his skin. He sent an elbow 
back, trying to ease the man away from him. But the younger man refused to go, holding on to him. 


‘lm going back to LA to sort all of this shit out and you're coming with me. We're going to grab your stuff, 
come back out here, and set up the coffee shop. How does that sound?" 


David turned to face Dave. "You're serious? You want to give up everything to stay out here with me? | mean, 


think about what you're saying! Dave..your whole life will turn upside down!" 

"Maybe it's been upside down and l'm finally setting it right. Because that's what these past couple days have 
felt like. Right. There's nothing | want more than to be happy and content with a simple life. | found that here. 
There are a couple things, though, that | will demand of you." 

At the word, ‘demand’, David's stomach tightened. "Which are?" 


"One, we ride whenever we want. Two, we play music whenever we want and whatever we want. And three, you 


don't get to say a damn thing when | want to blow ridiculous amounts of money.” 


"And if | have certain demands of you?" 


"Hit me” 

"Sing me Beatles songs until | fall asleep” 

"Well, at your age, that should take what? Fifteen seconds?" 

David wanted to be mad but that damn goofy grin was too adorable. "You'll pay for that" 


"Oh, now you want me to pay. Make up your mind, Ellefson" Dave's grin was even bigger as David pushed the 
heels of his hands against his chest and shoved at him. 


wun 


Dave sat on the floor with his back against the bed. David lay on his side, using Dave's thigh as a pillow. He 
watched him strum Mustaine's precious guitar and sing softly. 


"IF | fell in love with you, would you promise to be true." 


The following day was full of hustle and bustle. They returned the bike to the Harley dealer, packed a couple 
bags, bid David's mother and brother goodbye and boarded the jet en route to LA. He'd overheard David's 
mother ask him if he was sure about him. He pretended to be more interested in the zipper on his suitcase. 


But Dave smiled behind his thick, dark hair when he heard David tell her he was very, very sure about Dave. 
Dave wasn't sure how long it would take, he hoped to be back in Jackson by the end of the following week but 
he honestly wasn't sure what kind of mess he was returning to find. And who knows what kind of shit storm 
David was walking into. 

As the plane cruised down the runway of LAX airport, David turned on his phone and called the studio. Holding 
his breath, he waited for it to be answered. When it was, he let out a sigh of relief as Dave's assistant, 
rather than Mustaine himself, answered. 

"Hey, its David." 

There was nothing but shocked silence from the other end. 

"Is Dave in the studio today?" 


"Yeah, he is. Do you want me to put him on?" 


"NO! Look, tell him l'm coming to see him. Want to sort some stuff out with him. I'll be a couple of hours." 


"Okay, I'll let him know." 
"Thanks." 
Hanging up, David found himself looking at a very worried Dave. "You're going to the studio? Seriously?" 


Grinning, he reached out and tucked loose hair behind Dave's ear. "Not a hope. | wanted to make sure he was 


there so | could get cleared out" 
Unloading the couple of bags they had, David stared at the two U-Haul's they'd hired. Butterflies turned in his 
stomach. He was finally doing it. Finally making the break Tucking a hand into Dave's pocket, he pulled the 


younger man close. 


‘lm not gonna be long. Hopefully I'll be back here before nightfall. I'll check into the hotel and wait to hear from 
you, okay?" 


Dave nodded, and David sensed the unease which rolled from him. "I've got a bad feeling about this, Ellefson" 
"You ain't the only one. But its got to be done." 

"Call me. Please. | want to hear from you every hour. Just to make sure you're safe." 

Once upon a time, such an order would have sent him into a frenzy. He would have seen it as being restrained 
and muzzled. But, from Dave, it was a simple request. He just wanted to know that David was safe. Pressing 
himself closer, he gave Dave a kiss. 

‘Course | will. See you in a few, gorgeous.” 


wun 


Taylor's car wasn't in the driveway when Dave arrived at his house. He exhaled slowly, shaking his head. He 
didn't know what to say to the blonde, he only wanted this to be quick and painless. But that was probably not 
going to happen. 


He opened the door slowly, ducking his head in to look around. It was as if he hadn't left at all. His coffee mug 
still sat on the island The laptop sat open beside it. His old sneakers were on the floor just inside the door. 


"Taylor?" he called quietly. 
No answer. 


He stepped inside and closed the door behind him. Dave went right for the stack of mail on the hall table. 


Nothing too pressing there, thank goodness. 


He got to work quickly. He cleaned out his closet and loaded all of his clothes into the boxes U-Haul provided. 
Next he went to work on his office, taking the awards and photos that meant the most to him. After that, he 


loaded all of his drums and guitars and amps that were in the garage studio. 


And then it hit him. Four hours had passed and he hadn't heard from David. Shit. Shit! Fuck! He pulled his 


phone out. No missed calls. No messages. 


Dave didn't even try to call David. He jumped into the truck and sped back to David's house. The truck was still 
in the drive. A few things inside of it. Guitars cases and cabinets sat beside the truck. And parked on the 


other side was a silver Aston Martin. 


Chapter Il 


Dave jumped out of the truck and ran through the open front door only to stop dead in his tracks. Broken 
glass littered the floor. Boxes of David's clothes were scattered across the foyer. 


"You fucking piece of shit! You goddamn whore! Did you let him put his cock in you? What am | talking about, 


of course you did." Mustaine. 


Another voice echoed down the corridor, stronger than he'd ever heard it. "Fuck you! You mean absolutely 
fuckin’ nothing to me any more, Mustaine. NOTHING! You get the fuck out of MY house and stay the fuck out. 


Do you hear me?!" 


There was a low snigger, one which could only have come from Mustaine. It was enough to raise the hackles 
on Dave's neck This was David's battle but if he was needed, he'd step in. 


"Oh, you've always been a conceited little shit, Junior. Your house?! I'm the one who fuckin’ paid for it! Neve-" 
Mustaine let out a scream which would have woken hell as the sound of something hitting him ripped through 


the air. "YOU FUCKIN-" 


The sound came again and again, solid and almost wet, as though something was making contact with his flesh. 


It all ended when something, possibly a body, thudded against a wall. 


Dave's heart was in his mouth, palms slick with sweat. Then a scream tore through the house, one he 


recognised only too well. 


"NO! NO! Let me go!" Thud. Again with something against the wall. "Dave, NO! Let me go!" David's voice was 


beginning to sound weaker. 


He bolted, following the voice into the kitchen, sickness swirling through him as he took in the carnage. The 
place was a wreck, covered with broken crockery. A knife, dotted with blood, had skidded across the floor. And, 
pressed against the wall, head pulled painfully back, a hand clamped across his mouth, was David, Mustaine 


fighting with both the brunette and their clothes. 


"Stay fuckin’ still, whore." The redhed's free hand smacked the back of David's head, his forehead slamming into 
the wall. It was then that Dave could see where the blood had come from, a bloody rag wrapped around Dave's 


hand. 


He wouldn't need a knife. Wouldn't need a gun. All he needed was the courage to end it. It was time to make his 


presence known. 


"HEY! Let him go!" Dave bellowed. 


They both froze and turned to look at him. His eyes met David's. The bassist pleaded with him silently. Go, his 
eyes said. Don't look at this, please. Just go. Dave flashed him a smile telling him he wasn't going anywhere 
without him. And David realized then that he was right. Next time he believed someone loved him, it would be 
because they showed him. 


"YOU!" Mustaine yelled. "You fucking piece of shit, coming in here and disrupting our lives. Get the fuck out! 


This doesn't concern you." 

"Disrupting your life? This is what you call a life? Beating and raping this beautiful man?" 
"Aww, Junior. He called you beautiful. Guess he hasn't seen all of you, after all, huh?" 

| have, actually. And it was wonderful." 


"YOU SON OF A BITCH!" And with that, Mustaine shoved David hard against the wall again His head bounced off 
of it and he collapsed to the floor. 


Mustaine rushed toward Dave, teeth bared, hands like claws. Dave picked up the first available thing, half of a 
broken plate and held it out, lowering himself into an attack position 


David was already on his feet, yanking his pants back up. "Don't you fucking touch him!" he roared and launched 
himself onto Mustaine's back. He brought down across his head the object in his hand and the redhead fell like 
a ton of bricks to the floor. David stood then and kicked the unconscious man in the stomach and ribs several 


times. He crouched and ripped at his hair, lifting his head and slamming it to the floor. 


Dave watched for a moment, stunned, and then gently pulled David away. "Hey. Hey, no more. Okay?" He realized 


what David was holding. "Where did you get that?" 


David looked down at his hand. "I don't even know." And he let the broken handle that curled around his fingers 


tumble to the floor beside the unconscious Mustaine. 
A large Dave Mustaine coffee mug had been shattered over his head. 


"Are you okay?" the dark haired man whispered as he took the other's face gently in his hands. He ran a 
thumb softly over a bruised cheek. 


He smiled and nodded. 
"I'm so sorry | wasn't here." 


‘Its okay, Dave. Honestly. | finally did it. | finally stood up to him and it's all because you are here." And he 
tapped his chest directly over his heart. 


Dave lowered his head and kissed the man so tenderly and then wrapped his arms around him and held him 


tightly. 


"You know we have to call the cops now, right?" he murmured into that long, honey brown hair. He felt David's 


shoulders slump as he gave a slight nod. 
"| dont want to," David murmured 

"You have to. You know that" 

"Hl all become public. | don't want to go through that 


"But this isn't about you." Dave's voice was soft, arms holding him tightly. “All itll do is show the world that 
he's the asshole everyone's always known him to be. That, and he's going to go away for a very long time. You 


can sell the house and move on." 


David sighed, exhausted from the adrenaline rush. He didn't particularly want to think about it. All he wanted to 
do was go to bed. And there was no use arguing; he knew the no bullshit clause would come in to play. Pulling 


out his phone, he leaned against the wall and slid down it, staring at Mustaine's prone body. Soon he'd wake up 
and round 2 would begin. He dialled “Il 


"Hello, Il." 


"Hi, can | please have an ambulance and the police." He recited his address, wondering if it would be the last 
time he ever said it. Running through the questions the dispatcher asked, he finally hung up and looked at Dave. 
Dark eyes watched him, one hand holding hair out of their eyes. 


"Do you want me to pack up the rest of your stuff?" 


Getting to his feet, David nodded. He felt numb, devoid of any emotion. Everything seemed to have drained 
from him. Collecting a box, he walked out to the truck and slid it into the back. A hand stroked along his spine 


and he turned to look at Dave. his friend's eyes were filled with concern and David managed a weak smile. 


I'm gonna get us a hotel closer to here. There's no way you're driving back in to LA. I'll take you to the hotel, 
get a cab back here and get the other van" 


"Thank you." His voice was weak. 


An ambulance screeched into the driveway, the EMTs jumping out. Dave left him to lead them into the house 
and David leaned against the truck, watching. A moment later and the gurney they'd taken in empty came out 
with Mustaine strapped to it. He was beginning to come to, struggling against the straps, and grunting in to the 


oxygen mask which covered his nose and mouth. 


As the ambulance left, a police car turned up, two painfully young officers getting out. Giving them a weak 
smile, David lead them in to the house, turned on the coffee machine, and began to talk 


Dave hesitated. Should he stay? Should he stay in case David needed support or just a familiar face to look at 
while he bared his most painful secret to two total strangers? He wandered into the house and poked his head 
in to the kitchen. The cops were surveying the damage while David had his back turned, hands clutching the 
countertop in front of the coffee maker. 


The singer approached David and put his hands on his shoulders. "I can stay, David" 


The shorter man tilted his head back to rest against Dave's shoulder. "You don't have to. I'm okay. | promise. 
The sooner you leave, the sooner you'll be back, right?" 


Dave tilted his head and kissed David's temple. "Call me if you need me." 

"Sir, did you witness any of this?" one of the officers asked. 

David gave a slight shake of his head and Dave whispered, “I'm sorry. | can't do that." 

"Yes, sir. | did" He turned to the officer. And Dave proceeded to be brutally honest about what he saw. Never 
volunteering anything, sticking directly to the officers questions, he explained how he got there, what he heard 
and what he saw. 

"And the nature of your relationship with Mr. Ellefson?" 


"He's a very close friend of mine." Dave smiled at David. 


Once he was excused, he gave David's shoulder a squeeze before he left. 


Several of the longest hours of David's life had passed and he and Dave finally climbed into the second moving 
van and left the house. David stared at it from the passenger seat. 


"It was stupid of me to think | could just sneak in and sneak out without anything happening, wasn't it?" 


"Not stupid. Just hopeful. The very nature of your relationship should have told you that would never happen. 


But it's over now. You never have to see this place again 
"You know what's funny?" 


"Hmm?" 


"Bet the EMTs thought they were coming to cart my sorry ass out of there again, not his." David laughed 
softly. 


Dave didn't want to laugh. It was a really morose thought and the image of David on that gurney made his 
heart break but the soft laughter that grew into loud giggling made him smile. "That's fucked up, Ellefson" 


"Yeah, | know. But funny, nonetheless." 


Once settled into their hotel room, Dave ordered food while David took a long, hot shower. He emerged from 


the bathroom in a plush robe and a towel around his hair. 


"The, um, the cops..they took photos of me," he told Dave quietly. "You know what it felt like? Like Dave was 
still getting the last laugh. He knew it would kill me to have people see those scars and bruises. He knew how 
proud | used to be about my body. | used to work out, you know? Used to prance around like | was a golden 


god. It was just one more thing he could take away from me." 


"He took nothing from you in that regard, David. You've always been beautiful. You always will be. Come here." 


Dave sat on the edge of the bed and parted his knees. He pulled David to stand before him, between his knees. 
Resting his hands on Dave's shoulders, he gazed down into the younger man's face. Throughout it all, Dave had 
been so relaxed. Hadn't yelled. Hadn't screamed. Just been there. And he'd done his part, finally standing up to 
the demon who'd terrorised his life for so long. 

"Thanks," David murmured. 

Hands looped around his waist, stroking the white robe. "What for?" 

"For today." 

Dave chuckled, eyes sparkling. "You don't have to keep thanking me. | know you'd have done the same for me." 
Something had changed in David and it was at that moment that he realised that, for someone he cared for, 
he'd have done the same. He'd have stood up for them. Hell, if Taylor had come screaming and spitting at Dave, 
he'd have taken him down 

"Yeah." David smiled. "Yeah | would." 

A mischievous grin tugged at Dave's lips. "You can thank me if you want." 

David felt his smile fade, a cold chill touching his skin. Fingers slid into the pockets of the robe, tugging him to 
the bed. Suddenly he realised how exposed he was. How easy it would be for Dave to hold him down and take 


him. 


"How?" he asked breathily. 


His knees touched the edge of the bed, sliding along Dave's thighs until he was straddling the younger man's 
lap. David felt his heart still, panic beginning to rise. He placed his hands flat against Dave's shoulders, ready to 
push himself up and away. 


"You can come and sit here, be beautiful, and lean on me while | tell you about my day. First." The grin was 


back and a hand swatted at his ass. "You can go and make coffee. It's been about an hour since | last had one." 
Laughing, David got to his feet. "You'll be in hospital again!" 
Dave shrugged. "Ah, we only live once, right?" 


Starting the hotel room's coffee machine, David leaned against the counter while he waited for it to finish. "So, 


did anything happen with Taylor today?" 

"He wasn't there when | got there. | was able to pack my shit and get out before he came home." 

David frowned. "So he still doesn't know that you're leaving? What are you thinking? | mean, don't you think he's 
gonna figure it out when all your shit is gone? Is he gonna think the house got robbed but all they wanted was 
your stuff? Davel You go on and on about being honest but | guess it's only when it applies to me, right?" 

"No. | fully intend on talking to him and the rest of the band and my manager and my lawyer and my publicist. 
The list is really fucking long, David. You should know that. And after what you went through today, | think 
tomorrow is a good day to start all of that. Is that okay?" He cast the older man a sharp glance. 

When a look of hurt glimmered over David's face, Dave softened. "Look, I'm sorry. | didn't mean to snap at you. 
l'm really not looking forward to any of those conversations. | know they need to take place and I'll get through 


them but they're going to be painful.” 


David crossed the room to stand back in front of the dark haired beauty. He swept his hands over that soft, 


chocolate hair. Dave wrapped his arms around David's waist and pushed his face against David's stomach. 
"The quicker you get through it all, the quicker we can go home," the older man cooed. 

"Home," Dave repeated. 

And it was at that moment that Dave's phone rang in his pocket. Rush's Tom Sawyer was the ringtone. 
"Fuck," the singer grumbled. He looked up at David with an apologetic expression “Taylor.” 


Before Dave even said hello, Taylor laid into him. "So | have to hear on TMZ that my boyfriend has left me for 
David Ellefson? Real classy, D." 


Dave gently nudged David back and stood up. He quickly strode to the balcony door and stepped out. "Taylor, | 
didn't leave you. We were done. Broken up. You know that as well as | do. And as far as you calling him the 
other night, now you want to talk about classy?" 


"D, please don't do this. Please don't leave. What about us? What about the band?" 


"We are over and the band is over. | mean, | guess the band doesn't have to be over but I'm done with it. Nate 


can do whatever he wants with it." 

"NATE???" 

"Yes, aside from me, he's the member with the longest tenure. It makes sense." 
"Nol No, | want the band. People associate it with me, not him." 


"| don't give a fuck what people associate shit with. Listen to me, I'm done. I'm out. Stay in the house, | don't 


care. But itll be the last fucking thing you get from me, understand?" 
"Where are you?" 

"| dont see how that's any of your business: 

"Come to the house. Talk to me." 

"I am talking to you now" He turned around to look in on David 


David sat on the edge of the bed. His elbows rested on his knees, his face rested in his hands. The towel from 
his head sat on the floor by his feet. His long, wet hair hung down, creating a shield around him. 


"Well, fuck it. If | keep watching TMZ, I'm sure I'll find out exactly where you are." Taylor told him with a laugh. 


"Yeah, you do that, Taylor," he sighed and leaned on the balcony, watching the world go by. Cars crawled along 


the street, bumper to bumper, the hum of engines ever present. 

"And if you break up with him what then? You coming back?" 

"Not going to happen" He glanced over his shoulder, taking in the hunched figure on the bed. "Night, Taylor," he 
mumbled, hanging up the phone before the other hand a chance to respond. Switching it off, he tossed it onto 
a table as he walked back into the room and settled beside David. 


Running a hand down the brunette's spine, Dave felt him stiffen beneath his touch. "Gonna tell me what's 


bothering you?" 


Lifting his head, David sighed, one hand pushing the wet hair out of his face. "So it's over?" 


"As over as itll ever be. He'll keep calling, wanting to know if I'm going back. But, as far as l'm concerned, it's 


over.” 


"So there's a chance he may turn up?" There was a note of frustration in David's voice, and rightly so. He 
wanted a clean break, a clean start. He couldn't be doing with exes turning up all hours of the night to hound 


them in to breaking up. 

"Unfortunately, that's entirely a possibility” 

Something flashed through David's eyes, something dark and primal. "If he comes anywhere fuckin’ near you." 
"You'll what?" 


"Ill kick his fuckin’ ass. Dave." He groaned and pulled his knees to his chest, the robe riding up his legs. "I don't 
want there to be anyone else in this relationship. I'm tired of being the third wheel. Tired of being passed 


around like some whore." 
Dave felt his eyes widen, a hot rush flooding him. Anger. "What?!" 


Shaking his head, David gazed at the opposite wall, face stony. "That's what | was, especially to Dave. He'd pass 
me around, hand over me over to anyone who wanted to borrow me. Oh, he'd drug me up first. And, when | 
quit the drugs, he'd just overpower me until he could tie me down. It's one of the reasons | want out of the 
music business. Too many sick fucks in it. Too many of them who think it's okay to take advantage of a man 


who's given no consent.” 

"Surely they didn't know?" 

David's head snapped around, damp strands of hair catching his face. "Are you siding with him?" 

Shuffling back, Dave held up his hands in surrender. "No, no, I'm not siding with him, David. And | never will. l'm 
just sayin’, if they didn't know he'd forced you in to this position. And I'm only bringing it up because you know 
full well that someone's lawyer is going to bring it up." 


At those words, David shuddered, tugging the bedclothes around himself. "Let's not talk about that. Not yet." 


Reaching out, he ran a hand over David's shoulder, fingers working at tight muscles, trying to ease the pain 


and the tension which bolted from the older man. "What do you want to talk about?" 


David gazed at the coffee mug on the nightstand. "The coffee house. Let's talk about that." A grin lit his face, 
eyes returning to their normal twinkle. "I want to start making plans, for when the house is sold. For when 


we're home." 


Dave and he. Home. A little nest of their own Waiting to be feathered. 

"Only right we talk about that with a couple more mugs of hot stuff" Grabbing the mugs, Dave slid from the 
bed. "But first, l'm gonna dry this." He reached over and ruffled David's still damp hair. "Don't want you 
catching a cold." 


"You're not drying my hair for mel” 


"Yep." Dave grinned as he pulled his shirt over his head and kicked off his sneakers. He shed his jeans also, 
down to his shorts before he retrieved the hair dryer from the bathroom. 


"Brush?" 

"In my bag over there." 

With the setting on low, Dave used the dryer and the brush to softly go over each tendril of David's hair 
while he perched on the end of the bed. Occasionally, Dave would pull the hair away from David's ear and give 
it a quick kiss or a lick or a nibble. The older man giggled and squirmed. 


"| love your hair, babe. It's so soft and always smells so good." 
Y y g 


David squirmed some more, becoming uncomfortably aroused. He wanted so badly to turn around and attack 


the younger man with the gorgeous voice and gentle hands. 


When Dave gathered his hair in one hand and pushed the bathrobe off of David's shoulder with the other, he 


purred. When the younger man's mouth landed on his neck, he moaned. 
And then Dave withdrew. 
"Oh, God, why are you teasing me like that?" David mumbled. 


"Not teasing. Not intentionally, anyway. David, hasn't anybody just given you affection without it turning into 
full blown fucking?" 


"Yes. You." 


Dave grinned. "Well, then | hope you get used to it. Now, look. We can sleep in the same bed. Not those silly 
little beds at the farm." 


"| don't know. | rather liked the nest on the floor. It was cozy." 


"You want to build a nest again?" Strong, calloused thumbs worked in to his shoulders, sweeping over the tight 


muscles. "When we've got this huge bed to enjoy?" 


David groaned as the fingers kept working at his bare skin, ignoring the scars to instead focus on his comfort. 


"Yeah.. We'll have a huge bed one day. Wanna build the nest," he whined. 


Dave chuckled and pressed another kiss to David's damaged back. "You're turning into a Class A brat, you know 


that?" 


Peering through his hair, David shot a look over his shoulder, a relaxed grin on his lips. "Oh, | know. You ain't 
seen nothing yet. Just wait until you see something you want. You know what you said about not getting pissed 


when you want to blow huge amounts of money?" 
"Yeah.." Dave had a feeling he knew where this was going. 
David pointed to himself. "On me. That's where its going." 


The dark haired man couldn't help but laugh, head thrown back. It was a happy, full on laugh. "You really are 


one of a kind" 
Reaching behind himself, David ran a hand over silky smooth hair. "I fuckin’ better be." 


The hands returned, sliding over the tops of his arms before ghosting over his ribs. David twitched, a chuckle 
leaving his lips. Dave paused. "You ticklish?" 


He prodded again, watching David laugh and squirm. "Y-Yeah." Another prod, another gasp of laughter. "You can 


stop now!" 
"Why?" 

"Because," he whined 
"Because 


David trembled and laughed as the hands rode over his skin, finding every spot which sent him into a frenzy. 
His laughter sounded good and it felt great to have someone teasing him. Still, he playfully fought, pulling 
Dave's hands away before they found him again 


All too soon, they were rolling around on the bed, each making the other laugh, the happy feelings gushing 
through both of them, chasing away the horrors of the day. The robe fell away and David blushed, grabbing 
at it to hide himself, to hide the battered monster he'd become. There was no way he could be seen fully 
naked. But a hand gently stopped him, Dave kneeling at his feet, dark eyes riding over him. A flush of 


embarrassment stained David's cheeks and he looked away, waiting for the revulsion 


"David." 
He squeezed his eyes tightly shut. "What?" 


A soft kiss touched his ribs, making him shiver. "You are so beautiful." 


Chapter 12 


"Wakey, wakey, eggs and bakey” 

David groaned and stretched He felt a beard and lips tickling his neck 
"Did you sleep well, babe?" 

"So well. Thank you" 

"Open your pretty eyes: 

David smiled and opened one eye. Dave held a mug of coffee in his hand 
"Want this?" 


David reached for it. Dave pulled it a little farther back. David huffed and reached again. Dave clucked his 
Tongue and pulled a little farther away. 


"Listen Grohl, You should know better than to taunt an addict." And he used one hand to hold Dave's arm and 
the other to grab the mug. And then he turned and kissed the dark haired man. "Thank you." 


I'm going to meet my lawyer in an hour. Do you want to come with me?" 
David shook his head. 
"What are you going to do?" 


"Make a couple calls, | guess. Get someone over to the house to clean it up. Maybe take a few more things | 


would have left behind" 
"Sounds good. Hl call you in a little bit 

"Okay 

"Have a good day, baby." Dave wrapped a hand around the back of David's neck and kissed him. 


Initially soft and sweet, David then parted his lips and invited Dave to do the same. Their tongues touched and 


wrestled, lips moved together as hands caressed each other's hair. 


Dave broke away and inhaled. "Damn. Maybe I'll postpone that meeting and stay here." 


"Gol" David giggled. 

David had pulled on a pair of jeans, left them unzipped, as he finished his coffee and padded around the room. 
He avoided the TV, not wanting to see himself and Dave caught on TMZ or worse, hear his ‘Il call or see 
photos of the house or Mustaine. He was going to call Chris Broderick later to explain everything to him and 


then call his own lawyer. 


When David heard knocking on the door, his heart leaped into his throat. Mustaine found him? No. Couldn't be. 
He cautiously approached the door and peered through the peephole. 


Taylor. 
"Open up, Dave!" 

David took a deep breath and reached for the door handle. 
"Youl" Taylor gasped 

ve 


"Fucking shit. He's leaving me for you." Taylor gave David a long, sweeping look, from head to foot and back. "| 
don't see it." 


David could feel the flush turn his face red. "Doesn't matter what you see," he muttered. 

Taylor laughed. "So is it true? Did Mustaine really beat the shit out of you, like, every day?" 

The older man looked away. "What do you want? He's not here." 

| want him back. And I'm gonna get him. Ellefson, you're a charity case. That's all. Don't you get it? Dave's 
generous to a fault. He sees a little lost, beaten puppy and he's gotta fix it. Once he gets bored with you, and 
that'll be soon, he'll move on to the next project. That's what | was. He saw me as a drug addict, someone he 


needed to cure. He did and now he's got no project in me. Got bored, moved on to a new challenge. He'll get 


bored with you, too. And by the looks of things, pretty quickly. 

"That's not true. You're lying" 

Taylor laughed and shrugged. “You'll see. Can't say | blame Mustaine. You're an easy target” 
David took a step back from the sting of Taylor's words. His fists clenched. 


Taylor brushed past him, into the room. "So where did Dave go this morning?" 


"| don't know." 
Taylor laughed. "You don't know?!" 


"| DON'T KNOW!" he shouted. He could feel the hairs on the back of his neck rise. 


"Well, maybe you've got a little bite after all. Only took thirty years of abuse and my boyfriend being nice to 
you to get it out, huh?" 


"Shut up! Shut the fuck up!" David screeched at the taller blonde. He lunged at him and landed a fist square 
against Taylor's left cheek. 


The blonde stumbled back a couple steps and his hand flew to his face. "Fucking asshole!" he growled and went 
after David. 


"STOP!!!" David screamed and put his hands up in front of him. 

Taylor froze and a low hiss was pushed through his gritted teeth. 

"He broke up with you before we met. I'm not a project to him. As much as what you said is correct, it did 
take me thirty years to figure out how to stand up for myself. But | am now and I'll be damned if I'm going to 
let you stand there and insult me. It's over. And if Dave wants to be with me, he'll be with me. If he wants to 
leave Tomorrow or a year or twenty years from now, that's his decision to make. l'd try to stop him, much 
like you're doing. But in the end, he's a free man, able to make his own choices and | would never, ever take 
that away from him. Because, Taylor, you haven't a fucking thing if you don't have your freedom. Trust me, | 
know. Let him go, please." 

"You think you're going to impress me with your fucking sob story?" 


"Not trying to impress you." 


"l ain't done here. I'll get him back. After all, look at me and look at you. | mean, what the fuck happened to 
you?" Taylor held a hand out toward David's bare chest. 


That's when David remembered he hadn't put a shirt on. All of his scars were visible. He crossed his arms 


over his chest. "Just leave. Go." 
"When's Dave coming back?" 
"| m 


"You don't know. Of course." Taylor rolled his eyes. 


"Get out" 
"Maybe | will just wait" Taylor took a step toward the bed. 

"| said get out” 

"And | said l'm gonna wait" Taylor placed a hand against David's shoulder and shoved him. 

Something broke in David. Flooded through his veins like hot lava. He grabbed Taylor's wrist and twisted it 


"I told you to get out," he grunted as he walked Taylor back toward the door. Still clutching the younger man's 
arm, he used his free hand to yank the door open. "If | see you back here again or hear that you've been 
harassing Dave again, I'll show you just what the fuck happened to me. And you won't last thirty fucking 
minutes while | lasted thirty years. That's the difference between you and me. | got fucking heart. You got 
shit." 


Unceremoniously he dumped the blond outside of the hotel room and kicked the door shut. For extra measure 
he flicked the lock before seating himself on the edge of the bed. Shaking, David stared at himself in the 
mirror. Stared at the scars, the interconnecting lines running across his body. Idly his hands traced them, as 


they had done so many times before, memorising them, wishing them away. Wanting to be perfect again. 


l'm not a project, he thought. I'm not someone's pity fuck. I'm stronger than that. Far stronger. Thirty years 


lve survived. l'm not a victim any more. Not a victim. A survivor. 


Lawyers sucked. Everyone knew that. They were like money sucking vampires, there only to get what they 
could. But the worst part was over and, seated in the car, Dave drove back to the hotel, a pair of large 
Starbucks cups nestled on the passenger seat. There were many ways to celebrate the freedom he was 


tasting but coffee seemed like the perfect way right now. 
Pushing open the hotel door, he watched David flinch, instinctively moving away from him. 


Placing the cups to one side, Dave reached out to him, unsurprised when the other didn't come to him. "What's 


wrong?" 


He'd been gone several hours yet David hadn't got dressed. His hazel eyes darted around the room before 
settling on Dave. “Taylor came by." 


Dave felt himself sag. "Shit, I'm sorry. You shouldn't have spoken to him." 


| had tol" David protested. "If | hadn't everything would have just bubbled away until something stupid 
happened." 


"What did he say?" He wasn't sure if he wanted to hear it. 


David looked away, instead studying himself in the mirror. His fingers played over his skin, picking out knife 
marks and burns. "He told me | was a charity case. Called me an easy target. Told me you wouldn't hang 


around for long." David srickered. "Not that | fuckin’ blame you if you don't" 
"Don't listen to him, David" 


The words seemed to go over the brunette's head, his rambling continuing. "cause yeah, that's really all | am. 
The proverbial whipping boy. Sooner or later, you'll go the same way. You'll get bored and walk. Or you'll get 


angry and-" 


Gripping David's shoulders, the younger man stared in to his eyes. "Stop listening to him, David! That's what he 
wants! He wants to break you down. Wants you to believe that there's nothing good to you. He's jealous,” he 
sighed. "But if you want me to go, I'll go. If you feel that you're just a project to me and don't want me around 
then I'll walk" 


Slowly David lifted his eyes to the dark ones before him. Deep in them, he saw pain, hurt and anger. Pain for 
them, anger at Taylor. "| don't want you to go anywhere," David chuckled. "I should've known better. Shouldn't 
have opened the door. Shouldn't have listened. But-" 


"But its all too easy, right?" 


David's smile began to return at the other man's finishing of his sentence. "Right." He took a deep breath. "l 
want to do something to start getting rid of these scars. Or at least the memory of them anyway." 


"Oh?" 


"Yeah." It was something he'd pondered since he'd been young, wanting something until Mustaine had come along 
and done it for him. His fingers ghosted beneath the arms of Dave's tshirt, tracing over the lines which 
covered the other man's body. Permanently lines, left there by someone else, but designed to create beauty 
and meaning rather than death and destruction. A smile tugged at David's lips. "Tattoos. That's how I'm going to 


chase them all away. A new beginning.” 


The gesture was returned, hands sliding along his arms before up again, reaching to cradle his face. He smiled 


as he looked into Dave's eyes. "If that's what makes you feel better, then you'll have them." 


Dave kissed the lighter haired man and then pulled back to give him a mischievous grin. He stood up straight 
and pulled out his phone. 


"Hey, its Dave. Busy tomorrow night? Can | come by with a friend who wants his very first tattoo." 


David's ears perked and he watched Dave intently. Who had he called? And so soon? David had no idea what he 


was even going to get or where to start. 
"Great, Eight o'clock sounds perfect. Thanks, Kat. See you then" 

"Who's Kat?" 

"A friend of mine. Don't worry, she's good. You'll like her” 

"But Dave, | don't even know what | want to get, yet. And will she.! mean, will it be okay.2" 


"Good thing you have more than twenty-four hours to figure it out. And no, she won't judge you in the least. 


Now, if you took a shower, | could take you out for dinner” 

"Really?" David smiled 

"Unless you'd rather stay in" 

"You don't care about what everybody out there is going to say about us?" 

Dave cocked his head to one side, putting a hand on his hip. "Has it ever bothered me? The shit people say?" 
Ra 


"No. But if it's going to bother you, then we'll stay in. Although, and forgive me, | sure do love stirring the shit 


up.” That wicked grin returned to his gorgeous face. 
David giggled. "Naughty Grohl." 

"If | was truly naughty, I'd get in that shower with you." 
"Why don't you?" David gave him his own naughty grin. 


David maneuvered the taller man under the water stream and ran his soapy hands up and down his back and 


across his shoulders. 

"How did it go at your lawyers?" asked he as he continued to bathe Dave. Hands ran down the man's flanks. 
"Okay. | signed everything having to do with the band over to Nate, who was pretty shocked and disappointed 
that there'd be no more Foo Fighters. | arranged for the cars and the bikes to be shipped up to Jackson. And | 


gave Taylor the house." 


‘I'm sad about the band ending. Won't you miss it?" 


"| will miss the brotherhood | had with those men. But | don't need Foo Fighters to continue to write and 


perform. | have a pretty terrific bassist | can play with. | could mean music." 


Dave turned around and slipped his arms around David's neck. He pressed himself close to let their bodies slide 


against one another. 

"Dave." The older man sighed as his hands snaked around Dave's waist and wandered down to cup his ass. 
"Kiss me, baby." 

David's eyelids fluttered closed and his lips parted, waiting for Dave to seize them. 

"Nuh-uh. Kiss me." 


The shorter man opened his eyes to see Dave grinning at him, dark eyes sparkling. His hands glided up Dave's 
back to his shoulders and pulled him down, into a hungry kiss. He shuffled backwards until he was against the 
tiled wall, pulling Dave with him. His wet hair hung over his eyes as he pressed his body against David's and 
placed a palm against the tiles on either side of David's head. 


"You feel so good," Dave whispered against his mouth. "Can | make you come?" 


David whined his response and deepened the kiss. Dave took that as a yes and slipped a hand down between 
their bodies. 


It felt good, really good. Fingers were wound around his cock, stroking him, the water beating down on his body. 
With everything awakening and changing, it didn't take long, his hazel eyes falling shut as he groaned in to 


Dave's mouth as he came. Panting, he relaxed against the taller man, head against his shoulder. 
"Better?" 


He nodded. "Much better" A grin twisted his lips and he lifted his head to gaze in to dark eyes. His hand slid 


down between their bodies, fingers tickling against the head of Dave's erection. "My turn now." 


The younger man sank against him, and David wrapped his free around his back, holding him upright as he 
touched him to the beat of the water. 


Of course they had to stir the shit. It was the only way to go and David found himself enjoying it, knowing 
that, somewhere, at some point, even if it were behind bars, Mustaine would see it all. Curled in the corner 
seat of a gorgeous restaurant, he petted Dave's hair, fingers sliding through it as the younger man lay his 
head on David's shoulder. Quiet purrs crept to his ears, the tall body trembling against his own. Their starters 


- salad for himself and garlic mushrooms for Dave - sat almost untouched, their hands wandering over one 
another rather than the food. Their main courses would soon arrive, leaving them enough time to get the 
rumour mill going. David knew he should have hated the attention. Should have wanted to hide. But it was all 
going to hit the fan sooner or later so he way as well live up to the expectations people were going to place on 
him. 

Lips kissed his ear, facial hair tickling his skin. "Have you had any thoughts on what you're gonna get?" 

He chuckled and squirmed as they played with his lobe. "I was thinking of something around my right wrist" 


"Any particular reason you chose there?" A talented tongue curled around the shell of his ear. 


"Its the hand | write with and, whenever Dave sees it, he'll know that I've broken his spell. That I'm no longer 


his. That I'm healing the wounds he gave me by adding something beautiful to my body." 

A soft chuckle tickled his ear. "| can be that beautiful." 

David raised an eyebrow. "In public?" 

"Why not?" 

He felt himself laugh, his own hand trailing down Dave's back and lifting the hem of his shirt. How he wanted to 
strip the younger man naked and have his wicked way. He wanted to trace each tattoo with his tongue, kissing 
and licking until the other was a nervous wreck of anticipation 


"Don't know if that's my scene.” 


Dave gasped beneath as his fingers rode higher, scratching lightly at his spine. "I'm sure we can make it your 
scene. Seriously though, what are you going to get?" 


"Well, it's a line from a song someone once sang to me." 
"Yeah?" 


"Yeah. You know, it reminded that this life isn't all that bad. That the evil can pass and that the good will rise 


from it" 
Dave shuffled closer, giving David the chance to push his hand a little higher. "Can | ask what song it is?" 


Resting his cheek against the silky dark hair, David smiled and hugged the younger man close. "Blackbird." 


Chapter [3 


"Are you sure about this?" 


‘I'm sure but its not my body, baby," the woman told him with a wink. Kat Von D had opened up her studio 
after hours to give David his first tattoo. 


He was touched, grateful. And nervous. She had taken his suggestion and, in 20 minutes, sketched out a design 
for him. The words, "You were only waiting for this moment to be free" would wind around his wrist in a 
fancy, swirling scroll while a small blackbird in flight would emerge from the last e in free. Then a larger 
blackbird and another, larger, until he had a flock of blackbirds flying up the inside of his forearm. She 
suggested adding in the iridescent colors of the birds’ plumage instead of straight up black. David smiled. 

"You can do that?" 

"I can do anything you want me to." 

David's smile was ear to ear as he looked from Kat to Dave. He felt the lump growing in this throat. People did 
love and care for him. People he just met could smile so sweetly at him, even after knowing his story. 
Mustaine was wrong. All of these years, he conditioned David to believe that nobody else would ever love him 
or care about him or even look upon him without open disgust. But they did love him and care about him and 
look at him with eyes that sought out who he was inside of this shell. And it overwhelmed him. 

"Want me to give you a sec before we start?" Kat asked as she stroked his arm. 

"No. I'm good. l'm ready. Thank you." 

"| believe you are ready, David. Tell me if | hurt you, okay?" 

"Please. Nothing you do to me will hurt." 

Dave sat on the other side of David and held his hand, watching Kat work. 

"You guys been on TV a lot lately. You hanging in there?" 

"It's a breeze. Nothing we can't handle, right?" Dave looked at David, who still wore a smile. 

"Nothing we can't handle." 


It took about two hours and when it was finished, David merely stared at it with a frown. 


"You don't like it," Kat said as she watched his face. 


"| don't like it. | love it. It's so beautiful." 

"Then it suits you," said Dave before he kissed David's cheek 

Kat smiled as she rubbed some ointment over David's arm and then wrapped it. 
"What do we owe you, lady?" Dave asked as he reached for his wallet. 

David looked worriedly at him. Kat shook her head. 


"You owe me a thank you kiss and a promise that you will live your life the way you want to. And then you 


need to get the hell out of here. I'm tired." 


David gave her a long, tight embrace and kissed her quickly. "I cannot thank you enough. Honestly, you have no 
idea what this means to me. 


"Yes, you can. And yes, | do. Take care of each other, okay?" 
In the car back to the hotel, Dave asked, "What do you think?" 


"I think my life is just beginning." 


Lying in bed, he stared at the artwork, the colours dark against his pale skin. His arms had rarely been 
touched by Mustaine, leaving them so that the public didn't suspect a thing. Now he had something to show, 
something which signified a change in his life. Something to show that the last thirty years meant nothing to 
him. 

"How you feelin?" Dave sat next to him, watching the older man stare at his arm. 

"Sore as fuck" He chuckled. "But you know what?" 

"What?" 

"For the first time in forever, it feels good" 

A hand brushed over his hair, lifting his eyes to the dark ones above him. "You've caught it, haven't you?" 


“Caught what?" 


"The tattoo bug." 


David grinned, fingers ghosting around the edge of the image. Scarred. Permanently. But it was something he 


wanted for once. An end to the violence which had ruled his life for so long. 
"Yeah. Could probably get used to this." 

"Think you'll have more?" 

The grin remained in place. "Never say never." 


The bed depressed, Dave shuffling down to lie beside him. His arm was stretched over the other man's chest, 
care taken not to damage the healing image. David could drag his eyes away from it. From darkness had come 
beauty. From the strangest places healing had begun. Twenty years ago, he'd have never had ink added to his 


skin, calling it "awful". Now it added another layer, another dimension. A new beginning. 


"Gonna sleep?" Finger continued to play with his hair. "Or you gonna stare at that all night? If you are, | can 
suggest other things you can stare at." 


Lifting his head, David stuck his tongue out. "I'll get some sleep when I'm well and truly ready, Dad" 


David was the first one to wake in the morning. He rolled over to face his dark haired beauty. 


Even in his sleep, Dave wore a serene smile. David gazed at him. How had he been so lucky? How had fate been 
so kind to him after seemingly forsaking him for so long? Did he just have to wait until Dave was ready for 
him? Until he was ready for Dave? And how on earth had a chance meeting at a Starbucks turn into this? 
What had Dave seen in him to want to get to know him better? Was he just feeling as lonely as David? Would 
any companionship have done at that point? Doesn't matter, I'm with him now, he thought as he traced Dave's 


jawline with a gentle finger. 


David's plan was pushed back a day because of the confrontation with Taylor. After the pair ate breakfast in 


the hotel's restaurant, they drove over to David's house to clean it up and consult with a realtor. 


Dave, ever perceptive, suggested that David take a walk around outside to make sure everything was in order 
there. Meanwhile, he cleaned up all the broken glass and blood inside. Once that was completed, David gathered 
any additional items he would want to take with him and, in the afternoon, a real estate agent met them. When 


he suggested a price with which to list the house, David smirked and reduced that price by half. 
"Are you sure you want to do that, Mr. Ellefson? The home is worth so much more." 


"David, | understand why you're doing that but half?" asked Dave as he slid a hand over the older man's spine. 
"Think about this for a moment. The house belongs to you. You deserve to get the most out of it that you 


can’ 
He nodded. "I know. You're right. | was just caught up in trying to put the screws to him, you know?" 


‘| know. It'd be better to really fuck him over and get a shit ton of money for it, wouldn't it?" The singer 


grinned and winked. 
"Yeah!" 


So David decided to list the house at ten percent less than the realtor's suggestion. The realtor assured him 


that once people learned who lived there, it wouldn't stay on the market very long. 
Afterward, David had a meeting with his lawyer, not only to discuss the charges against Mustaine, but also to 
dissolve any remaining Megadeth contracts, which was easy since Mustaine was in jail. Dave still sat by his 


side and offered a soothing back rub or a quick smile whenever David appeared shaken. 


Returning to the hotel, David called Chris, his guitarist and friend, and explained everything that had happened 


over the last week. 

| understand, David. l'm very, very sorry to hear that you're going home but, in the end, you gotta be you." 
"Will you come out and visit us?" 

"There will be coffee, right?" 

"Yog" 

"Raspberry tarts?" 

"All that you can handle." 

"Then I'll definitely be out to visit." 

"Take care of yourself, Chris." 

"You do the same, my friend." 


He ended the call and tossed the phone on the bed beside him. Dave had pulled a guitar out of his moving 
truck and was sitting in the chair on the balcony, head bent over it, tuning it. Dave stood to join him. 


"Loading the trucks on the train tomorrow. You want to get anything else out of yours?" Dave told him 


without turning around. David wondered how he knew he'd approached. 


"I think I'm good" And he moved out onto the balcony to stand against the rail, facing Dave. "Play something 


for me?" 
Dave smiled. "What do you want to hear?" 

"Play me the song you wrote that means the most to you: 

Without even the slightest pause, Dave began to play a soft introduction and then sang 


"One of these days, the ground will drop out from beneath your feet 
One of these days, your heart will stop and play it's final beat.” 


David had never heard the song before and immediately fell in love with it. He listened to Dave play the entire 
thing and it really resonated with him. 


When Dave played the last note, he looked up at David 
‘Hts stunning! Whats it called?" 

"These Days" 

"Can | hear the full version?" 


"You mean you don't know it?" Dave smirked before he jumped up and pulled his phone out. He pulled up the 


song on You Tube. "Ignore the parts where the blonde roast appears." 

"He is a great drummer, | will admit that." 

"Not as good as me, though." Dave laughed again. 

"Never as good as you." 

As the song ended, something swept through David. Something he hadn't felt for many years. Something raw, 
yet welcoming. Something which sang to every fibre of his being. Staring into the dark eyes which looked up at 
him, he stepped forward and gently took the phone from Dave's hands and placed it to one side. Their gaze 
never broke as David slid into the younger man's lap, arms draping around his neck. 

His fingers stroked the back of Dave's neck. "Beautiful" He smiled. "Just like you." 


A soft chuckle and hands came to rest in his back. “Says the man who is the embodiment of beauty.” 


Blushing, David shook his head, lowering his eyes. "No, not me." 


"Yeah, you are." Lip brushed against his ear, the hair nudged out of the way. 


Silently, they sat together, limbs tangled around one another as they enjoyed the evening air. Nothing needed to 
be said There was nothing to fight over. Nothing to argue about. Nothing to justify. Just a deep understanding 


of another's soul. 


Chapter 14 


Finally, David shifted, pressing a kiss to Dave's cheek before he got to his feet. Trailing a hand down the dark 
haired man's body, he linked his fingers with the other's calloused ones and gently helped him stand. Quietly he 
lead him into the bedroom, gently shutting the balcony doors behind them. 


Gazing into those deep, endless eyes, David found himself drowning. Drowning and never wanting to resurface. 
Lacing his fingers in Dave's hair, David gently kissed him, a kiss so soft it was barely there. His heart 
thundered and he could feel the blush already rising to his cheeks. But he had to break the final barrier. Had 
to lose it once and for all. Another loved him, adored him despite the scars. They'd seen deeper than anyone 
else ever had and they'd accepted him, even loved him. A month ago, he could never have imagined something 
like that. Could never have imagined being with anyone other than Mustaine. Could never have imagined being 


called anything other than whore. Beautiful was a whole other world, a world he was never going to leave. 

Not breaking the kiss, David walked backwards until his legs bumped into the bed. Lying down, he pulled the 
younger man on top of him, one leg winding around his waist. And there, again, was the connection he'd felt 
from the very beginning, one which linked him to someone who cared for him so deeply that they'd give up 
everything to be with him. Fingers, as gentle as snowfall, played with his clothes, easing his shirt up an inch at 
a time, waiting until his was comfortable before moving again. Lips touched his bare skin, tracing old wounds 
and making them disappear. 

"David?" Dave's voice was barely there. 

"Yeah?" 


"You sure you want this? We don'-" 


Reaching down, he stroked a hand through the dark brown hair, lifting it away from the other's face and 


gazing into concerned eyes. "I've never been more sure." 

"Swear you'll stop me if | do something you don't like, okay?" 

"Long as you do the same." David grinned. 

"Unless you plan on getting up and walking out, | think | might be good." 

"| don't. Ever," replied he as his fingers still tangled in Dave's hair. 

The younger man returned his attention to David's naked stomach. Sweet, delicate kisses and licks were laid 


there. Soft fingertips traced along each ridged scar and rounded burn And under the barrage, David's skin 
trembled and he squirmed. A hiss and a grunt gently tumbled from his lips. 


Dave pulled the shirt up and David sat up to pull it over his head. The singer moved slowly. He was in no rush 
and wanted David to feel every little thing he did to bring him pleasure. 


He lowered his mouth to David's left nipple and tenderly lapped at it, swirling his tongue around it, teeth softly 
nibbling. David's hand slid down the dark hair man's back and found the hem of his shirt. He bunched it in his 
hands and pulled it up and over Dave's head. And then he urged Dave up to seize his mouth in a kiss. It was 
too soft, too slow for David's liking and he clawed at Dave, urging him to kiss him deeper. David's lips were 


fiercely wrestling with the younger man's. 

Dave lifted his head and gasped. He looked down at David underneath him, his eyes were wide. 
"What?" David asked him, grinning. 

"You're a brat." 


"Shut up and get back down here." David pulled him back down against his chest and kissed him deeply. With a 
knee against Dave's hip, he used it for leverage in order to rock his pelvis up, against Dave's. He had never 
taken the lead before, never expressed what he wanted. It felt wonderful to be able to. To be with a man who 


not only allowed him to, but encouraged him. 


Dave's eyes rolled back at the feeling of David rubbing against him through their jeans. He swept an arm 
underneath David's shoulders and rolled over, onto his back, pulling David on top of him. With an arm still 


around his shoulders, Dave used his free hand to cup David's chin and pull him into another kiss. 
"You feel incredible," he told the bassist. 
David moved his mouth to Dave's ear, as he licked and nibbled, he murmured, "Make love to me, Dave, please." 


"Oh, fuck, David!" He groaned, trailing his hand down his back to slide his fingers inside the back of David's jeans. 
He maneuvered legs to the outside of David's, bringing his knees up to grip David's hips. His nails pressed gently 


into the flesh of David's ass, raking across scars and welts. 


The older man hissed and threw his head back. Dave used the opportunity to press his mouth to that 


gorgeous neck. 
"Please." David's voice was barely a whimper. "Please..." 


The lips at his throat gently sucked, leaving a warm red mark "What have | told you about begging. Don't need 


to beg any more, babe." 


David groaned and shifted against the younger man's legs, pressing himself close and feeding him kisses. He 
wasn't used to it being slow and drawn out. If someone wanted sex, they took it, normally by force, the deed 


being over in a matter of moments. Being made to wait both terrified and excited him in equal measures. 


Sliding his mouth from Dave's, he gently kissed his way along the younger man's jawline, savouring the way his 
beard tickled his flesh. Down his throat and along his shoulder until his breath swept over the lines of Dave's 
tattoos. Pausing, David admired them for a second. Permanent. A story of someone else's life. Events which 
had come and gone and left the person alive to carry on living. Just like his own marks. 

Slowly he traced them with his tongue, enjoying the feeling of having the other man tremble and moan beneath 
him. Hands clasped his back, holding him tight as he explored, a mumbled "David" whispering by his ear. 
Carefully, he studied each one with the same tenderness the younger man had afforded him. Fingers danced 
down his back and to the waistband of his jeans, dipping below it before drawing out. Over and again they 
repeated the same movement until finally they moved down further enough to cup his ass. 

Groaning, he laid his head against Dave's shoulder, breath feathering his skin. "Please.." 

A soft chuckle. "Oh, I'm gonna. | want to see how far you'd go." 

"Is that a challenge?" David pulled back and stared into dark, glazed eyes. 

A mischievous smile crossed Dave's face. "Of course." 

David attacked the other man with kisses and touches, working his way lower. He took in the gentle rise of 
Dave's chest, tongue ghosting over nipples, fingers counting ribs as he worked his way down his stomach. 
Stopping at the clasp of his jeans, David panted, his own body screaming with the ache of pleasure. Resting his 
chin on Dave's hip, he glanced up into the face which watched him, a face which mirrored everything he was 
feeling. 

Painfully slowly, he flicked the button on the other's jeans, listening to Dave's breath hitch as he peeled them 
open. Tugging them down a little, David kissed a warm, wet line from his navel to the patch of dark hair which 
peeked through. Taking deep breaths, David stopped, and waited. 

"We never said anything about you not having to beg, did we?" The older man giggled. 

"Oh, | see. You little brat!" Dave replied, tangling his fingers in David's soft hair. 

"Come on, baby, ask me. Tell me you want me." 

"David, please. | want you." 

"Not convincing." And he began to tug Dave's jeans back up. 


"David!" 


He giggled again and his eyes danced with mischief when he looked up at the man's tortured expression. "Oh, 


okay.” 
"Just remember | tease back." 


David grinned as he slid off the bed to pull the faded black jeans off his lover. Dave then reached down and slid 


his shorts off as well, revealing his gorgeous, erect cock. 


His movements were slow, mesmerizing and calculated. The darker haired man sat up and settled down onto his 
hands and knees. He crawled to the edge of the bed and then sat back on his heels. David shuddered as he 
watched the way the other's muscles rippled under his delicious skin. A hand reached out and pressed against 
David's shoulder before it trailed tenderly down his chest, fingers again tracing each line that created messy 
and intricate patterns across the skin. The hand kept creeping down until it reached the button on David's 
pants. 


Eyes met as fingers deftly unbuttoned and unzipped the jeans. Dave saw peace in David's stare for the first 
time since he'd met the man. Peace and joy had finally bubbled to the surface and shone brightly in the sexy, 


caramel eyes. 


A hand landed on Dave's shoulders as he slid the jeans down David's thighs. He used it to steady himself as he 
pulled the pants off his legs, along with his shorts. He stood before Dave completely naked and aroused. And he 
merely stood, no longer feeling embarrassed or ashamed. No longer filled with the compulsion to cover himself. 
He stood, stripped of every defense and every shred of armor. Dave truly saw him and truly adored him and 


it renewed him with confidence and pride. 

"Turn around," the younger man whispered. 

Without pause or delay, David turned, giving Dave his backside. He inhaled sharply when a hand swept the hair 
away from his neck and a wet mouth landed there. The hands moved to his waist as the mouth crept down his 
spine, into the dip above his ass. David arched and reached behind him to find Dave's head. His hand dug into 
silky, chocolate tresses and pressed. The tongue slid lower, into the crack of David's ass, licking and lapping and 
making the man twitch and groan. 


When it pulled back, David whimpered. Dave laughed softly. 


"Come up here on the bed, beautiful” He guided David onto the bed, on his stomach and then settled between 


his spread legs. "Anybody ever pay special attention to your incredible ass?" 
David swallowed as he craned his neck to look over his shoulder. He shook his head. 
"Okay if | do?" 


A nervous smile and a nod. 


"Remember, anything you don't like.. 
"| know." 


"Good" And with that, Dave lowered his head. With both hands, he gripped David's ass and spread the cheeks. 
His tongue dipped between and began teasing David. 


David shuddered as the tongue swept over his sensitive flesh. Burying his face into the mound of pillows, he 
groaned and raised his hips, silently begging for more. A hand in his back gently pushed him back down. Never 
had anyone paid him so much attention, nor had they taken the time to explore him in such delightful ways. His 
cock ached, trapped against the bed clothes. As he moved to rub himself, the hand pressed harder, stopping 


him. 


"There's no way you're getting off that easy." Dave gently stroked small circles on his backside, hand warm 
against his skin. "l'm gonna make this last all night long." 


Groaning, David flopped against the bed. "No." 

A husky chuckle. "Why not?" 

"Because." 

Lips found his spine once more, kisses counting his vertebra "Because what?" 

"Just because." 

The hand slid from his ass and to the small of his back, carefully massaging. Dave's body lay flesh against his 
own, his lover's weight a welcome charge. "I'm not gonna start again until you give me a straight answer. Why 


don't you want this to last all night?" 


Pressing his face to the pillow, David savoured the magic that the dark haired man's hands brought. They 


were like something from another world, an expert in drawing out every little feeling 
"Not used to it," he finally replied, breath coming in short pants. 

"Kt lasting all night?" 

"Uh-huh." 

The hand slid back down his back and lightly tapped his ass. "Get used to it, ‘cause | don't stop until you're 


screaming the place down" Kisses peppered his rear. "Trust me, | want this entire hotel to know you're having 


a good time." 


David lifted his head, cheeks flushed red. Dave bit his lower lip. "Or perhaps not. You've done a lot of 
screaming.’ Another kiss to the soft, plush skin. "How about we take it nice and slow and quiet?" A smile 
flooded David's face and Dave felt himself relax. His fingers crawled along the older man's sides, taking in the 
beauty of his body. He really was sexy and the thought that Mustaine had taken it and destroyed it was 
enough for the heat of anger to begin again. Kissing David's flanks, he pushed it to the back of his mind, 
concentrating instead on the beauty before him. "I just want to hear you gasp. Want to hear your voice at the 
height of pleasure. | want to know that you're enjoying this instead of it just being another random thing." 


David shuddered at the words. They went straight through him, letting the fires he thought he's lost. Reaching 
behind himself, he grabbed a handful of dark hair and tugged the younger man to him. Pressing a heated kiss 
to his lips, he hissed, "Do it. Do everything you want." 

| want to do everything you want, baby." Dave smiled sweetly. "Tell me what you want" 


| want you. | want you inside of me. | want to know what it feels like to make love with you." 


"We're making love now, David." And he slipped back down to the older man's ass. He gripped his hips in both 
hands and pulled his mid-section off of the bed. 


Dave rolled onto his back and positioned his head between David's knees, directly underneath his hard length. 
"Come here," he told him, pressing a hand against his hip, guiding him down into his mouth. 

The warm, wet mouth that engulfed him made David gasp. The hand urged him deeper. Soon David understood 
what Dave wanted him to do and he began rocking his hips, essentially thrusting himself in and out of the 
younger man's mouth. Fingers toyed with his balls and David sighed, lowering his head to watch as his cock 
glided between Dave's lips. 

He could have had his orgasm just from doing that and Dave knew that. But he wouldn't allow it. Not yet. So 
after a few moments, he slipped out from underneath the lighter haired man, who whined and shot Dave a 


pout. 


"Don't worry, babe, we're not done yet" And the tall, naked body bounced to his duffle bag that sat in the 


chair. He rummaged for a moment and pulled out a small tube. 
"Like coconut?" he asked with a smirk. 

"What is it?" 

"Something to make us slippery.’ 


David grinned. "Then | love coconut." 


"I had a feeling you'd say that” Dave popped the cap on the tube and squeezed a large amount into his hand. 


He approached David, who'd remained on his hands and knees, and softly rubbed the lube over him, gently 
taking his middle finger and pushing inside. 


"Okay?" 
"More." 


"Patience, my love," replied he, as he used his other hand to massage David's hip and ass cheek. The finger 
pushed deeper and twisted slowly before withdrawing. He pushed in again, a little harder and a little deeper. 


David hissed and pushed himself back onto the finger, urging Dave to increase his tempo but the dark haired 


lover refused and continued to tease David as achingly slowly as he could. 


Another finger was added and David whined, the stretching delightful. The fingers pressed in deeper finding, and 
brushing against, a spot he'd only heard stories about. He let out a long wail, knees buckling, as the wave of 
pleasure hit him like a storm. So much for it being a silent night. 


The fingers paused, Dave's free hand rubbing small circles along his back "You okay?" 
Panting, David nodded. "Yeah. Just never had that before." 


"What? This?" Again Dave pushed his fingers in, pressing against his prostate and drawing another howl from 


David. 


Just listening to his brunette lover was making him happy. There was so much David appeared not to know 
about. So much he hadn't experienced. Everything prior had been outright pain. He'd never known what it was 
like to be touched in a way which would make him shudder with pleasure rather than fear. The urge to just 
take the brunette there and then was achingly powerful, but Dave held back, wanting to see how far he could 
go before the older man all but melted into the bed. 


Sliding his free hand over David's hip, he reached around and brushed his fingers against the other's cock 
Gently he moved his fingers in and out of David's ass, his free hand matching the strokes. David trembled 
against him, head against the pillow, heavy lidded eyes watching between their tangled limbs. His voice came in 


sharp gasps, repeating Dave's name over and over until it all but became his mantra. 


The scent of coconut wrapped around them, bringing on thoughts of holidays in the sun. A mischievous 
thought played through Dave's mind, one which saw them repeating this on a beach, in the sea, in a shack on 
the beach of some far away place. Perhaps, once the coffee house was up and running, they could take a long 
vacation together. Somewhere far away and private. Somewhere to allow the reins of their worlds to be cut, 


even if it were just for a few days. 


"David?" 


David lifted his head, eyes barely open, breath weak. Dave felt himself smile, and wondered what was going 
through the other's mind. 


"Do you mind if |..2" He left the question hanging, hoping that David would be able to translate it. 
"W-what?" he breathed, staring at Dave with glazed eyes. 

The younger man pulled his bottom lip between his teeth and tenderly slid his fingers out of David 
"Ohhh," he sighed. "Yes, please. Want." 


"Can you roll over? | want to see you." Dave pressed his hand against the other's hip, urging him to roll onto 


his back. 
David smiled and eagerly did as was asked. It was the one thing he'd been grateful for in the past, never having 
to look at who was taking him. Now he wanted to see, wanted to be able to look up and see his lover's 


beautiful face and gaze into eyes the color of delicious chocolate. 


Dave reached past the bassist's head for a pillow. He urged David to raise his hips off the bed and slid the 
pillow under the small of his back. He then spread his legs wide and approached David. 


"Swear to me that, if | hurt you, you stop me. Swear it." Dave looked very, very serious and so David nodded. 
"Say it for me." 

David swallowed hard and opened his mouth. "I swear | will stop you." 

"Good" He swept his hand over David's cheek And then he picked up the lube again and covered his cock with a 
generous amount before using one hand to push the head against David. He hooked his free hand under one of 
David's knees and held it open wide as he pushed in very slowly and gently. Just past the ring of muscle, he 
stopped and waited. 

David frowned and whimpered. "Don't stop." 

"All night, baby. We got all night” 

The older man wiggled, trying to push himself onto Dave, who clucked his tongue and grinned. 


"You told me | didn't have to beg anymore but you're making mel” 


The dark haired man laughed softly. "You are so amazing." He slipped inside of him a little more and David 


sighed, letting his eyes flutter closed. "Feel good?" 

A low moan was his answer. 

Dave pulled back a little before plunging even deeper. 

"David? Do something for me?" 

"What?" His eyes opened again to peer at his lover. 

"Stroke yourself." 

With a sexy pout on his lips, David slid a hand over his chest, down his stomach and to his cock. Slowly he 
closed his fingers around his erection, eyes closing as he began to stroke, breath coming in short pants. Waves 
of sensations, all of them new and alien, flooded over him. All were pleasant, sending him spiralling away. Hands 
roamed over his body, before tangling around his, stroking with him. 

"Move," he gasped. "Please." 

He wasn't supposed to beg and a chuckle kissed his ear. Lips barely brushed against his own, there for a 
second before moving to kiss his cheek, his shoulder, the deep of his throat, his breastbone. They explored, 
making him shiver, making him want so much more. Lifting his hips, David whined, wanting his lover's cock 
deeper inside of him. 

"Say please again," Dave murmured. 

David's eyes snapped open and he wound a hand into Dave's dark hair, growling as he gave it a gentle tug. 
Lifting the other man's face to his, David let go of his cock, wrapped both hands into the silken dark hair and 
kissed the younger man. Growling into his mouth, he forced his tongue between his lover's lips, hips and back 


arched from the bed. 


Pulling back, David bared his teeth, and Dave took in the fire which burned in his eyes. It was raw, primal, 
awakening new feelings deep inside of him. 


"Fuck me," David hissed. "Fuck me hard” 

Chuckling, Dave shook his head, a hand holding the hair out of his eyes. "No, not going to fuck you 
David groaned and sank back to the bed, head back, chest rising and falling 

"Not going to do anything until you tell me what you want 


"Fuck mel" 


"No." 

The brunette whined, trying to move beneath the younger man. A hand was laid on his chest, gently holding 
him down. He didn't want to push too hard, didn't want David to feel as though he was restrained. He'd been 
through enough of that. Now it was his moment, David's chance to have everything. 

Gasping, David opened his eyes and Dave took a sharp in take of breath. So much passion, hidden for so long. A 
hand wound around the back of Dave's neck, fingers tickling his hairline. David drew him closer, lips whispering 
against his own, the touch making him gasp. 

"Make love to me, Dave." 


Smiling, he returned the kiss. "That's what | wanted to hear." 


The singer pulled David's foot to his lips and kissed each toe as his thumb massaged the instep. David giggled 


and squirmed. 

"It tickles!" 

"| know." He smirked as he let the older man's leg fall down to his side. His hand glided down the leg to rest on 
the back of the thigh. Dave pushed himself a little deeper inside of David and then withdrew very, very slowly. 
"You feel incredible, baby." 

With slow, deep thrusts, Dave made love to the beautiful man beneath him. He took David's hand and squirt 
some lube on it and then placed it back onto his own cock. Driving deep inside of him, Dave matched David's 
rhythm and soon, the older man was grunting and groaning, enjoying every stroke. 

After a moment, Dave stopped moving again. David's eyes snapped open. 

"Why did you stop now?" he whined. "You're fucking killing me!" 

Dave smiled as he leaned down and kissed David's pouting lips. "Ride me?" 

"Ohh!" The lighter haired man gasped and a grin spread across his face. 

Dave withdrew and turned to lay down on his back. He clasped David's hand and guided him into a kneeling 
position, straddling the dark haired man's hips. He pushed his free hand against Dave's chest as he slowly 
lowered himself onto Dave's hard cock. Dave inhaled deeply as he felt David's warm tightness envelope him. His 


hands glided up David's thighs to his hips and he gripped them tightly as David began to rock back and forth. 


"Yes, baby. God, yes," Dave moaned and trained his eyes on David's. 


David smiled as he stilled his motions. "Two can play at this game, lover." 
‘Oh God, what have | done?!" the younger man groaned. 


David giggled and bent over. He placed one hand on the bed on either side of Dave's head. He lowered his mouth 
and met the other in a kiss. "I think you're the most incredible man I've ever met and I've been happier with 
you than I've ever been in my whole life. The things you have taught me already. And | can't wait to learn 


more.” 
"Shh. You're the one that's incredible.” 


David kept his lips pressed to Dave's cheek as he began to ride up and down, slow and shallow at first and then 
a little faster, a little deeper. Dave's hand stroked the older man's cock faster and harder until David 
straightened up and threw his head back. With a shaking, shuddering howl, David screamed Dave's name as his 
orgasm crested. The hand wrapped around his throbbing dick held it tightly as warm, silky come shot over 
Dave's chest. 


"Dave, Dave, Dave." The lighter haired man panted. His head hung forward as his chest heaved. 
"Good, baby?" 


"So fucking good" He mumbled as he started rocking again. When his eyes finally opened, he found Dave 
scooping up his come with an index finger and bringing it to his mouth. 


‘Mmm, you taste delicious." Dave gave him a sexy leer which encouraged David to move faster, eager to bring 


an orgasm to Dave. 


"David," the younger man grunted and thrust his hips upward as his hands on David's hips drove him down. "Oh 
fuck, David, baby, please!" His eyes clenched shut and his fingers pressed into David's flesh. "Now, baby. Gonna 


come!" 


And David ground down harder on top of him, forcing Dave's cock deep inside of him as he erupted. A howl 
was pushed through gritted teeth as Dave's body went rigid. 


Placing his hands on the other's chest, David gave a low groan as Dave came. Warmth flooded him, his nails 
scratching along tanned skin, and he continued to rise and fall, drawing out everything Dave had to offer. 


Beneath him, the younger man continued to mumble, hands riding down David's sides and along his back. 


Opening his eyes, the older man relaxed, a smile cracking his lips as he looked down. He brushed strands of dark 
hair away from Dave's face and leaned in for a kiss, chuckling when they other man didn't respond. 


"You can wake up now, asshole." Playfully he tugged on hair. "I'm not that lousy a lay for you to fall asleep on 


A dark eye opened, a grin pulling on Dave's lips. "Not asleep. Just passed out from how amazing you are." 


With a mischievous pout, David gave him one last kiss before sliding to the bed. His body ached, but in an 


entirely good way, muscles and joints screaming. 
"Liar," he joked. 


‘lm not joking.” Dave turned to look at him, face suddenly serious, eyes dotted with concern. “That was fucking 
incredible." His smile reappeared, a hand brushing David's cheek before he drew the older man in for a kiss. 


"Best I've had in a long, long time." 


David couldn't help but chuckle. "Yeah, right. Come on. This is coming from the man who's had more than his 
fair share of people to sleep with." 


It was strange to be hearing such words from David. The world assumed that he'd done his fair share of 
partying. That he'd fucked everything with a pulse. When, in reality, it had been forced on him. He'd only known 
one way of life and that was abuse. He'd never had the opportunity to have someone love him because he was 
actually liked. All he'd been was the kid with the hot body and the big, innocent eyes, ready for the taking. And 
he'd been taken, handed over to all and sundry by Mustaine. 


A silence fell over them and David lowered his eyes, fingers picking at the bed clothes. He suddenly felt 
exposed, the confidence of moments earlier beginning to fade. This had only meant something to him, his 


dreams of what a night with someone who liked him was really like finally coming true. 


"There might have been times when it was great." Fingers tickled his cheek. "But not too many of them were 


ever with anyone | loved" 

David felt his breath hitch and he looked in to Dave's dark eyes. "I'm sorry?" 

"| love you, David" 

"No. Don't you say that! You're not allowed to say that! You said you'd show me but you wouldn't say it!" 
David scrambled off the bed, pulling a sheet with him and wrapping it tightly around his body. He stood, 
heaving and staring at Dave with wide, panicked eyes. 

"David, | - " 


"NO! You can't!" And he scurried into the bathroom and closed the door with a loud slam. 


Dave flopped onto his back and pressed the heels of his hands against his eyes. "Fuck! Fuck! I'm so fucking 
stupid!" 


Of course David would freak out. The words, ‘| love you' meant nothing but evil to him at this point. He 


certainly didn't have any faith in them and he was right, Dave told him the next time he believed someone 
loved and cared about him would be because he saw it in their actions, not their words. But.hadn't Dave shown 


him that he loved him by now? 


The dark haired man stood and approached the bathroom door. Rather than go right for the handle, he knocked 
softly. 


"David? Please open the door. Can | please talk to you?" 
"Leave me alone!" 

"| can't. Can | please see you for a moment?" 

"Go away and leave me alone!" 


Dave could hear the choked, hoarse sobbing on the other side of the door. "David, | wasn't thinking. You were 
right. Can you please just tell me you're okay? | didn't mean to hurt you." 


David sat on the edge of the tub, still wrapped in the sheet, still with his arms wrapped tightly around his 
frame. He listened to Dave plead with him. Noted that he kept asking him and saying please, noted how he 
hadn't tried to open the door himself or demand that David open it. Noted how he just apologized for telling 
him that he loved him. The older man softened a bit, a small smile tugging at his lips. He is different. He's not 
going to hurt you, David. 

Sheepishly, David unlocked the door and opened it a couple inches. He merely looked at Dave. 

‘lm sorry. | didn't think. But it is true, you know." 

"I know. | knew before you said it.” 

"You did?" 

"Yeah, you showed me." He let his head tilt into the edge of the door and leaned against it. 

Dave laughed a single huff. "Some people do mean it when they say it, you know." 

"And some don't. But you're not one of those people. I'm sorry | freaked out.” 

Dave slid a thumb across David's cheek. "I'll let you get cleaned up." 


He turned to leave David alone when the older man called him back. 


"Dave?" 


"Hmm?" 


"l, um, | can't.l'm not, | don't know." He scowled, frustrated over not having the right words to explain why he 


wasn't ready to tell him the same thing. 
Dave smiled. "You showed me, too" And he kissed his forehead. 


The taller man laid flat on his back. One arm tucked under his head, the other curled around David as he was 


tucked into Dave's side, using his shoulder as a pillow. His hand sat over Dave's heart as he snored softly. 


Tomorrow, they would get back on the jet and return to Jackson. For good. Dave was ready to start a new 
chapter. To close the last one and leave it behind. To believe in love again He had the greatest love he ever 


knew once. And, over time, it faded, it turned to ice and froze his heart. Could that happen again? 


Chapter I5 


Fluffy clouds littered the sky, the plane silent other than the rumble of the engines. Sitting at one of the 
tables, David hunched over a legal pad, a cup of coffee beside his elbow. Periodically he sipped from it, focused 
on his scrawling handwriting. 

Across the table, Dave sat and watched. The older man had been silent from the moment the plane had 
reached cruising height, the pad drawn from his bag, a pen following. He'd only mumbled a thank you when the 
coffee had been placed beside him. Other than that, silent. 

"Whatca doin?" 

David glanced up, a dazed look in his eyes, as though he'd been pulled from a deep sleep. "Hmm?" 

"Whatca doin?" Dave nodded to the pad. 


‘Oh, this." A smile broke David's face, eyes coming to life with a sparkle. "Coffee house stuff." 


"You're joking?!" He gave David a gentle kick beneath the table, grinning as the other man stuck out his tongue. 
| can help. What have you got so far?" 


David shrugged. "General ideas. A manifesto, | suppose, of what | want." He slunk back into the seat, watching 
Dave cautiously. "What we want," he corrected. 


Dave shook his head. "No, this is your idea Its only right you should start the ball rolling. And what have you 


got so far?" 
Taking a deep breath, David tapped the pen against the pad. "Fairness, equality. | want to pay a living wage. Want 
the coffee to be fairly sourced and roasted. Want it to be a place where everyone, no matter what, is 


accepted. A comfortable, happy place." He glanced over the pages. "Any ideas?" 


"Not at the moment. Sounds like you've covered most of it. Have you thought about what kinds of coffee you'd 


like to serve?" 


Dave saw mischief dance through David's eyes and he realised how happy he was to see it. How much more 


relaxed David was. 
"Yeah," the older man replied. "Anything other than blonde roast and ginger.’ 
Dave grinned. "I like that idea. l'm gonna bake, too. Never did get to sample my cookies yet, you know?" 


"Sure | did. Last night” The younger man smirked. 


David blushed and returned his eyes to his paper. 

Dave reached across the table and ran a hand over that soft, honey colored hair. "| have an idea" 
"You do?" David raised his eyes again. 

"Music. At night, cool, smarmy jazz or acoustic jams." 

"Yeah?" 

"Come on, | can't give up the stage altogether." 

"You play jazz?" David asked, arching an eyebrow. 

"| could learn" 

The older man returned to his paper. 

"Write it down" 

"No" 

“Come on! Write it down" 

"Spoiled. You're spoiled, you know." 

"So?" And he flashed a big, goofy grin One that made David's stomach tighten 

He dropped his pen and took Dave's hand. "This is everything to me. l'm so happy." 


"Good, I'm glad." 


When they landed, a bit smoother this time, there was a message on David's phone from Elliot. He'd left his 
car there for them as he had important errands to take care of and wouldn't be able to meet them this time. 
He also warned him that their mother had seen everything on TV. 

She met them on the porch when David pulled the car into the drive. 


"Here we go," he sighed. 


As he reached for the door handle, Dave's hand on his arm stopped him. When he turned, Dave caught him in 


a deep, loving kiss. 

"Everything's gonna be great." 

"David Warren Ellefson! How could you let all of this happen and not call your mother?!" 

‘I'm sorry, Mom. Everything just happened so fast. | should have called you. I'm sorry | didn't." 
"Darn right, you should have called me. Are you okay? Did he hurt you? Why didn't you tell me??" 
"Wait..you know everything?" David asked. 


| know that terrible man attacked you and you ended up putting him in an ambulance. Tell me what's going on, 


please?" 


David inhaled deeply and felt his boyfriend slip his hand onto the small of his back and tenderly rub small 


circles. He glanced at Dave, who nodded as if to say, ‘It's time: 
"Lets go in and sit down, Mom. I'll tell you everything you want to know." 


His mother and Dave sat at the kitchen table while David put a pot of coffee on and noticed the apple pie 


sitting on the counter. 

"Made this with the apples | picked up before we left?" 

"Couldn't let them go to waste," she said. 

"Dave, pie?" 

"Of course!" 

"So you two are just friends, huh?" she asked, winking at Dave. 

The two of them watched David squirm. “Um, well. | didn't lie when | said that! We were just friends, then" 
"And now, dear?" 


"Now?" he repeated as he set a dish of pie in front of Dave. He bent and kissed him quickly. "Now, a little more 


than friends." The older man beamed. 


But it faded quickly when she asked about ‘the other Dave: 


"Tell her everything," Dave said quietly. 


The pie suddenly seemed unappetizing, his stomach tied on knots. Staring at the table, David took a deep breath. 
A hand still rested in the small of his back, warm and comforting. 


"Mom, first, | don't want you to blame yourself. | know you will, but you can't. | had to go to Hollywood. | had 
to chase my dreams. | had to do all of that. And you know I'd have been depressed if I'd stayed here." 


"| know, sweetie." Her hand brushed against his arm and he forced a smile even though he could feel tears 


welling in his eyes. 

Shaking his head, David felt himself tremble as he said, "There really isn't a lot to say. He beat me. He 
controlled me. And | couldn't leave. | just couldn't. The reality is-" Sighing, he shook his head again and got to 
his feet. 

Shaking, he leaned against the table, his mother's voice drifting to him. "David? David, talk to me." 

"| can't," he murmured. "I have to show you." 


"Show me what?" 


With shaking hands, he slid the long sleeved shirt over his head and clutched it tightly in one hand. His 
mother's gasp followed by the soft sound of sobbing sent a shockwave through him. 


"Don't Mom." 


A hand, one far older than the one which cradled his back, slid down his arm, turning it and twisting it, 


examining the scars. 


"Don't what? Don't cry because my beautiful baby's been torn apart? Don't cry because | wasn't there to help 


him in his hour of need? Don't cry because he suffered all of this in silence?" 
‘lm not suffering any more, Mom. I'm free now." 
"I know. But it doesn't make any of this any better. Oh, David, why didn't you say something sooner?!" 


"Because | couldn't." He sighed and went to pull the shirt back over his head. His mother stopped him, holding 
his right arm. 


She turned it and looked at the blackbirds flying up his arm. 


"Mom?" 


"You'll always be beautiful, David," she said. "Always be my little boy." 

"| know" 

"Why'd you get a tattoo?" 

Looking at her, he smiled, his own tears misting his eyes. “It's the first of many. The start" 


"The start of what?" 


Wrapping his arms around her, he hugged her tight, wiping away her tears. "The start of my new life.” 


Dave left David and Francis to talk about things and he went to take his and David's bags up to the bedroom. 
He enjoyed being on the farm, he liked the simple, slow, quiet way of life. It allowed for real human interaction 
and affection It allowed for healthy introspection What it did not allow is for Dave to be able to curl up with 


his beautiful new lover and go to sleep. 


He laughed loudly as he dropped the bags on the floor. "Mrs. Ellefson!" he called and then swiftly turned and 


flew down the staircase and back into the kitchen. 

"You devious little woman!" 

Francis clapped her hands together in glee. 

"What is going on?" David asked. 

"Go see what your mother has done to your bedroom, David" 
"Mom?" 

"| don't know what he's talking about, dear." She feigned innocence. 
"Dave?" David whipped around and look at his boyfriend. 

"Go look." 

The bassist sighed and left the room. 

"Mrs. Ellefson, why would you do that?" Dave asked. 


"Well, we had it already. It was no big deal. | just knew the two of you weren't comfortable on those tiny beds. 


Now you'll be more comfortable. And Dave, ishe going to be..okay?" she asked tentatively. 


Dave took her hand and softly gave it a squeeze. "He's going to be great. You raised one of the strongest men 


I've ever known. You should be so proud of him." 


"I am. Very, very proud. And I'm very thankful for you. But if you're gonna stay here, then know I'm well 


within range to take you out if you so much as lay a finger on him." 


Dave smiled. He understood where this was coming from. She never got a chance to say such a thing to 


Mustaine. He was happy to absorb the brunt of her grief. And prove her wrong, 
"| wouldn't dream of it. m not built that way." 

"| don't suppose you are" She smiled gently and laid a hand against his cheek 
"MOM" 


The two of them laughed at David's yell from upstairs. 


In their new queen sized bed, they laid side by side, hands joined. 

"Did | do the right thing by telling her?" David softly asked 

"Absolutely." 

"| just don't want her think it's her fault." 

"How could it ever be her fault, David?" 

"Well, you know, she might think she raised me wrong or something since | was too weak to stand up to him." 
"You were not weak. Ever. Don't think that.” 

"What else could | have been if | just let him do that to me for so long?" 

"Terrified?" 

"Weak." 


Dave turned on his side to face David. He held the man's face in his hands. "Listen to me, you were not weak. 


Never were you weak You were manipulated, threatened, beaten down, used, abused and trapped. But you were 


not weak. Please don't ever think that. You are one of the strongest men I've ever known" 
David's smile was sad but he nuzzled into Dave's touch and kissed the palm of his hand. 


He didn't feel strong. Didn't feel as though he'd been tied down. All he saw were the lost years of his life. Lost 
to someone who had slowly taken him apart and left him as a wreck, a broken toy to be discarded. In the final 
years, Dave had barely looked at him, preferring to leave him on the floor. Other things had caught his eye; 
collaborations, publicly sucking the cock of his latest guitarist while throwing all the ex members under the 
proverbial bus. Then, when that guitarist went out of fashion, they followed the others under the grinding 
wheels of the Megadeth convoy. 


Dave's hand whispered over his hair, stroking brunette strands behind his ear. His lover's words rang in his 
ears, yet he still had difficulty believing them. Yet, deep down, he knew that Dave had the time and the 
patience to be with him. He wasn't a quick fling. Wasn't an overnight stay. Heck, the guy had given up his entire 
life to be with him. This meant something. It had to. 


"s been a long day. Gonna get some sleep?" 
He shrugged. 

"What you thinkin’ about, David?" 
"Everything and nothing." 

"Want to talk?" 


Lying on his side, he smiled at Dave and ran a hand down the younger man's cheek "Tomorrow maybe." 


Sitting at his computer, David glared at the screen. So many rules. So many regulations. So many things which 
needed to be done before the coffee house could even open Dave was off elsewhere, helping Elliot with the 
day's farm work. As had become their way, he'd been woken with a kiss and a coffee, a sweet gesture which 


he was slowly becoming used to. 


With a grunt, he flipped tabs, opening up the realtor's and scrolling through the business properties. He wanted 
one in the middle of Minneapolis. One which could be adapted to what they wanted. One with the right 
atmosphere. So far they were tiny old Mom and Pop places, old stores which had closed down Ones which 
would need days, if not weeks, of renovations to get ready. His email chimed and, opening it up, he smiled. 


Finally, good news. 


"Dear Mr Ellefson," it began, "we're happy to tell you that we have received an offer on your house. Please 


call us for more details." 


Grabbing his phone, he was about to dial the number when his mother stopped before him. Putting the phone 
done, he looked up at her. The day's mail was in her hands, one of which she held out to him. 


Taking it, he glanced at the typed address. There was no return address, no indication other than a California 
postmark. It could be from anyone. Chris, Shawn, his lawyers, management. Slitting open the envelope, he pulled 
out the folded piece of paper, and spread it out. His heart turned to stone as he read the two neatly typed 


words. 

Youre dead. 

"What is it, dear?" 

"Nothing. Nothing. Just a form letter from management." 

"Are you sure?" Francis could sense the change in her son 

He painted a smile on his face and squeezed his mother's hand. "I'm sure.” 


After she left, he folded the piece of paper and slid it into his laptop sleeve. He tried to focus on the tasks at 
hand. 


The offer on the house was a good one. He advised the realtor to take it and fax in any paperwork he'd need 


to sign. He went back to looking at commercial real estate in Minneapolis but he could no longer focus. 


The keys to the car sat on the table next to him. David took his phone from his pocket, set it on the table and 
then picked up the keys. 


Dave and Elliot were just walking back in from the barn when David tore out of the driveway. He caught 


Dave's wave and the curious expression on his face. 


Had to get out. Had to run. Had to go. And he drove. He got on the highway, headed north, and just opened the 
car up. Built for speed, wasn't it? Built to take abuse and keep going. Maybe that's why Mustaine bought it for 
him. David was built to take abuse and keep going. 


It would never stop. It didn't matter if Mustaine was behind bars and David was eighteen hundred miles away, 


in the arms of another. He'd never escape him. 


And he drove more. Farther. Kept going. He hit St. Cloud before he even realized But he had to go back. Dave 


didn't deserve him running out like that. 


David took the next exit. He pulled into a gas station, filled up and then wandered inside for a coffee. As he 


reached for a paper cup, his tattoo caught his glance. Free. It meant he was now free. And fuck it! He'd known 


Mustaine for thirty years. Nobody knew him better than David. The man talked out of his ass. So what he 


mailed a meaningless piece of paper to Minnesota? 
Armed with a new sense of confidence, he turned the car around and sped back to Jackson He turned the 
radio on and sipped the awful gas station coffee. Flipping the Sirius radio to the 60s station, he smiled to 


himself when a familiar song came on. 


"You don't own me, I'm not just one of your many toys, 
You don't own me, don't say | can't go with other boys." 


Okay, it was cheesy, but he ended up belting that song out at the top of his lungs. And it did make him feel 
better. 


It was after dark when he got back to the farm. The porch light was on and there was a hunched over body 
sitting on the steps. Dave. 


He stood when David turned the car off and opened the door. 


"Are you okay?" was the first thing out of Dave's mouth. His hands were in his pockets and his shoulders 
were rigid. His hair hung in his eyes and he left it there, not bothering to tuck it behind his ear. 


‘lm okay. I'm sorry | took off. Just needed to get away." 
| understand. Just tell me next time. | won't ask where, | won't ask if you want company. Just tell me, please." 
David pushed his hands through Dave's arms and hugged the man. "I'm so sorry. 


"Is okay" The taller man pulled his hands out of his pockets and rubbed them up and down David's upper 


arms. 
"Want to go upstairs?" David quietly asked as he peered up into Dave's worried eyes. 
‘Gonna tell me what you got in the mail today?" 

"Nope. It doesn't matter" 

"That why you ran?" 

"| didn't run" 


"You ran And it's okay. | want you to know that you can cope however you need to cope but I'll always be 


here to listen or to hold you or to sit on the porch and wait for you." 


"Why are you so fucking great to me?" 
"Because, David, | love you." 


This time, he didn't freak out. He didn't run, either. He simply squeezed Dave tighter and murmured, "Thank 
you." 


"Now, about that suggestion to go upstairs?" The younger man grinned as he bent down for a kiss. 


Chapter Ib 


Limbs wrapped around one another, eyes staring in to the other's. Fingers wandered, sliding beneath clothes and 


eliciting sighs. Lips touched, giving fleeting kisses before moving on, finding the curves of cheeks and throats. 


With his mouth against the dip of David's shoulder, his fingers tugging against his black shirt, Dave asked, 
"May |?" 


David chuckled, and shifted, giving the other enough room to pull the shirt up and over his head. Kisses dotted 
his chest, tongue flicking over hardening nipples. Groaning, David placed his hands on the back of Dave's head, 
stroking through his dark hair as he encouraged him to go lower. And he did, mouth counting David's ribs, 
tongue finding the dip of his hips before kissing along the waistband of his jeans. Already he could feel the ache 
in his groin, the warm throb both irritating and exciting. It felt as though they were playing with fire, waiting 
for their fingers to get burned. 


Fingers plucked at the button of his jeans, the zipper slowly being pulled down. The hot heel of a hand rubbed 
against his denim clad bulge, making David groan, back arching from the bed. 


"Want me to give you head?" the younger man asked. 

Drawing in a sharp breath, David nodded. "Yes, please." 

His jeans were inched down, the fabric rubbing against his bare skin, a hiss leaving his lips as his erection was 
freed. A hand wound around the base, lips touching the head. Bucking his hips, he tried to force his cock 
between the welcoming lips, only for them to pull away, another chuckle touching his ears. A hand rubbed his 
hip, pushing him back to the bed. 

"Feeling feisty?" 

Lifting his head, he glanced at the younger man and smiled. "With you? Always." 

A happy smile broke Dave's face and David gasped as dark hair covered his thighs, his lover's warm, wet 
mouth returning to dick. A talented tongue slid over his skin, making him shudder and moan, lapping at the head 
before winding around him. Melting into the bed, David petted his boyfriend's hair, gently pushing him lower. 
And Dave was only too happy to oblige, opening his throat and swallowing him. 

A knock at the door stilled them, hearts pounding, senses suddenly coming in to sharp focus. 


"David? Dave?" His mother. 


"Yes, Mom?" His voice was barely a gasp. 


"Can | come in?" 

"Two seconds!" 

There was a quick scramble, grabbing at clothes, hiding their obvious arousal. Leaning against the headboard, 
David pulled the bed clothes over him, balling them into his lap while Dave grabbed at the laptop, tossing it 

between them. Thankfully it was still on, the realtor's site open on the screen 

"Yeah, you can come in," David called. 

Dave could not stop giggling and got an elbow to the ribs as a result. 

Francis opened the door and ducked her head in. "I made a pitcher of fresh lemonade. Would you like some?" 
"No, Mom" David snapped. And he got an elbow to the ribs. "Sorry. No, thank you." 

"Dave?" 

"No, thank you, Mrs. Ellefson" 

"Dave, you know what?" And she crossed the room to sit on the edge of the bed, 


David was going to explode. He huffed impatiently under his breath. 


"Can you call me Francis, dear? We should take an opportunity to get to know each other better. Where is 


your mother?" 
"She's still back in California. Thank you for reminding me, | should give her a call” 
"Indeed. I'm sure she would like to hear from you. Are you from California?" 


"Mom! First of all, | know for a fact you've read up on Dave. And second of all, do you think you and Dave can 


catch up tomorrow maybe? It's late." 


"Oh, David. You think your old mother is so clueless sometimes. Why do you think | put this larger bed in here 
in the first place? Have fun" She patted Dave's calf and winked at him. 


A surprised laugh came from the younger man while the older man groaned in embarrassment. 
"Goodnight, boys." 


After she quietly closed the door, David leapt from the bed and rushed over to lock it. Dave snickered. 


"Go ahead, laugh. It's not funny!" 
"No, it is. Its really funny.” 


David tried so hard to stay angry. He was getting his cock sucked before the interruption and it was so good. 
Now, he was in a bit of a frustrating situation. 


"Hey, wasn't it you who said you were the master of giving someone a bad case of blue balls? | now see where 


you got that from" Dave laughed even louder. 
"Dave!" 

The brunette rolled to his side, gripping his stomach as he continued to laugh. 

David rushed back to the bed and jumped across it, landing on top of Dave. His fingers swiftly found Dave's 
shirt and pulled it straight over his head. And then those agile, strong fingers started tickling the dark haired 
man 


"Is it funny now? Is it? Huh?" 


Dave howled with laughter now, tears filling his eyes and spilling over. "H's still funny!" he managed between 
heaving breaths. 


David continued his onslaught. He moved his fingers down, past the waistband of Dave's shorts, poking and 


moving wildly across the warm, soft skin of his abdomen 
"David! Oh, God, stop! Please!" 


The older man giggled now. And then stole a quick kiss against Dave's cheek. Now he propped himself up on one 
arm and peered down at Dave beneath him. He was still giggling and squirming and David said, "I love you." 


The singer was suddenly still and quiet. "Say it again?" 
"| love you." 

"Louder." 

David grinned. "I love you!" 

"Once more, please?" 


"| love you, you spoiled little shit!" 


Dave threw his arms around the older man's back and squeezed him tightly. 


He was awake. He was curled in a ball, clutching Dave's pillow to his chest, thinking about the previous night. He 
didn't care that they never got back to fooling around. He didn't have blue balls. He had a red, hot heart 
instead. He was in love with Dave and he told him. He said those three little words that had to power to send a 
man sailing to the stars or to send him straight to the depths of hell. He'd only said it to one of other man 
before. And he meant it when he said it in the beginning. Or so he thought. Maybe he never loved Mustaine. 
Sure, he was infatuated and he was physically attracted to him but the soul to soul connection that he felt 
with Grohl never existed with the ginger. Now a middle aged man, he had a good idea of what love is. And what 
love is not. With Grohl, love is trust and honesty and generosity and a calm, peaceful heart. He had all of that 


with the younger man, 

He heard footfall in the hall and closed his eyes, pretending to still be sleeping. The door opened and the 
footsteps were soft and slow. The bed dipped under his body weight. Lips tickled David's cheek as a hand swept 
up his thigh to rest at his hip. 


"Good morning, baby." was whispered in his ear. "I have something for you." 


David grinned and moaned as his body straightened out and he stretched his arms and legs. "Good morning. 


What do you have?" 


"Coffee, of course. And this." Dave put a small stack of papers in front of David. It was the contract for the 
sale of the California house. "You did good with that. I'm proud of you. That'll make a good nest egg." 


"Not a nest egg. To help open the shop." David sat up and took a sip of the coffee. 
Dave offered him a pen and then turned and offered his back for David to lean on to sign the contract 
"Want to take a ride to the city today, hire a realtor to find us a place?" 

"What? Dont you want to stay here for good?" The singer giggled. "We have this big bed, after all’ 


His mother's words about Dave not wanting to spend the rest of his life living in his room floated through 
David's head. 


With a small smile, he prodded the younger man with the pen. "City. Realtor. Trust me, we'll find a nice big 


place with room for all your toys. And you can still come here whenever you want." 
Dave pouted and David raised an eyebrow. 


‘Seriously, you don't want to spend the rest of your life living here. Not with my mother around" 


Dave's pout only deepened and David felt a chuckle rise. Grabbing the papers, he tossed them into the envelope 
and sealed it. "You want to stay here?" 


"| like it here. Lots of room." 


"Well, I'm sure we've got another month or so here before we find anywhere. And even if we do find 


somewhere today, itll take a while to fix it up." 


Sitting on the edge of the bed, Dave leaned against him. Winding an arm around his shoulder, David gently 


stroked his arm. 
"What kind of place are you thinking about?" Dave asked. 


"For the coffee house? Some kind of warehouse. Big enough to have the shop, as well as living quarters above 


it, a garage, and room for whatever you want to put in there. Whatever it is, its going to be huge." 
"Garage sounds good" 


Grinning, David pressed a kiss to the dark hair which spilled over his shoulder. "Trust me, it's going to be 


fuckin’ brilliant." 


Sitting in the clean, white office of the realtor, they sipped coffee and waited. And waited. And waited a little 
longer. Finally Dave was on his feet, pacing back and forth, staring from the windows onto downtown 
Minneapolis, staring at the bland photos on the wall, staring at the overly watered potted plants. 

"Seriously. We're buying property from them. You'd think they'd want to speak to us.” 

Stretching his legs out, David shrugged. "Welcome to Minnesota, where the cities may be more liberal but 
people still judge on appearance. Trust me, we could have been fuckin’ oil barons from Saudi Arabia but, looking 


like us, they'd still be running background and credit checks." 


Huffing, Dave leaned against a wall, eyes peering through the floor to ceiling window, watching the traffic below. 
"So you going to outright buy a building?" 


"No. Going to get a mortgage. The coffee house can pay it off." 


Frowning, Dave glanced over his shoulder. "But you have enough cash to buy something and still have enough 
change to do everything else." 


Feeling his heart swell, David straightened himself up. There was something he'd been meaning to say and now 


seemed like the perfect moment. Getting to his feet, he plucked Dave's mug from his hands and poured them 
both another mugful of thick, black coffee. Handing it back, he leaned against the other side of the window, and 
stared straight into the dark, worried eyes. 


"We're getting a mortgage," he said softly, a smile playing on his lips. "As in you and |. Both names on the 
papers. This isn't about you or |. This is about us now.’ 


The dark haired beauty pushed himself away from the wall. "Are you sure about this? David, | don't need to 
be on the mortgage to help out. I'm happy to do it. | want to do it. You don't need to do this. This is your plan, 


your dream." 


"IFs only my dream if | have it with you. Don't you want to?" And he became worried that Dave saw the 


mortgage as something to tie him down. 

Dave could see the concern in David's eyes. He was afraid if he said he didn't want to do this with him, it 
would indicate he was no there for the long haul. It honestly made no difference to him. Give David money to 
get the place off the ground now or pay his share of the bills later. Either worked just fine for Dave. He pulled 


David into his arms and kissed his hair. 


| want to buy property with my baby. But the first call we make when we leave today is to my lawyer, okay? 
He'll come up and help us find a place and get all the ugliness of purchasing it sorted out. Is that okay?" 


"| wouldn't want it any other way." 


Just as David tilted his head up to receive Dave's kiss, the door opened and the pair of agents returned. The 


woman cleared her throat and looked to the side, away from the pair. 

David pulled away and turned toward the woman. "So?" 

"Mr. Ellefson, we will be happy to help you find what you're looking for.” 

The older man breathed a sigh of relief and he grinned at Dave as he reached for his hand 


The men sat down and began discussing with the realtors what they envisioned and how they planned to 


purchase it. 


As he said, the first thing Dave did when they left the realty office was dial his lawyer. From his side of the 
conversation, David realized Dave had to answer several questions regarding the house he left to Taylor, 


business with the band and then he wasn't sure. 


"No. | didn't realize that. No, he didn't tell me. | see. Well, | am sure he had is reasons for keeping it from me. | 
will. When we find something, I'll let you know." 


Dave ended the call and slid the phone into his pocket. He couldn't bring himself to look at David 
"What? What did he say? You okay?" 

"Fine. 

"You hungry. Want to get lunch?" 

ee 

David reached for his boyfriend's hand. "You okay? Something happen out there?" 


Dave stopped and took a deep breath. "You never told me about the civil union, David" 


Chapter I] 


"Oh shit! | forgot!" The color drained from David's face. He felt sick to his stomach. How could even forget 
that? Well, because it meant very little to him, in the end. Another bone tossed to him to appease him after 
an especially disgusting, drunken beating and gang rape. But even if it did mean very little to him, he was still 
legally bound to Mustaine. And he had cheated on his vows. 


"You forgot? How do you forget something like that?" 
"| was a little busy. Im sorry," the lighter haired man softly replied. 
"Busy?" 


"Yeah, busy. You know, finally leaving him, meeting you, having my life given back to me. Not to mention falling 


in love. You know, everyday stuff" 


He could see the colour leaving Dave's face, watched as he leaned against the building, head down, no doubt 
debating what to do. David felt sick, his stomach a hard knot of stone. Reaching into his pocket, he drew it out 


and shakily dialled his lawyer's number. 
"Mark? Hi. It's David. David Ellefson" 


Lifting his head, Dave listened, trying to catch the conversation The anger bubbled below the surface, wanting 
to come out, wanting to yell at David for forgetting such a thing. But he couldn't do it, the rest of David's life, 
what he had been told anyway, playing over in his mind. Surely the civil union hadn't meant anything, not to 
David anyway. It was a way for Mustaine to control him. To keep the thumbscrews tightening. And, in moments 
like this, to have one final piece of control over the pretty brunette. 


"Already on it," Mark said and David felt the dread begin to drain away. "Once we spoke to you and the police 
we figured it's what you'd want. All the papers are on their way. Yours should be with you soon. Get ‘em 
signed and get ‘em back to me as soon as." 

"And Dave?" he asked, feeling weak at the thought. "Have you spoken to him?" 

He heard Mark sigh and the tiny spark of happiness began to fade. "You know he's going to use this, don't you? 
Its a legally binding document. You've sold the house and he's effectively dissolved the band through his own 
stupidity. He has nothing to lose right now." 


"But surely he can't get anything!" David protested. "He's been arrested, for fuck's sake. And if he's convicted, 


surely he can't get any of the money?" 


"You're right, he won't get the money if he's convicted. All of the band's assets are still in his name and all of 


those will go as well when he goes to prison. They'll become yours." His lawyer sighed. "The best thing | can 
suggest, is for you to make a token gesture to him, see if he'll accept that. And to get everything else you 


own signed over to someone else, at least until he gets a conviction" 


Slumping against the wall, David stared at the ground. The man beside him was forgotten, a low whistling filling 
his ears. How could he be so stupid? How could he forget? 


"Do you think we'll get a conviction?" 


There was silence across the phone line before Mark replied, "We will, I'm certain of it. Let's put it this way, 
I'm on your side, David. I've seen the photos, I've heard everything you've said, | heard Dave's recording. 
There's no way he's staying free, which is why we need to get it in to court as soon as possible. Get this 
union dissolved, get everything signed over to you, and let you live your life." Mark sighed. "Everyone suspected 


it, you know that don't you?" 


David felt his heart drop and Mark continued, "We all suspected that Mustaine was doing something to you. Be 
glad its all coming out. You can finally be free. David, go and do something to make yourself happy. I'll get an 
appointment to see Dave, see if | can get him to sign these papers. You think of what you want to offer him 
and call me back, okay?" 


"Okay" His voice was weak, tired. He was so close. So close to having the life he wanted, and now it had all been 
ripped out from beneath him. Torn up and tossed to the wind. He was never going to be free. Never going to 
do what he wanted. Mustaine would always be there, the proverbial gun held to David's head as he did what 
the redhead demanded. 


wun 


Neither had barely touched their food, instead staring off into space, both thinking through the morning's 
events. Flicking his eyes up, David glanced at Dave, feelings of guilt overwhelming him. He'd taken this wonderful 
man and lead him astray, making him believe that everything David was offering was for real. Instead, he was 
a liar, a cheat, hiding things away from the singer. 

His voice was hoarse as he said, "You know, | feel guilty." 


Dark eyes didn't meet his. "Why?" 


David chuckled. "He beat the shit out me. Put me in hospital numerous times. Passed me around to whoever 


wanted me. Nearly killed me several times. And l'm feeling guilty for what's happened between us." 


"You shouldn't." Still those eyes didn't meet his own and David felt a cool fear settle over him. "He was nothing 


but an abuser. Why'd you do it?" 


"The union?" 


"Yeah." 

Sighing, David toyed with his coffee. "It was something we both wanted. At least | thought it was. Mustaine 
used it to appease me after another week of shit. | wanted the legal protection of it and, stupidly, | thought | 
did love him. We'd had a few good days. Ones where he was actually nice. So we did it. I'll never do it again" 
"Get hitched?" Dave's eyes were focused on the window, chin resting in his hand. 

"Yeah." David took a deep breath. “Unless its with someone | know that | really love." 


A flicker of a smile twitched Dave's lips and David felt himself relax a little. 


"l'm sorry, Dave, really | am. | never meant to hurt you. Never meant to lead you on. Never meant to make it 


look as though | was cheating on Mustaine." 

Dave felt his heart begin to warm. For the past couple of hours, he'd wondered if David was another Taylor, 
only taking what he needed before retreating. Looking at David, he took in the worried look, eyes filled with 
sadness and pain. Reaching out, he took David's hand in his own, working his thumb over the strong fingers. He 
knew he had to move on, forgive David for not telling him. Most likely it was something which had bypassed 
him, the events of his life suddenly eclipsing it. 

"IFs alright," he murmured. "Just promise me you'll never keep anything from me again." 

David bit his lip and smiled. "| promise." 

"Anything else you want to tell me?" He could feel his heart hammering, wondering if David had any other 
secrets, any other skeletons in the closet. He didn't want to lose the brunette. Didn't want to watch him walk 


away in to the sunset, leaving him to ponder what had gone wrong. 


David's smile widened and Dave felt himself melt, losing himself in those caramel eyes. "Yeah," the older man 


mused, "there is something else." 
"Go on." Dave held his breath, waiting for the inevitable. 


The bassist lifted Dave's hand, gently kissing it. "I love you." 


During the drive home, David reached out and turned the radio off. "Mark, my lawyer, suggested | offer to 
pay Dave off if he won't agree to dissolve the union. He said to think about it and let him know.’ 


"Did he suggest how much?" 


"No." 

"Any ideas?" 

"| was thinking about half the proceeds from the house." 

"Will he go for it?" 

"No, | doubt it. And even if he does, then | won't have enough for renovations and such for any place we find” 
"Well, that's where | come in. David, | know you don't want me to help and | understand why but it is my 
money and I'll damn well do with it what | want to do. So if | want to buy property in Minneapolis with my 
gorgeous boyfriend and convert it into a sweet, trendy, little coffee house, well then fuck me, that's what l'm 
gonna do. So if you don't tell me what you want me to do, then I'm gonna do it without your permission and 
you'll just have to deal with it" He picked up David's hand and squeezed it. "But I'd much rather have your 
permission and your input.” 

"Why can't you just let me struggle?" 

"Why can't | let you struggle? Because | want to see you get everything you want." 

| want to struggle!" The older man raised his voice. "| want to be independent, Davel | want to work my way 
out of my problems. | need to. | know you think | don't appreciate you and the hard work you've done to get to 
the point where you can have whatever you want, whenever you want. | do appreciate that. But | need to do 
this. | need to learn to solve my own problems. If | have to depend on you, | will grow to resent you. | want to 
be with you because | want you, not because | need you." 

Dave understood all of that. And it didn't come as a surprise to him. That is exactly who David is and part of 
the reason Dave fell for him. That strong spirit. The dark haired man grinned. He'd left one man who took 
everything and found another who would take nothing. He couldn't win 

"Promise me one thing?" 

"What?" 

If you find that there's no way to do what you want on your own, you let me help." 

David bit his lip and turned to look out the car window. 


"Promise me," Dave urged. 


"Okay." And then David's face brightened. "I know how you can help." 


"Great! How?" 

"Buy the car." 

Dave laughed loudly. "I see. Okay. How much?" 

"A dollar." 

"What?" 

"You heard me. Bargain of the century. It's all yours for a dollar." 

"Davidl" 

"Hear me out. | have an idea." 

To nobody's surprise, David's offer to Mustaine was refused. He said half the proceeds from the house was 
fine but he was going to need money in prison and a little nest egg waiting for him when he was released. He 
countered David for the house money, a thousand a month while he was incarcerated and then half a million 
waiting in an account for him. David was crushed. 

| can't afford that!" He sighed and sunk down on to the bed. "He knows there's no way | can afford that." 


"He knows | can," Dave quietly said. 


David hung his head and pressed the heels of his hands to his eyes. Dave sat next to him and put his arm 


around him. 
"Come here." 
"No." 


"Please come here." Dave pulled his boyfriend to his chest and ran a hand over his hair. "Please let me help 


you," he murmured softly. 

‘lm afraid you'd feel like you had to stay with me because | can't do anything myself." 

"Oh, baby. | don't think that about you. | know you're more than capable of taking care of yourself. You're in a 
tough spot and | can help you out of it. | want to. That's what love is. And this is only temporary, David. Soon, 


you'll have the shop and it will be thriving and you'll be able to support me." 


David laughed gently. "You're such an asshole." 


"Well. Thank you very much." He hugged the lighter haired man tighter and kissed his temple. 
Seriously. I'm irritated with you." 
"Because l'm right?" 


l'm going to counter him again. He can have the grand a month and the money waiting for him when he gets 


out but if he gets that, then he has no fucking need for the house money.” 


"Atta boy! Bite back. Remember how it felt when you brought that ceramic mug down on his head? Go get 


him. 
David wriggled from Dave's hug and stood up. "Yeah! Fuck him!" 


"There you go. That's my baby!" The younger man beamed. He watched David pace in front of him with that 
big, toothy grin on his face. The fight and the spirit inside of David was incredible. It was thrilling for Dave to 


see it grow and renew in the man before him. 


The car went to a local auto auction and sold for a pretty neat sum. David then took the money and donated it 
to the California chapter of the Gay and Lesbian Advocate and Defenders league. In Dave Mustaine's name. 


They needed to find a building soon as Dave's toys arrived and took up a lot of space at the farm. The three 
motorcycles were stored in the barn. Francis was particularly enamored with the three-wheel and Dave 


promised her a ride. The old Ford van, the BMW sedan and the 4x4 sat out in the drive. 
"Can't just have one everyday car like the rest of us, can you?" Elliot asked him. 
"What can | say? | like my toys." The singer shrugged. 


David grinned as a thought crept into his head. Toys, huh? 


Sitting on the bed, David grinned to himself. The laptop rested on his knees, a website open. With his finger on 
the track pad, he scrolled through, adding random things to the basket. Screw the money he had to give 
Mustaine! He was going to enjoy some of it first. Besides, there was no way Dave was getting what he asked 
for. He could have the nest egg and the money in his prison account, and that was it. 


The email had already gone back to the lawyers, David spelling out exactly what Mustaine would and wouldn't 
get. If he didn't like it, he could get fucked and starve. David had laughed as he'd hit the send button, imagining 
the redhead whoring out his body behind bars to get what he wanted. Which, if Mustaine was anything to go 
by, would be drugs and candy. Possibly in that order. 


"Why does someone need a grand a month in prison?!" he'd screamed. "He has a roof over his head, no bills to 


pay, free medical treatment, and three meals a day. He doesn't need anything else." 


Which was where the dark haired man had come in. Between them, they'd made a list of what Mustaine would 
need behind bars. The California state website had listed what prisoners could buy from the commissary. 
Hygiene products, daily supplies, candy, foods, writing supplies, stamps. Heck, they could even buy MP3 players 
and music. David had snorted at that. Let him suffer. If Mustaine wanted music, he'd have to work for it like 


everyone else. Let him suffer with a little radio and not much else. 

They'd worked out that Dave could survive quite easily on a hundred dollars a month. So that's what David had 
offered. Proceeds from the house, the nest egg, and a hundred a month. OR the nest egg and a thousand a 
month. It was one or the other. There was no way he was getting it all. No way David was going to give in to 


Dave's demands any more. Mustaine would get what he was given and be happy with it. 


The bedroom door opened and still David didn't take his eyes from the screen. The bed depressed beside him 


and he grinned when a head came to rest on his shoulder, dark eyes scanning the screen. 
"Toys?" Dave asked. 
"Yes." Balancing the laptop, he lifted a free hand to run it over the dark hair which spilled over his shoulder. 


"Whips, chains, rope, gags, warming AND cooling lube, healing gel, handcuffs, belts. David, don't you think you've 
been hurt enough in this life?" 


Snickering, David hit the check out button "Who says they're going to be used on me?" 

Silence. 

"Oh." 

Rifling for his credit card, David plugged in the numbers, his grin widening as the order went through. Closing 
the laptop, he looked down at Dave and wrapped an arm around him, pulling him close. Long legs were drawn up 
on to the bed, feet tucked under Dave's ass. 

"You don't like it?" David asked. 

"No, not saying | don't like it" A wicked grin was tossed his way. "Just didn't think it would be your thing." 
Gently tugging on Dave's hair, David gave him a playful snarl, teeth bared. He heard the younger man hiss. 


"Might be. Might not be. Do you want to find out?" Leaning closer, he inhaled the sweet scent of his boyfriend. 
"Well, do you?" 


"Yeah. Yeah, I'll try anything with you. David, um, anything you ever did that you really liked?" Dave was 


curious about his experiences before Mustaine. 

"Yeah, there was this one guy.." David grinned. 

Oh, really?" 

"He was special. ls special. He was slow and gentle and patient with me. Really made love, you know?" 
"Was this before Mustaine?" 

No" 

"While you were with him?" 

David laughed. "No, after." 

And the younger man realized he meant him. "Oh." 


"Honestly, Dave, before you, sex was mostly just that. Me being used. Even in the beginning, he controlled me. | 


was his bottom, you know?" 

"Wait. You've never..never been inside of him?" 

"Mustaine???" and he laughed loudly. "Hell no. And there was nobody before him, either." 
"Oh, David," Dave groaned and shook his head. 

"What?" 

"Do you want to fuck me?" 

David leaned back and stared. 

"You can" 

He shook his head as if he couldn't comprehend what the younger man was telling him. 
"Yes, you can | want you to." Dave stroked a hand over David's hair, tucking it behind his hear. 
"Really?" 


"Do you want to?" 


"Well, yeah! But." And he rolled away from Dave to sit on the edge of the bed. 


"But what?" Dave approached the older man from behind and knelt, wrapping arms around his shoulders. "It's 
okay. We can do it slowly. You won't hurt me and | promise you will enjoy it," he told him quietly, lips 


whispering over his jaw. 
"| don't know if | will be any good." 


The singer's initial response was to laugh with disbelief. How could he possibly believe he wouldn't be good? Oh, 
right. Because someone had told him over and over again all he was good for was being a hole to fill. Dave 
sighed. "Don't you listen to that voice in your head, baby. You will be good. | know you will. Come on, turn 


around." 


The dark haired man withdrew and began taking his clothes off. David turned to watch. It would be so great to 
feel that incredible body underneath him. And how David wanted to know what it felt like to possess a man so 
wholly. And here was this man offering himself. 


When David stood, Dave crawled across the bed and sat up on his knees. "Kiss me, beautiful," he murmured as 
his hands went to work on David's belt. 


Resting a hand on Dave's shoulder, David steadied himself, watching curiously as his belt was slowly undone. It 
slid out of the loops and was dropped to the door. 


One hand ran up his back, the other tugging on the button of his jeans, dark eyes forever on his own. "Kiss 
me, David." 


A shudder ran along the brunette's spine and he reached out a hand, stroking it along Dave's jaw before 
bending to give him the gentlest of kisses. He swallowed as his jeans were pushed down, pooling at his ankles. 
Stepping out, he kicked them away, brain reeling as he pushed the younger man to the bed, straddling his hips. 
He was gifted with a wide smile, hands dancing along the hem of his t-shirt, pushing it up and over his head 
before returning to his back, calloused fingers as soft as the breeze. Letting his eyes fall shut, David gasped, 
lips parting as he deepened the kiss. Beneath him, Dave moaned, fingers digging into his skin, silently pressing 
him to go further. 


Oh, how he wanted to. Wanted to finally feel what it was like to be inside of someone. To make them feel all 
that he'd felt in the previous days. To love them as much as they loved him. 


"He ain't gonna stick around Like you could ever satisfy a man hke him." 


"He'll get bored with you, too. And by the looks of things, pretty quickly." 


Their words reeled through his mind, snapping at the edge of his consciousness, blinding and deafening him. The 
love he'd been feeling faded to nothing, replaced by the rawness of those who'd hurt him. The words would 


remain, a knife which would continuously come back to take another blow, slowly hacking away pieces of him. 
With a deep, shuddering sigh, he laid his head against Dave's shoulder, feeling the other man slump against him. 


"David? David, what's wrong?" 

‘lm sorry," he murmured. 

Sitting up, he shook his head and slid back to the bed. Staring down at his own nudity, he suddenly felt exposed. 
Vile, destroyed, beaten and battered. No one should have to look at him, especially when he was trying to make 
them come. Snatching his jeans from the floor, he did them up, eyes still on the floor. 

‘Like you could ever satisfy a man lke him." Mustaine's words slammed into his heart, shattering it. 


"David?" Dave's voice was soft, the one he'd come to hear when something was wrong. 


Arms slid around his waist, a warm, firm body pressed against his back. Lips kissed his shoulder and, when he 
went to pull away, he was held tight, hands flat against his stomach. 


‘lm sorry," he softly repeated. 
"What are you sorry for? There's nothing to apologise for." 


"Yes, there is." Dropping his head to his chest, David looked at the fingers which were splayed over his skin, 
admiring their strength and beauty. "I just can't do that yet” 


“That's okay." The hair was brushed from the back of his neck, warm breath tickling his skin before lips gently 
found the nap. "But you need to talk about it. You know that, right?" 


He nodded. So much. He had so much to catch up on. So much to learn about. Yet the words, from the 


previous days and further in the past still haunted him. Still hurt him. Still reared their ugly heads. 

"What's going on in your head?" 

Peering through his hair, David caught a glance of them in the mirror. Saw his own body, and the shadow of 
the one which stood behind him, arms holding him, head lowered against his neck. It was the stance of someone 
who cared. Of someone who'd go through hell for him and help heal the wounds. Someone who'd pluck out 
every tiny thorn and replace them with petals. 

"Mustaine. Taylor. Things others have said to me." 


"About you being nothing?" 


"Yeah." 


The strong arms tightened around him and he laid a hand over Dave's, appreciating his presence. One day he'd 
show him how much he loved him. 


"You'll learn not to listen to them. Might take time, but we'll get there 
We'll. One single word and it was enough to make David smile. 

"And you know what, David?" 

"What?" 

"| know that when it happens, you're gonna be better than | am" 


Smiling, David reached behind himself and stroked a hand through Dave's hair. Craning back, he gently tilted the 


younger man's head from his shoulder, cupped his jaw and softly kissed him. 


Chapter 18 


Dave met Elliot at the chicken coop as he did every morning. 

"Gonna miss this when you two move into the city?" 

"Yeah, | probably will. | enjoy the quiet start of my day." 

‘I'm sure you'll find a new habit to start your day," he told Dave as he handed him the metal wire mesh 
basket he used every morning to collect the eggs. "I think Duke is gonna miss you, too." Elliot referred to the 
rooster that hated Dave and tried to chase and peck him every morning. 

‘| ain't gonna miss that ornery bastard" Dave cast a weary glance at the rooster. 

"Duke ain't so bad. Just protecting his ladies. m sure you'd do the same for your love." 

Dave caught on, then. "I absolutely would” 

"Tell me the truth, Dave. My brother? Mustaine really fucked him up?" 

Silence as Dave plucked an egg from a nest, then another and another. 


"Please, Dave." 


"Yeah," the brunette said quietly. "Really fucked him up. And all the stuff you can see on him? That's the easy 


stuff. Gonna take a lot of time for him to remember how truly great he is." 

"Why do you see it so easily?" 

Dave turned then to look at Elliot. "I don't know why. | just do." 

"This ain't no vacation for you, is it?" 

"No, sir. This is my life." 

Elliot smiled. "Thank you." 

"Should spend more time with him, Elliot. | think he'd like that, hanging with big bro." 
‘Maybe | will” 


Dave decided to put the previous day out of David's mind by taking him on a day out. Forget yesterday, forget 


the negotiations with Mustaine, forget the property search. Today would be all about fun. 


He woke his boyfriend with coffee and a kiss, as usual, and told him to shower and dress and meet him in the 


driveway. 

"For what?" 

"For you to find out. Hurry up, now." And he gave his ass a light swat. 

Dave stood, leaning against the three-wheel, his mirror aviators sat on his nose, the breeze blew his hair and 
his t-shirt, revealing a strip of bare stomach. His black jeans barely clung to his waist, his wrist sat casually 
on the handle bar. David's stomach tightened at the sight. That man was his. That man was in love with him. 
He grinned. Fuck Mustaine. And fuck Taylor. Look at him. He was perfection and he wanted David. David could 
fuck that man if he wanted to. And damn, seeing him standing there like that, he wanted to. Badly. 


"Well, come on now. Don't you want to go for a ride?" Dave grinned. 


"Oh, you have no idea," the older man told him as he leapt down the porch steps and closed the space between 
them in jogged steps. "You look amazing." 


"Ain't looking half bad yourself, baby" Dave kissed him and then plopped a helmet on his head. 
"Where we going?" 

"Don't know yet. Wherever we end up’ 

"Sounds perfect" 

"You're being awfully agreeable," the younger man noted 


"Well, it's one day, right? And after the stress of the last couple days, it'd be nice to get away. Let's just not 
make a habit of it.” 


"Wanna drive?" 

"Nol" 

"Okay, not that agreeable" 

They rode for a couple hours, David loved the feeling of the bike. The three wheel was a little bigger and a lot 


more stable. Dave drove it faster than the last time, too, taking curves at quick speeds. David clutched him 


tightly, letting his hands slip under the hem of Dave's t-shirt. 


When they rolled into a town and stopped at a red light, the bassist leaned in and said, into Dave's ear, "Let's 
find someplace to stop for a bit" 


On the other side of the town, they headed out into the country, a small winding road led to a covered bridge 
over a babbling stream. Dave pulled the bike off the road after they crawled through the briage. 


It was a quiet road. No one was going to disturb them and he stopped the bike beneath a tree. Lush, green 
trees surrounded them, hiding the road from the world, the wooden bridge letting them know if anyone was 
approaching. He doubted that they'd be disturbed and, from the town they'd passed through, he doubted 
anyone would have the balls to steal the bike. 


The bank arched down to the stream, willow trees lining the winding waterway. Fingers met his, curling around 
his hand and he tossed David a smile as they wandered to the edge of the water. Gentle sounds of nature 
surrounded them, the babble of the water, the warm breeze through the trees, the birds singing happily. 
Sitting beside the stream, David cared little for his clothes, the peacefulness falling over him like a blanket. 
Closing his eyes, he stretched out, resting on his elbows. A presence came to rest beside him and he opened 


an eye to look at Dave. The dark haired man smiled at him, and David couldn't help but return it. 


He'd seen the way David had looked at him as he'd walked from the house. Noted the look in his eyes, the way 
his jaw hung open. Had he deliberately dressed that way? Of course he had. He wanted to get completely 
beneath David's skin. Wanted the bassist to know that Dave was his. Wanted to break down the walls which had 
been built around him. And part of that was looking good. 


Come on, David, he thought. You can do this. You've been through hell and you're still going | know you've got it in 


you. Show me what you've got, ‘cause | want fo see if. Really want to see it 


Yet he didn't want to break the beautiful silence to say it. Instead, he stretched out a hand and took David's, 
gently stroking his thumb over the back. A soft purr filled the air and he looked to see David smiling, eyes stil 
closed, just soaking up the beauty of the area 


In through the nose. Out through the mouth. That was what the therapist had told him. Back when he'd cleaned 
up, David had confessed everything to his counsellor. Locked away from Mustaine in a rehab unit, he'd poured 
out his heart, told her about the abuse. She'd been shocked when he'd refused to go to the police, but there 
was nothing they could do. Against his wishes, they'd told him. Breaking of confidentiality and all of that. Instead 
they'd given him the tools to help strengthen him for when it did happen Ways to put him in a safe place 
where the abuse wouldn't break him. Breathing techniques, and a whole bunch of phone numbers in case he did 
decide to break his silence. They'd referred him to a group for male domestic abuse victims. He'd been once 
before Mustaine had discovered where he'd gone. The punishment he'd received had been beyond anything he'd 
ever experienced. Even now, with his eyes closed, and holding Dave's hand as though he were drowning, he 
could still see his blood. Still see his body lying on the floor, curled into the fetal position as Mustaine had 
landed blow after blow. Could still feel the redhead's knee in his back, one hand pulling his arm back behind him, 
the other holding a kitchen knife to his throat. He'd prayed for death to come and take him. Prayed to be taken 
to a better place. In those moments, he'd prayed for forgiveness for the life he'd been given Prayed that God 


would be merciful and take him to heaven and reunite him with his father. 


Only it had never happened. Mustaine had just let him go, the knife instead slicing off a handful of his honey 
brown hair. Hair which Mustaine had kept like a trophy. Sick fuck. David wondered if he still had it. Or if he'd 


ever be back for another handful. 


The memories made him sick, made him feel unclean Sitting up, he undid his sneakers and placed them to one 
side. Standing, he pulled the shirt over his head before tossing it on top of his sneakers. His jeans followed and 
David padded to the edge of the water, letting it lick over his toes before stepped in. 


From the bank, Dave watched, a small smile on his lips. Now that was an improvement on the David he'd first 
met, the one who'd lived in long sleeved shirts and wouldn't have said boo to a goose. For a few moments he 
quietly watched as David walked out, letting the water roll around him before he dipped beneath it, completely 
submerging himself. When he broke the surface, water cascaded from his hair, raining down behind him. The 
sun beat down on his droplet-speckled skin, lighting every injury he'd sustained, and catching the firm rolls of 
his body. David was, in his eyes, perfect. 


Getting to his feet, he walked to the water's edge. "What's it like?" 

David turned and smiled. "Nice and cool." 

"Mind if | join you?" 

His lover's smile widened and he shook his head. "Come on in!" 

He didn't need asking twice, quickly stripping off and joining the smaller man. The water was cold, perfect for 
such a sumy day. Cupping his hand beneath the water, he flicked a handful at David, chuckling as he tried to 
move out of the way. David's eyes blazed with mischief and he came at Dave, grabbing his arm before taking 
him under. He managed to catch a breath before he hit the water, the stark coldness a welcome relief, silence 
briefly engulfing him. Coming up for air, he grinned at David, watching as the brunette took him in, a grin 


twisting his lips. 


Take a sunny day, add in water, and grown men turn in to boys. Within seconds, they were yelling at one 


another, water flying as they messed around. 


Gasping for breath, he stared at David, taking in the utter joy which lit his face. Getting his balance, he walked 
toward the older man and slid a hand along his jaw, David purring and leaning into the touch. 


"You're amazing," he murmured. 
"No, l'm not." 


"Yeah, you are. You know how long it is since someone's been silly with me?" 


"How long?" 


He stepped closer, their bodies just touching. David shuddered and sighed. "Years. Fuckin’ years." He slid his free 
hand down David's back, savouring the feeling of velvety wet skin. Gently he touched a kiss to his lover's cheek, 
the rumbling purr returning. "I like having fun. Life's boring without it. Good for the soul." 


"Yeah..." 
His lips moved to David's throat, feeling his pulse increase with each tiny touch. "And you make my soul sing.’ 


A hand stroked over his hair, curling it into a fist and squeezing the water out before fingers knotted in it. He 
followed David's lead, allowing his head to be lifted away from his shoulder. Lips found his, giving him Tiny, 
butterfly kisses. David's lips parted, tongue tasting the fresh water before darting into his mouth. Groaning, he 
clung to the older man, arms wound around him, giving himself over to the deepening kiss. A hand stroked 
along his back, clasping the small of his spine as he was bent backwards, supporting him in the moving water. 
He felt David brace himself, legs parted, body tightening. Taking his cue, Dave wound a leg around the smaller 
man's, arms resting on David's shoulders as he was lifted David's free arm hooked the back of his legs, holding 


him. 
"Never gonna let you go," David panted into his mouth. "Never gonna give up on you, no matter what." 
"| know." 


Bending his knees, David never broke the kiss as he lowered them both beneath the water. It was a rush, a 
feeling like no other, the water and the sensation of holding his beautiful man exciting him. Bringing them back 
up, he took in a deep breath and gazed into Dave's eyes. Happiness and excitement skated through them, Dave's 
arms tightening around him. With a small smile, he cradled the back of his lover's head and kissed him again, 
pushing himself on to his back so that the dark haired man floated on top of him. David knew the joy was 
visible in his face and he didn't care. Walls crumbled and the ice around his heart continued to thaw. He was 
making someone else happy. They came to him and him alone for their comfort and it made his heart sing to 
know that, in his hands, lay the heart of Dave Grohl. And it was one he was never going to break. Too fragile 


and too precious to drop. 


Hands clung to him, wet mouth gifting him with hungry kisses. He could feel his lover's erection pressing 
against his own. He did this. He was pleasing another. It was an odd power, one David wasn't used to. It ebbed 


through him, warm and happy, one he was never going to take advantage of him. 

Eventually he had to put them down, the current of the water carrying them further away. He didn't want to 
break the spell but they needed to return. Holding Dave, he gazed into glazed eyes, lips swollen and bruised. The 
dark haired man swayed, knees buckling, and David held him upright. 


"You okay?" He swept a hand over Dave's hair, tilting his head back. 


A lazy smile cracked the other man's lips. "Oh, yeah. David, that was beautiful." 

Limbs wound around him once more, arms around his neck, and a leg around his waist. Sliding his hands down 
Dave's sides, David lifted him and held him close. A head nestled against his shoulder, soft breath touching his 
wet skin. Lying a hand on the back of Dave's neck, he held him close, gently stroking. 

"David?" 

"Yeah?" 


"Please don't drop me." 


The words were so quiet, so filled with pain, that David felt his heart break. He wondered where they came 
from. Wondered what had triggered them. A past event? Wherever they had come from, they hurt. 


"Never. I'll never drop you. | promise." 


Cradling the younger man closer, he slowly began to make his way back to the shore. 


Chapter [9 


They laid back on the bank, letting the sun dry their bodies. 
"So when does it actually begin snowing up here?" 


"Late October, early November. It's not as terrible as you think. We don't get snow eleven and a half months 
out of the year." David giggled as he recalled one of the first things Dave had said to him. 


"Not as terrible, huh?" 

It's not! We get flurries here and there all throughout November. No big deal. And down in Jackson, we'll get 
the occasional storm but we don't get nearly as much as now as farther north. One winter, | think | was 
maybe seven or eight years old, we only got one storm and it was like ten inches. The rest of the winter was 
an inch here or there. But then when | was about sixteen, we got blizzard after blizzard. More than five feet 
of snow sat on the ground. It was almost as tall as me!" 

"That's when you decided Hollywood was the place for you?" 

David laughed. "Essentially, yes." 


"Gonna suck to have to put the bikes away for a few months." 


| always thought of it this way: you'll appreciate this weather even more after four or five months of cold. 
Plus snow at Christmas is totally incredible.” 


"I can agree with that. | remember Christmases in Virginia when we'd get a dusting or something. It was always 
pretty special." 


David rolled to his stomach and gave Dave a gorgeous smile. "| can't wait for Christmas with you here!" 
"Like Christmas?" Dave asked, brushing his fingers through David's damp hair. 

"| love Christmas." 

"Good. | can't wait to spend it with you, too." 

"Hey, Dave?" 

"Hmm?" 


"Love you." 


"| love you, too. Ya hungry?" 
"| could eat" 

"Good. m fucking starving" 

They rode for a little while and found a cool little brewpub called the Gilded Otter. 
"This okay?" 

"Yeah, it looks really cute” 


And it was a truly unique dining experience. The server, a young girl with a ring through her nose and a tattoo 


on the side of her neck gaped at them. 
"What are you doing here? Like, is this a joke?" 
"Nah, man. No joke." 


She leaned down and whispered, "I saw you guys on TV. Heard you were back up here but could not believe it. 


And now you're sitting right in front of me. Too crazy!" 

Dave and David glanced at each other, unsure of what to say. Dave finally grinned. 
"Crazy! | know. But here we are and we're really fucking hungry." 

"Oh! Oh, shit. OF course. l'm sorry. What can | get ya?" 

"What's your favorite beer on tap?" 

"Mine? Um. | like that Billy Goat Bock Its got a bit of a caramel flavor." 

Dave glanced at his boyfriend. "It's perfect, then" 

"And you, David?" she asked. 

"Um, coffee please." 

"Sure thing. My name's Aimee. I'll be right back" 


They began with Prince Edward Island Mussels, moved on to The Otter's Three Meat Chili and then followed 
that up with The Brewmaster Burger. 


Dave had one more Billy Goat and then asked for a large glass of cold water. He could see a glimmer of relief 


in David's eye when he cut himself off. 
"If it bothers you that | drink, tell me. | won't" 
"No, it doesn't. Not really. You're very good with cutting yourself off and | appreciate that" 


"Don't want to make you uncomfortable, baby.” Dave slid his hand across the table and on top of David's. He 
swept a thumb over the back of his boyfriend's hand. 


"| know. You're not." 


Aimee came back then and when David tried to pull his hand away, Dave held it down and kept his stare locked 
on David's. She laid the check down and smiled. 


"Anything else for you? Though | don't know where you'd put it” 
‘Nothing else, Aimee. Thank you." 


"You two are just the more adorable things ever. I'm so thrilled to have you here. Photo before you leave?" 


She pulled her phone from her pocket. 


It was only then that Dave pulled his hand from the older man's. He gestured him to stand and he took the 
phone from Aimee. The two men flanked her and grinned as Dave snapped the photo. 


They both signed the check and Dave left her a hefty tip. 


Back on the road, they decided to head for Jackson. David settled into his seat and immediately grabbed onto 


the younger man 
lm having the best day ever. You're so great. Thank you." 
"Day ain't over yet, babe." Dave winked just before he slid his sunglasses on and started the bike. 


Just before they got into Jackson, they passed the Jackson County Fairgrounds. Other cars were entering so 


Dave slowed and pulled the bike in as well 
"What's going on here?" David yelled. 
Dave just shrugged. 


They parked and just followed the other people to a grandstand surrounding a dirt race track. Dave 


immediately grinned. 


"This looks interesting.” The dark haired man grinned and took David's hand. They sat toward the top of the 
grandstand and watched tiny modified carts speed around the track, kicking up a giant cloud of dust. They were 
so fast and so loud as they drifted around the corners of the oval track. Dave and David eventually fell in with 
the rest of the crowd, cheering on the clear hometown darling. After the tiny modified carts, larger, faster 
race cars took the track next. If the little carts were loud, these cars were deafening. David's heart was 
hammering as he watched the race. The rush he got from just watching was incredible. He could just imagine 


the drivers and how incredible it must feel to operate one of these cars. 
"Want to try that," he made the mistake of telling Dave. 


At the end of the night, Dave clutched David's hand again and pushed his way through the throng of locals 


who waited around to meet some of their beloved dirt track heroes. 


Just like that, Dave made friends with the winner of the race and arranged for them to come back tomorrow 


to have a little fun before race time. 

"You're insane, you know that?" David complained as they left the track to return to the bike. 

"You said you wanted to try it. So we'll try it” 

"You really can just flash that beautiful smile and have the world at your feet, can't you?" 

"You can, too," the younger man told David with a stone expression on his face. 

Nestled on the back of the bike, David watched the scenery go by. Minnesota really could be beautiful, and now 
he had someone to appreciate it with. The sun warmed them, the wind rippling over their skin Tightening his 
arms around Dave, he let out a happy sigh. Perfect, absolutely perfect. 

The house was empty when they pulled up, the pebbled driveway devoid of cars. Returning the back to the 
barn, they walked in, calling for the family. A note on the table told them that everyone was out for the 
evening, and that there was food in the oven. 

Peering in the oven, David asked, "Hungry?" 

"Not yet" 


"Me neither." 


Straightening up, he wandered to the fridge, the events of earlier playing over in his mind. The river, the tiny, 


mumbled words, dinner, and racing. Opening the door, he laughed, reached in, and tossed Dave a cold bottle. 


"Looks like my mother's got you pinned down already.” 


"You know if we break up, I'm staying here. You can go back to LA. No way | can leave your Mom. She's too 


fuckin’ good." 

Grabbing the water jug, he poured himself a glass, laughing. "Not a hope." 

"Not a hope on breaking up? Or not a hope on going back to LA?" 

He draped his arms around Dave's waist and tugged him close, giving him the tiniest of kisses. "Either." 


The younger man laid his forehead against David's, eyes warm. "Good." His head slid down until it rested against 
the curve of David's nose, eyes gazing at the floor. Instinctively, David held him closer. "I need you, Davia." 


David felt his heart ache, the pain flaring through him. "How?" 
"Every way." 


"You're gonna get me, | promise. l'm not gonna give up, not now, not ever. Whatever's happened in the past, it's 


staying there. I've got you now." 


Strength. It was what he needed. Needed to be it for someone else because, beneath the happy, glowing 
exterior, Dave had his own vulnerabilities, ones which he'd no doubt kept hidden. Placing the glass to one side, 


David wrapped the younger man in his arms, quietly cooing as his lover's shoulders rose and fell. 


"Do you want to go upstairs?" He ran a hand over Dave's hair, lifting it from his neck, his fingers finding the 
soff nap. 


The figure clasped to him nodded, bottle clutched tightly to their chest. Pulling away, he gently took Dave's 
free hand and lead him up the stairs. Nothing needed to be said as they walked in to their room, rumpled bed 
clothes now tidy and smoothed out. David chuckled and rolled his eyes; his mother really was trying. She'd 


never been like this when Mustaine had been around so he must have been doing something right. 


He didn't bother to kick off his shoes and he sat on the bed, drawing Dave to his lap. The beer was set to one 
side, arms draping around his shoulders, head resting on his shoulder. David could feel the pain rising, running 
through him like ice. Whatever was going on, it was tearing the younger man apart. For now, the smile had 
gone, faded by whatever was in his mind. 

Running his hands down Dave's back, he murmured, “Anything you want to talk about?" 


A small shake of the head. 


"Just want to sit like this for a while?" 


A nod. 


Shuffling, he pulled the blankets up and around them, cocooning them. Closing his eyes, David laid his head 
against Dave's, fingers stroking over his lithe body. 


Softly, he began to sing, hoping to bring a little comfort to the man in his arms, "Blackbird singing in the dead 
of night.. Take these broken wings and learn to fly..” 


"You will never change, right? | mean, you'll always be so warm and loving and curious and spirited." 


"No, baby. | won't change." He cradled the man and rocked him gently. "Do you want to take your clothes off 
and get in bed?" 


He nodded. 

"Okay, let's get these shoes off." And David undressed the singer and laid him out on the bed. 

He then took his own clothes off and slid into bed next to Dave. He was worried about the younger man. In the 
short time they'd been together, Dave was always open and forthcoming and it seemed as if as soon as they 
left the racetrack, something had flipped inside of him. Dave immediately curled into David's side and clutched 
him tightly. 


"| love you," he whispered 


"Baby, | love you, too. Are you sure you don't want to talk? I'm here for you. Whatever's on your mind, | can 
just listen or maybe | can help." 


"| didn't realize what today was" 

"Thursday?" 

"August nineteenth” 

"Okay" 

"Today's the day.. um.. twelve years ago. Um, Taylor." 
"Ah. Okay. Say no more, hon. | understand" 

"| just.! forgot" 


"Its okay.” 


"David, if | told you something, would you promise not to be mad?" 
The older man's heart stopped. He held his breath. "S-sure, go ahead" 


"I feel like | betrayed him by forgetting. And the more | thought about that, | more | missed him. | miss him 
and | feel like a total dick" 


"IFs okay to miss him. You spent a lot of years together. You had some good times, right? You had a lot of 


success together." 

"Do you." And Dave sighed. "I can't believe | was going to ask that. I'm sorry." 

"Miss Dave? Now that you mention it, | guess. Like you, we had one or two good moments." 

"lm so sorry" 

"Nothing to be sorry about. It's only natural. Tell me what you miss about him" 

"Just memories, that's all. Nothing specific, exactly. This one time, me and T checked into this hotel at like four 
in the morning, we were fucking exhausted. Tay decided to fall asleep in the elevator so | left him in there, 
right?" 

David giggled gently. "You did not!" 

"| did! | left him asleep in the elevator. So like a half hour later, I'm curled up in bed and he staggers in with a 


six pack and an ounce of pot. | said where the fuck did you get that? The bellhop, he said. The next night, the 


bellhop was in the front row at the show and in our bed afterward! 
"Shut up!" 

"| know. That was before the..you know." 

"Got it? 

"Im really sorry, David" 

"| told you, no apologies. Life, right?" 

"What's one of your good memories of Mustaine?" 


"Hmm..can | get back to on that?" he laughed. 


Dave laughed also. "You don't have to.” 

"There was this time way back when we were still real young. | think maybe | was twenty. He was about 
twenty-three. We were broke but we wanted to get high. His brilliant idea was to get booked at a local bar for 
a quick show, maybe make a few bucks for beer and who knows what else. So he goes out and canvases a few 
bars and gets us a show, right? We show up the following night. Yeah, it's bingo night at the VFW." 

"Stop!" Dave roared with laughter. 

"True. So no show, no beer, no pot, no dope." 

"That's.. too bad?" Dave giggled even more. 

"Ambitious to a fault, | guess." 

Dave settled in, nuzzling David's neck. 

Feel better, baby?" 

"Better. | didn't mean to make you worry. It's just a big day in my past. If | forgot it, | - " 

"If you forgot it, maybe it just means there's something great and exciting taking place in your life right now." 
"Good call. You're amazing. Thank you." 


"Get some sleep, love." And David kissed his forehead. 


"Sleep well, baby.” 


Chapter 20 


Author's Notes: 
FUBAR\d that last chapter. Here\'s the one which is supposed to be next! Enjoy! 


The following day was back to business. They found themselves touring vacant buildings in the arts district of 


Minneapolis. 

"This is it!" David hissed quietly into Dave's ear as they stood in the middle of an empty warehouse. It was two 
floors. Two thousand square feet on the first floor and fourteen hundred additional square feet above. The 
first floor was already divided. One section had a fireplace on one wall and a long bar against another. 

The look of pure relief and joy on David's face made Dave smile. 

It was with immense happiness that the paperwork for the building was started, David shuffling from one foot 
to the other, heart singing with joy. It was perfect. A perfect place to begin a new life. Proudly he carried the 
binders of papers to the car, the realtors promising to keep them informed of every step in the process. Soon, 
they'd said, soon the building will be yours and you can start whatever you're planning. 

Balancing a legal pad against his knees, he leaned into the swaying motions of the car, pen scribbling ideas. 
"Whatca thinkin?" 

"What to do with the place. Look at all that space! Its going to be crazy." 

“Anything concrete in that pretty head of yours yet?" 


David laughed. "Absolutely fuckin’ not. I'm gonna change my mind about a million times before l'm happy." 


"Get the construction company to take a look. See what they say. They might come up with something you 
haven't thought of yet." 


More scribbling, a crossing out. "Yeah.." 
"Yeah?" 
‘I'm not sure. | want it to be perfect." 


"Speak to them, David." 


Glancing up, he grinned. "Yes, Dad." 
A hand ruffled his hair. "That's my boy. You tell ‘em, son!" 


"You're cruising for a smacking, you know that, right? Keep that up, Grohl, and you're not going to be walking 


for a week." 
A mischievous grin was tossed his way. "ls that a promise or a threat?" 


David's face mirrored his lover's. "Call it a challenge." 


He made Dave pull into a supermarket, a perplexed look crossing the dark haired man's face. 


David shrugged. "My mother's away for a couple of days. Some church conference over in lowa. And | thought 


we could celebrate tonight” He grinned. "I'm going to cook dinner. Anything you'd like?" 
He loved the look on Dave's face, the one of absolute sheer happiness. "Something nice and simple. Steak?" 
David laughed. "Do you eat anything else?!" 


He doubled over, hands clutching the car's dash as Dave beat his chest. "I'm a man! Demand meat! Cooked on 
fire! Shop! Now, wench!" 


Leaning against the car door, David gasped for breath, tears streaming down his cheeks. "You know that 
smacking?" He held up his thumb and forefinger, closing them a little. "You're this much closer to it" 


"Good!" A hand playfully clipped the side of his head. "Now go! Go catch and kill your best cow! Actually, fuck 
that! Bring it here and I'll slice off what | want!" 


That was it, steak for main and pie for dessert. Homemade, of course. There couldn't be anything else. With 
Dave trailing behind him, he collected what they needed, occasionally checking over his shoulder to see what 
the younger man was up to. He wasn't surprised when armfuls of oils and waxes were dumped into the 


shopping cart. 
"Running low." 


"l'm not surprised." Placing a hand over his heart, David feigned shock and hurt. "You spend more time loving 


your toys than you do me." 


An arm slid around his waist, a chuckle tickling his ear. "Now, you know that's a lie. Come here and kiss me." 


Stiffening, David tried not to smile, tried not to laugh as he pouted and stuck his nose in the air. "No. You don't 


love me any more. You love them more than mel" 

Fingers tickled his ribs, making him squirm, and tugging him closer. "Kiss. Now." 

"No! You don't want me any more! Go! Go and play with them. That's all you think about anyway!" 

When the fingers finally worked their way in to his armpit he had to laugh, doubled over as kisses rained down 
on his face and head. Finally able to stand upright, he grabbed Dave and pressed himself against a cooler, lips 
eagerly finding his. Hands tangled in his hair, holding him. In the back of his mind, Mustaine's words were 


beginning to fade, dying a death. He was everything Dave wanted, and nothing was going to change that. 


Panting, Dave looked at him with glazed eyes. "Thought you were against obnoxious public displays of 
affection?" 


Gently he bit the end of the younger man's nose. "With you? Never!" 
"Why don't you go play with your toys while | make dinner?" 
I'd rather play with you." 


"Liar!" David giggled when the dark haired man wrapped his arms around him from behind and nibbled on his 


neck. 

"Skip dinner." 

"No! I'm hungry.” 

Dave growled softly in his ear, "Me, too." 


The bassist's knees buckled. "Shit," he sighed. And visions of Dave taking him against the kitchen counter made 


his head swim. "No! No, not yet" He finally managed and wiggled free from Dave's arms. 

"Aw, you're no fun!" The singer pouted as he playfully stomped his foot and left the room in a huff. 

David had no idea where he wandered off to, instead he concentrated on dinner and the dessert he planned. He 
put foil-wrapped sweet potatoes on the grill and then prepared the chocolate silk pie and stored it in the 
refrigerator. David prepared the steaks with a rub of salt, pepper and chopped garlic before placing them on 
the grill. 


The aroma of the cooking meat brought Dave out of wherever he'd been hiding. 


"Damn, baby. That smells so good" 

"You thought you were the grill master around here, huh?" 

"So you know food. Where'd that come from, anyway?" 

David shrugged as he handed Dave a bottle of beer. “Just always liked cooking. | like experimenting, you know? 
It's like music. You have notes and you have ingredients. But its how you put them together that makes a 
great meal or a great melody. The notes and ingredients never change but the combinations of them that you 


dream up are what makes things great. | just always knew that, | guess." 


"That's an interesting take on it. So the same curiosity and interest you have for music is what attracted you 


to food?" 
"More or less, | guess." 
"| like it" 


They sat at the back porch table and ate their steaks and sweet potatoes that were slathered in butter and 
cinnamon. And then David fed his boyfriend the chocolate silk pie. Literally. Fed it to him by the forkful. 


"Damn, baby. That is so goddamn good" Dave moaned and leaned back in the chair. He unbuttoned his jeans and 
rubbed a hand over his stomach. 


"That is why | cook. For the joy it brings.” 

"That's why you make music, too." 

"See? You get it” David smiled. 

After they cleaned up, David excused himself and ran upstairs. He grabbed a couple items and threw them in a 
backpack and then grabbed Dave's own acoustic guitar rather than Mustaine's he still had Maybe he'd auction 


that off, too, and donate the money. He thought with a smirk. 


Returning downstairs, he handed the backpack and guitar to Dave and instructed him very sternly not to open 
it. 


‘| need to grab something from the barn, I'll be right back" 
"What is this for, babe?" 


"You'll see" He replied with a wink. 


Elliot's old camping gear was stored in the barn David found the small four man tent he had. 

The older man led Dave back down to the stream and then announced that they would be camping out tonight. 
"We're like a quarter mile from the house." 

"Yeah?" 

‘Is it still camping?" 

"Yes, it is. Now don't just stand there sassing me, help me set up this tent” 


Dave's eyebrows shot up as he grinned at his boyfriend. He absolutely adored this side of David. The 
spontaneous, imaginative, playful David thrilled him. At last, a playmate. 


In the dark of the trees, a hurricane lamp roaring at their feet, it took a good twenty minutes to put up the 
tent. They were surrounded by the sound of the night, the stream rolling over pebbles, leaves rustling in the 
silent breeze, birds settling down to sleep. Somewhere, outside the boundaries of the farm, were moose, bears, 


and wolves. 


Dave was surprised by how quickly David worked, poles and canvas going together as though he were creating 
some living beast. In a way, it would be, a space for them to hide away for the night. Picking up the rucksack, 
he began to open it. 


"Put it back down, Grohl" 
"Wanna know!" 
"No! Now come hold this guy rope for me." 


He did as he was told, unsure of how far to push David while he was brandishing a hammer. 


With the tent up, David emptied the majority of the rucksack, the cushions he'd crushed in fluffing back up. 
Blankets and sleeping bags had still been in the barn, thankfully Elliot had seen the sense in airing them. 
Although, with the humidity in the air, David wondered if they'd need any of them. While the sky was clear, he 
wondered how long it would be before the storm clouds rolled in. They hadn't had one yet, the storm season 


seeming to get later every year. Or perhaps that was his imagination 


Pulling the lantern in front of the tent, he plucked the guitar from the case and sat crossleqged on one of the 
cushions. Resting the guitar against his knees, David strurmmed at it, listening as the notes bounced around the 


trees. 


"Led Zep?" Dave sat beside him. 
He nodded and hummed along. 
"Hoping for rain tonight are you?" 


Grinning, he looked at his lover, taking in the way the lantern cast shadows over them. It was just them 


engulfed in a small patch of light, leaving them feeling as though they were the only people left alive. 
"Rain always sounds nice when you're camping," he softly replied. 
"Relaxing for you?" 


"Oh, yes." He turned his attention back to the guitar. "It was one of the things | missed about being trapped in 
LA. When the storms came, there were few places to go and hide, especially when Mustaine hid my car keys." 


"You're kidding?!" 


David shook his head. "Nope. Used to think | was going to escape. Wasn't allowed to go out without him. So when 
we finally got our own house, | set about building a gazebo with a canvas roof. Shipped in some large trees and 


| was set. It was my little hiding place from the world” 

"Didn't see it when we were there." 

Nudging Dave with his elbow, David smiled. "That's because it's in a super secret location" 

"Surely Mustaine knew?" 

"Oh, he did. Called me every degrading name under the sun for it. Apparently men, real men, aren't supposed to 
sit under trees and listen to the rain. Apparently it was bad for me to have a place to hide from him. He tore 
it down" 


"Fucker!" 


"And | rebuilt it" David grinned. "Again. And again. And again. Every time | rebuilt it, it was better than the 
last" He sighed. "It'll be the one thing | miss about that place. But." His voice picked up. "I have a tent, a lot of 


trees, and the most gorgeous man on the face of the planet to keep me company now." 


Chuckling, he wound an arm around David's waist and drew him close, listening as fingers danced along the 
guitar's fretboard. It truly was relaxing to be out in the open, the voice of the stream lulling him, music 
floating around them. Night time had a different scent to it, a cool, damp smell of a world which was sleeping. 


It excited him, made him want to stay awake through the darkness to see what would come. 


"| don't know about that," he replied, hand lovingly rubbing David's ribs. He smiled as the older man chuckled 
beneath his touches. 


"You are. Not just to me, but to millions of people. Confidence; you has it” 

"When did quoting internet memes become fashionable?" 

"| quoted one once. It was awful." 

Dave couldn't help but laugh. The man beside him was truly a geek, someone who connected with him on a 
million different levels. He couldn't imagine life without David. Life before it had been good, to a degree. Then it 
had tailed off, leaving him cold and closed off. All it had taken was a coffee and that huge smile to reawaken 
him. 

Shuffling away, he stood and walked to the tree line, neck stretched as he gazed at the dark sky. 

"Fuck me!" 

"Later!" 

"I fuckin’ hope so! The sky's fuckin’ gorgeous!" 

He heard David walk up behind him, arms loosely hanging around his waist, chin resting on his shoulder. "Yeah, 
its really beautiful around here. No light pollution And you're in luck. We're on the tail end of the Perseid 


meteor shower. Might see some tonight." 


As if on cue, one streaked across the sky, lighting the darkness before dramatically fizzling out. Dave breathed 
a soft, "Wow". 


Nuzzling his throat, David quietly asked, "Wish for anything?" 

Silence hung over them for a moment. "Yeah. You." 

"You got me. All of me." 

"Mm, not all of you. Not yet" The brunette tilted his head against David's. 

"Maybe we can fix that." David suggestively replied and then pressed himself against Dave's backside. 


"That's what | like to hear" And he turned around in his lover's arms. "| want you, David. | want to feel you 


inside of me." He lowered his mouth to David's and kissed him deeply. 


David broke the kiss and led Dave back to the tent. He tried to lower himself to the ground to crawl inside 


when the singer stopped him. 
"Out here, under the stars, David. Take me out here." 


Just from Dave's eager words, the older man's head swam. He was so open and so encouraging, wanting to be 
taken. It was foreign to him, a concept he hadn't fully understood. It had been beaten into his head that a man 
who wanted his lover to penetrate him was a weak man. Only a stronger man was on top, only a man who had 
the power to take could take. And yet, this gorgeous, loving, confident man before him was offering himself to 


David. Willingly allowing David to take him, to top him. 


The dark haired man lifted David's shirt over his head and then ran his hands over his chest. His mouth was 
tickling and teasing David's throat. His fingers had now reached the button on his pants. As they slipped to the 
ground, so did Dave. Settling on his knees, he gently took David's semi-erect cock in his hands. David watched 
with wide eyes as the flicker of the lantern danced shadows over them. Hands stroked him as lips playfully 
kissed across his abdomen and back again. He teased and taunted David until he was achingly hard. 


"Ready, baby?" he asked as he leaned back and pulled his own shirt off. "Want me? Want to fuck me?" He stood 


and kicked off his sneakers before discarding his jeans and shorts. 


David watched with his cock in his hand, stroking it, rubbing his thumb over the slit. "Yeah. | want you. Wanna 
fuck you." 


"Come and get me, then," Dave told him with a sneer. And then he turned, walked away a few steps and 


lowered himself onto the cool, dew-covered grass. 


David laughed softly at the sight before him. There was his lover, on his stomach, pushing his ass into the air 
and wiggling it. "Better be careful there, Grohl. It is bear mating season, you know." 


"Funny. | wouldn't consider you a bear. Too pretty.’ 


The older man huffed and shook his head as he rummaged in his backpack for the tube of coconut lube. He 
was doing this. He was going to finally feel what it was like to be inside of someone and he thanked God it was 


Dave. Someone he loved very much. 


Stretching himself out beside Dave, he savoured the feeling of the cool, damp grass against his skin. 
Everything told him to stop, that what he was doing wasn't right, at least not for him. For so long the power 
had been taken away, stolen by another. Now it was being handed back, arms outstretched and telling him to 
take everything he needed. 


Swallowing down his nerves, he draped an arm around his boyfriend's neck, fingers tickling at the ends of his 
hair. Lips willingly met his, a strong around around his shoulders, pulling him closer. With a soft moan, he went 
to his lover, watching everything in the low, yellow light. Emotions, all of them happy and expectant, danced 
across Dave's face, his willingness to heal David's wounds lovingly evident. 


"Show me, David. Show me you love me." 

Pressing a hand to Dave's shoulder, he eased the younger man on to his back, watching as he writhed against 
the grass, back arching and a hand gliding down his honed body to his erection Fuck, he was beautiful. Beautiful, 
and all David's. 

Easing the dark haired man's legs apart, David pressed a kiss to his stomach. Slowly he worked his way up, 
counting ribs with kisses, tongue tracing every flesh-bound design. Beneath him, Dave shuddered and moaned, 
one hand pressed into David's back, the other tangled in his hair, neck arched as lips finally found his throat. 
"Fuck! Fuck, David." 

Nipping at his lover's tight flesh, he chuckled. "What?" 


"You sure you've never done this before?" 


His tongue curled around the shell of Dave's ear, tasting skin and sweat. It excited him, skin tingling, cock aching. 


"Never." 

Dave's voice came as a low hiss, "Fuckkkk.. Just fuck me already." 

"No." He sucked on his lover's soft earlobe. 

"Davidl" Fingernails grazed down his back. 

"Not gonna fuck you." 

A leg wound around his waist, heel pressed into the small of his back. "Please. Fuck me. Now." 


He continued to lay gentle kisses to Dave's throat and shoulder, hands ghosting along his sides. He wanted to do 


it, wanted to finally take out the final barrier. But not until he'd heard the words he wanted to hear. 
"David." 

"Yeah?" 

"Make love to me." 

Reaching beside them, he picked up the bottle of lube and uncapped it. "Now that's what | wanted to hear." 


Kissing his way back down Dave's body, he spread some of the fruity smelling gel on his fingers. Propped on 
his elbows, Dave watched him, eyes black pools in the low light. When David's first finger grazed over his 


entrance he groaned and sank back to the ground, fingers once more tearing through his hair. So gentle. So 
slow. David's lack of speed so deliciously painful. No one had ever taken so much time over him. Never tended 
to him in such a way. Mostly they were quick, over in moments. Although he suspected that once David was 
inside of him, it wouldn't last for long. Here was a man who'd seen it all and done nothing. Yet it was something 


which endeared him to David, happily watching as the brunette discovered each new thing. 


Another finger slowly slid into him, brushing over his prostate before carefully scissoring. It was as though an 


electric shock had passed through him, body tightening, head back. 

"Fuck, David!" 

A chuckle came from beside his feet. "Don't you know any other words?" 

"In situations like this?" he gasped. "No. Not when you're driving me fuckin’ borderline crazy." 

"And that's a good thing, right?" 

"Y-Yeah. Really good" David's fingers plunged back in to him, and he shuddered again. "Holy fucking helll" 

"You know." David repeated the motion over and again, the dark haired man almost limp from the balls of red 
hot energy which careened through him. "I could do this all night” Again, deeper this time, fingers finding his 
prostate and gently massaging it, sending Dave into a frenzy of whimpering and pleading, hands alternating 
between clawing his hair and the ground. "But I'm not" 

Sitting back on his heels, David caught his breath. That was him. He'd done that. He'd pushed someone to the 
edge and pulled them back. Dave lay before him, legs spread wide, one hand on his heart, chest rising and 
falling. Quickly he coated his cock with the coconut gel. There was no way he could wait any longer. No way he 


could hold back now. 


Crawling back to his boyfriend, he took one of his long, slender legs and draped it over his shoulder. Kissing his 
ankle, he asked, "Ready?" 


All he got was a nod, Dave still panting. 


Easing forward, he pressed the head of his aching erection to his boyfriend's entrance, letting out a low growl 
as a plush, tight warmth engulfed him. 


"Fuck, Dave." 
His boyfriend managed a chuckle, eyes opening as David slowly eased himself forward. 


"You feel so good!" he groaned as he hooked a hand under one of Dave's knees and lifted it. His other hand 
sought out his lover's cock and stroked it slowly. 


"Go deeper," Dave encouraged him as he wound a hand back into the soft honey colored hair he loved so much. 


The older man threw his head back and closed his eyes as he pushed deeper into his lover. Withdrawing slowly, 


he pushed deeper again, bumping against that sweet spot again, causing Dave to growl and writhe. 

"Yeah, baby. Right there. Again" 

"Is it good?" 

"lts so fucking good! Again, please!" 

David grinned and pushed in deeper and harder, continually stroking against the singer's prostate. He'd never 
felt anything quite like this. The warmth enveloped him and stoked the fire that crackled and raged deep in his 
core. The intimate connection he shared with Dave was amazing. To know that he was providing his lover with 
such pleasure made his heart sing. 

When Dave's other knee pressed against his hip, David found his ankle and wrapped his fingers around it. He let 
his other hand slide down Dave's calf to that angle as well. He held them firm as his hips rocked back and 
forth, thrusting in and out of his boyfriend. The younger man's hand slid down his stomach and took up 
stroking himself. David watched, adjusting his tempo to match that of his lover's hand. 

"Let me see you come, baby," he grunted. "Stroke yourself until you come." 


"Fuck me harder, David. Really fucking give it to me. | want it" 


Their eyes met for a moment. Dave's mouth was set in a hard line. David pulled his bottom lip between his 


teeth. 
"Do it, please." 


Faster, harder David plunged into him. A sheen of sweat dotted his brow and drenched his hairline, each deep 
thrust producing a grunt or a groan only matched by the howls of the man beneath him. 


"Come on, yes! More!" 


And he felt it. He felt his lover tighten around him and David's eyes snapped open just in time to watch Dave 
give himself one last, hard stroke. His knuckles were white as his fist tightened around his cock, the muscles in 


his forearm rippled. Warm, wet strings of white, pearly come splattered onto his chest. 


David pulled out and leaned over Dave, licking the come from his hot skin Hips still rocking, he rubbed his 
erection against Dave's slowly withering cock until the fire deep inside of him erupted. His teeth clamped down 


on Dave's nipple as his body tensed. With a final thrust, he came against his lover's stomach. Dave hissed over 


the pain of David's bite and his hands knotted in his hair. 

Gently, David released the nipple and whimpered. 

"Ya okay, baby?" Dave whispered. 

| can't believe how fucking good that felt. I'm sorry | bit you." 

"That's okay." The dark haired man laughed softly. "Come here, look at me" 

His lover lifted his head and Dave held his face in both hands. Large, hazy eyes met his and he smiled. 

"| love you so much." And then he pulled him down, into a kiss. 

Drunkenly he gave in to the kiss, his head swimming as he raked a hand through Dave's hair. Beneath him, the 
younger man hissed, teeth nipping at his lower lip. Hungrily kissing him, David tugged a little harder, Dave 


snarling against his mouth, neck arching. 


"Harder," he hissed, the pain flaring through him. It exciting, bursting behind his eyes, erasing the pain of 


previous years. 


Slowly David's hand slid away and he opened his eyes to look up into David's eyes. The older man's face was 
set, stony and unreadable. 


"No," David murmured, one hand gently petting Dave's hair. "Not gonna do that." 


"Why not?" The question was out of his mouth before his brain had even engaged. Reaching out, he pulled 
David down to him, giving him another kiss. "Sorry. Didn't think” 


"s alright" Sighing, David lay against him, head on his chest. "Just reminded me of him." 

‘It's okay. | understand. Really | do. But, David" 

"Yeah?" 

‘If it bothers you that much, why did you blow a bunch of money on an $ and M site?" 

His boyfriend fell silent, fingers grazing his ribs before slipping down over his hip and to his thigh. 

"Because that's different," he quietly replied "It's different when people agree to it. And hopefully it'll help get 


rid of the memories of Mustaine. But that moment, with you pinned down, pulling your hair, you biting me. Too 


many memories, I'm sorry." 


He couldn't help but feel sad. The ache in David was so obvious, so evident. He was surprised others hadn't 
picked up on just how broken David was. His mind wandered back to the videos he'd watched before he'd first 
come out to Jackson. Happy. That's how David looked. Perpetually happy. It sparkled through his eyes, his soul 
lit with the love of someone who was enjoying life. No one, except for David and Mustaine, knew what was 


really going on 


Wrapping his arm tighter around David, he kissed the soft waves of honey-brown hair. "Like | said, its okay. 
But, you know, | kinda like having my hair pulled, especially in moments like that. Do you think you'll ever get 
used to it?" 


David's chin rested on his breastbone, a small smile on his lips, eyes beginning to sparkle in the light of the 


lamp. "Yeah, l'm sure | will." 


Sweeping a hand over David's hair, he tucked messy strands behind his boyfriend's ear, and gave him a soft 
smile. "Thank you. | appreciate it” 


The night may have been cool, but the tent was warm, the lamp turned low in one corner. Curled around one 
another, they were wrapped in blankets and sleeping bags, clothes tossed to one side. Lips and fingers explored, 
soft sighs rolling around the canvas walls. Outside, thunder rumbled across the sky and the first raindrops 
began to fall, pattering against the tent. 


Chapter 2! 


"Sky lights." The older man muttered softly into Dave's ear. 
"Hm?" 


"Gonna put sky lights into our loft upstairs to hear the rain and see the moon light. And | imagined keeping the 


warehouse feel to it. Nice open spaces, not boxy rooms." 
"Go to sleep, baby," the younger man chuckled gently and kissed David's cheek 


‘It's gonna be so great!" And he snuggled deeper under the blankets and pressed his nose to Dave's chest. 


They closed on the purchase of the warehouse in the morning. And in the afternoon, they were walking 
through the space with the contractor. 


Grohl walked slowly behind his boyfriend and the contractor and listened to David lay out his plans. He was so 
impressed with David's vision and his passion to bring it to life. And it sounded great to him. They would divide 
the bottom floor into just about two halves. One to house a coffee shop and kitchen. One to house a garage 
large enough for his vehicles and bikes. Upstairs, David wanted to keep the space as open as possible. They'd 


wall in a large bathroom and bedroom, but the rest of the space would remain open. 


The contractor was nearly as enthusiastic about the project as David. He took notes and photos and promised 


to email David with a figure by the end of the week. 


The bassist was still talking about his different ideas when they arrived back at the farm. In the kitchen, David 


went right for the coffee machine. 
"Don't you have any ideas? Anything you want in the place that we haven't talked about yet?" 
"Umm." Dave pressed a finger to his lips as he thought. "The only thing | need in the place is you: 
‘Im serious” 


"So am I. | like the sky lights idea And lots of windows. | like the idea of leaving the space as open as possible. A 
big shower. | want a big shower that we can both fit in together. And a big bed." 


"Big shower. Can do. And big bed, of course." He approached his boyfriend and wrapped his arms around him. He 
was about to pull Dave down to kiss him when he noticed the small stack of mail on the counter behind him. 


An envelope addressed to David sat on top. He maneuvered around Dave and lifted the letter. Postmarked 


California. His hands shook and he inhaled sharply. 
"What is it?" the younger man asked. 
"Not sure," he muttered. He had a feeling, though. 


He slid a sharp knife from the block on the counter and slit the envelope open. He unfolded the paper inside 


and, in Mustaine's messy script were the words, "I'm coming up there and dragging you back by your hair." 


Quietly, he dropped the paper to the counter and turned back to the coffee maker. Dave picked it up and read 
it. 


"You know he's just full of shit. He's only trying to scare you." 
"My head knows that, sure." 


"And your heart knows it as well. David, | will never allow this to happen. | will make sure he never touches one 


single, beautiful hair on your body." 


"I know that, too." Soft, quivering voice as his hands clenched the counter top. 


Leaning against the kitchen door, a mug of coffee in his hands, he intently watched David. Calm, collected, head 
down, the older man had a hunting rifle on the table. Dave didn't even see him move, the gun seeming to fall 


apart in his hands, the parts laid out as they were carefully cleaned, 
"David?" 

"Mmm." 

"You don't need to do this." 


Frankly, the gun worried him a little. If things got a little too heavy, would David end up turning it on himself? 
He definitely wasn't the type to go crazy anywhere with one. Accepting that the brunette knew what he was 
doing was hard. He'd tried to forget that, once upon a time, David had probably gone out hunting. A quick 
search of the internet had thrown up an image of the older man, sitting on some stairs, proudly displaying his 
arsenal. No, he'd never use them in hate. They were used because he was born and raised on a farm, an 


essential tool in his lover's life. 
"Yeah, | do." David's voice was distant, his focus completely on the job at hand. 


As if by magic, the gun was reassembled, the parts which had been spread across the table coming together 


in one deadly weapon. The sight of it leaning against David's shoulder, his eye sighting along it, sent a shiver 
down Dave's spine. 


Nervously he stepped up behind David and laid a hand on his shoulder. "Come on. Come to bed. Forget about it. 


He's not going to come up here." 


Lying the gun back down, David glanced up and over his shoulder. His face was grim, skin pale. "Sweetie, you 
know he's crazy. A million shades of crazy. Doesn't matter what they've slapped on his ass, if he's made bail, 
he's coming. And if he does, I'm going to hand his ass to him on a plate. No way he's coming for you, my 


family, or me." 
He closed his eyes as Dave leaned down and pressed a kiss to his forehead, fingers plucking his hand from the 


table and tugging him to his feet. "Look, as much as Assertive David makes me want to bend him over the 
table and fuck his brains out, he's going to bed. Now." 


The next few days passed in a blur, the contractors coming back with a quote. David just smiled and nodded, 
handing it back and instructing them to begin at their earliest convenience. 


"So?" Dave asked. "How much?" 


"Just shy of a million" He looped his arms around Dave's waist and pulled him close. "But it's worth it. Worth 
every penny.” Gazing into dark, endless eyes, he smiled. "Thanks." 


"What for?" 

"Keeping me sane these past few days” 

"You still thirking about that note?" 

He sighed and nodded, eyes gazing over Dave's shoulder and to the street beyond. "Yeah" 


Hands clasped his hips and pulled him hard against the other's body, before sliding into his back pockets and 
cupping his ass. Chuckling, he grinned up at Dave. 


I'm serious." Dave tried his best serious face and failed. "See. Trying a serious face here. Stop. Thinking. About. 
It. He's not coming. Not today. Not tomorrow. Not ever. So stop worrying.’ 


Pouting dramatically, David cocked his head and widened his eyes. "But l'm the worrier. That's what l'm 
supposed to do. Worry about this place. Worry about Mom. Worry about Elliot. Worry about you and your 


stupid ass driving skills." 


"Hey! You like my stupid ass driving skills." 
His pout changed to a grin and he gave Dave a quick kiss. "You're right, | do." 


A finger tapped his forehead. "So stop worrying, okay. Otherwise your apron's going to be printed with the 
word "Mom" in big white letters." David's grin changed to a chuckle and Dave gave him another kiss. "Better." 


The renovation was underway. They had decided to convert the second floor to their living space first so that 


they could move up to Minneapolis and take part in the first floor conversion first hand. 


David hadn't stopped worrying. Dave could see the tension in his face in the rigidity of his shoulders and in the 
way his eyes were constantly darting back and forth, looking, scanning. The younger man had stopped telling 
David to relax and not to worry. It was pointless. He wouldn't stop no matter how much Dave wanted him to. 


Some behaviors just never died. 

He had a plan. David was worn out from stress and from worry and from being on his guard ever since that 
fucking note had come. He needed a little relaxation and fun. So Dave loaded up the old van with Elliot's tent and 
sleeping bags. A few things of his own, including his guitar and amp, along with David's bass and amp and he 
left the van waiting in the driveway. 


"Wakey, wakey, hands off snakey," he coved into his boyfriend's ear. "We have a busy day ahead of us. Better 
get up!" 


David was sitting up, eyes wide open, as soon as Dave shook his shoulder. 


"What happened to the days of you grumbling and rolling over? Now you're up like a shot, all paranoid. This has 
to stop, baby. Nothing is going to happen” 


David pressed the heels of his palms to his eyes. "I know, you're probably right. | just can't shake this feeling.” 
"Well, try. Because we have a long day of fun ahead" 


"Fun? Dave, no. We have too much work to do. We can't just be running off to have fun every time you get a 


whim." 
"Yes, we can" 
"No! Dammit, Dave! You just have no fucking concept of how important this is to me, do you? Every day's a 


fucking party to you. Well, excuse me if some of us have to take on some work" David stood from the bed 


and cast the younger man a glare. 


Dave could choose to feel hurt by his boyfriend's outburst. After all, he was simply planning a day of escape 
for David. He understood how important this was for him and how the stress of his prior life was catching up 
with him. He still didn't deserve to be attacked like that. But he was willing to absorb it because that's what 
David needed of him at this moment. 

"Hey," he began quietly. "Come here." And he opened his arms, allowing David to melt into them. 

‘lm sorry," the older man mumbled against Dave's chest. 

"Its all right. Take a shower and get dressed. Meet me downstairs." 

"We're not going out. We have work to do." 

"We're going to the warehouse. Just relax and trust me, please." 


"Fine." 


"Good" And he gave David a kiss before leaving him to get ready. 


Armed with a travel mug of coffee in each hand, Dave smiled brightly when David met him on the porch. 
"Ready?" 

"What do you have up your sleeve, Grohl?" 

"Nothing." 

"You lie." 

"Nope, short sleeves. Nothing can hide up here." 

"Let me just get one thing." David ducked back inside and reappeared with the rifle bag. 

"David." 


Listen. You can make all the plans you want and we'll do whatever it is you've cooked up but this is coming 


with us. Not up for discussion" 


Dave sighed and muttered, "Fine. Let's go.” 


"Where's Jesse and the crew?" the older man wondered when they arrived at their building 
"Took today off" Dave said simply as he jumped from the van 

"What do you mean they took the day off? Dave, what the hell is going on??" 

"Help me take some of this stuff upstairs and Ill show you what's going on" 


The living space was slowly taking shape. The plumbing had been repaired and replaced as needed. The kitchen 
and bathroom were halfway completed. The old windows had been replaced with new, floor to ceiling factory 
style, with twelve by twelve panes and panels that tilted open. The sky lights were installed. Two in the living 


area, one over the area that would eventually be the bedroom. 


Dave dropped the tent and blankets there. David carried in the guitars and amps. He was slowly getting the 


picture. Dave carried up a couple more boxes, both of which were off limits to David. For now. 
"Hey, Dave?" 

"Uh huh?" 

"What's with the giant sheet on this wall? What are they doing over here?" 

"They didnt put that up. | did” 

"For what?" 

"Movie night." Dave grinned 


Raising an eyebrow, David leaned against a wall, arms folded over his chest. He felt edgy, annoyed even, at 
being dragged away from the one thing which was keeping his mind going. Well, one of two things. The other 
stood across the room, grinning like an idiot, and David slowly felt himself begin to soften. A day wouldn't hurt, 


would it? 


The dark haired man emptied the contents of the tent onto the floor, purposefully ignoring David as he began 
to put it together. David would come to him when he was ready. For the moment it was best to leave the 
brunette to sort through his thoughts and to calm down. As much as he loved the older man, David needed to 
learn a few things and one of those was to chill the fuck out. Life was for living, not for racing through like a 
freight train, never stopping to admire the scenery or smell the flowers. And there was at least one piece of 
scenery he wanted to stop and admire, at least for a few hours. While the work on the warehouse was going 
well, David regularly returned to the farm exhausted and dropped straight in to bed. It took convincing to get 
him to eat, David seeming to run on adrenaline and coffee. Dave was scared he was going to wind up in one of 


two places; the hospital or the morgue. 


Snuffling softly, David finally pushed himself away from the wall and wandered over to his boyfriend. Crouching 
down, he smiled, and took some of the poles, carefully sliding them together. Quietly they worked in unison, the 
tent quickly coming together. When it was complete, David stood back and smiled. 

"This is your grand plan, huh? Camping in here?" 

Dave shrugged. "Yeah. And? You don't like it?" 

Looping and arm around his boyfriend's waist, David rested his head against Dave's. "I love it. |-" 

"You what?" 


"I just don't want to make a habit of breaking away from work" 


Fingers tickled at the hem of his shift, lifting it and grazing against his back. David shivered beneath the gentle 


touches. 

"You've got to learn to relax, babe.” 

"| do 

"When? 

David pouted and looked around at the unfinished building. "At night" 


"No, that's not relaxing. You come in, absolutely exhausted, fall into bed, and sleep for eight solid hours before 
you drag yourself out and do it all over again. And I'm tired of seeing you like that." Gently he ruffled David's 
hair. "| love you, more than you can probably ever imagine, and | want to spend some quality time with you. 
Not have you running around and only speaking to me when you want coffee. Is it so wrong that | want to 
spend time with you?" 

Yes, he was whining. Yes, he was mourning not seeing his happy, smiley farmy. But he needed to say something. 
Their lives, and health, were at risk. If not physical, then mental. He'd seen it happen before. Seen people 
become cold and distant when they had something better to do. And there wasn't a hope he was going to lose 


David, at least not to a construction project. 


David's arm tightened around him and the brunette stepped in front of him, free hand cupping Dave's face. 


Caramel eyes shimmered, a small smile playing on his boyfriend's lips. 
‘lm sorry," David murmured. 


Dave felt himself pout. "What for?" 


"For abandoning you like that. Didn't think it was affecting you so much." 

And | don't want to become like Mustaine and Taylor, he thought. Dont want to be standing there, hands 
outstretched, taking everything from you and never giving back You gave me everything You gave me a new 
world And thats something Hi never let go of. 

Sliding his hand into the back of Dave's neck, David gave him a gentle kiss, a kiss which promised so much 
more. "Why don't you show me what you've got planned for today." He pulled the younger man closer to him, 
growling softly against his lips. "cause, baby, you've got to top everything else you've done." 

"Maybe I'm not ready to show you all my secrets just yet. But right now, | think we should play." 

"Oh yeah?" 

"Uh huh." And Dave picked up his case and took out his Gibson. "Here. You play this." 

"Really?" David stared at him. 

"Yeah, really. Take it” 

He threw the strap over his head and turned on the amp. Dave strapped David's bass on. 

"What do you want to play?" 

"Play whatever you want. I'll follow you," Dave told him. 

"Well, | would be remiss if | didn't do this." David smirked and began the opening chords of Everlong. 

"You do that song, you gotta sing it, tool" Dave smirked. 

"Fine," the lighter haired man replied. And he did, he sang the whole song for Dave. 


"Wish | had a kit with me." 


"So pick one up out of storage, we can keep things here eventually. Maybe we can add in a little space to jam 


in the garage area downstairs." 


And then it was Dave's turn to pick a song. He studied David's expectant face for a moment. And then he 
began play Zeppelin's Kashmir. David grinned and played along. And both of them sang. 


After that song, Dave ginned at his boyfriend. "Teach me." 


"Teach you what? You don't need me to each you anything. | bet you hear something once and can play it back 
flawlessly. Play my Peace Sells part." 


"No, | can't. That's what | want you to teach me." 
"Nope. Play it for me right now." 
"David, | can't!" 


"You're lying to me" The older man smiled even as he slid the Gibson over his head and set it down gently. He 
stood behind Dave and laid his hands over the singer's. "Watch, we'll go slow." 


After another hour of playing around, Dave decided it was time for something to eat and maybe a movie. He 
sent David down to the van, claiming he must have left his wallet in there. While he was gone, the brunette 
ran around setting up candles and building a nest in the middle of the floor. He also had with him a couple of 
those toys David ordered and some lotions and oils and lubes. Operation: David Will Relax Or Else was on. 
"Dave! Your wallet wasn't in - Oh." 

"Come here. Choose. Watch a movie on the wall or order a pizza?" 

Recovering quickly, the shorter man grinned. "Cant we do both?" 

It didn't take much for Dave to give in to pizza AND a movie. Actually, all it took was a pout, those wide, 
innocent eyes, and David pinning him against the wall, threatening to take away certain privileges if his wishes 


weren't fulfilled. 


With pizza boxes spread over the floor, they curled in the nest, comfortable and warm, as the opening credits 


of the film rolled. 


"While You Were Sleeping'?" David mused. "Really now? A romantic comedy? You couldn't come up with 


anything better than that?" 

| can send that pizza back, you know." 

Hooking a foot around the box, David pouted and possessively pulled it towards him. 

Feeling fat from pizza, David finally settled down, nestled into the layers of blankets, sleeping bags, and pillows. 
An arm wound around around his shoulders, and he willingly followed it, curling around Dave. Draping an arm 
over his boyfriend's chest, he ran his fingers along his sides, listening as the younger man purred 


appreciatively. 


The warmth of relaxation began to settle over him, working its way into his body, and he idly watched the 


movie, laughing and trying not to cry at the right parts. A crash from the lower level had him on his feet, 


heart pounding, eyes wide and looking around himself. 


Chapter 22 


The warmth of relaxation began to settle over him, working its way into his body, and he idly watched the 
movie, laughing and trying not to cry at the right parts. A crash from the lower level had him on his feet, 


heart pounding, eyes wide and looking around himself. 

"David?" 

Turning to Dave, he lifted a finger to his lips. 

"David, he's not here," the dark haired man whispered. "Come back here." 


Shaking his head, he knelt on the floor, ears listening for the slightest sound as he unpacked the rifle. In 
seconds, it was loaded, a small torch clipped to one side. Behind him, he could hear Dave quietly whispering his 
name, trying to call him back. But David wasn't listening. Wouldn't listen until he knew that the coast was clear. 


Creeping along the wall, he glanced down the stairs, eyes peering through the unlit gloom. Shards of sunlight 
flared through the windows, leaving parts in darkness. Tiptoeing down the stairs, he searched the open expanse 
before him, eyes following the muzzle of the gun. His finger tightened around the trigger, and he desperately 
tried to keep his breath steady. Mustaine wasn't here. No one knew they were here. And no one would have 


told him either. 


But it still didn't stop him, the paranoia and anxious growing. Keeping himself in a low position, David quietly 
moved along the walls, flicking on the torch when he came to the shadows. A strong blast of light flared from 
it, and he scanned back and forth. 


In a corner something moved, the sound of skittering loud in the otherwise empty space. David felt his fear 
rise, sweat beading along his neck. Raising the gun, he searched with it. 


Suddenly a bird burst from the shadows, twittering as it took off and made for the small hole it had worked 


its way through. A scream tore from David's lungs, the paranoia finally snapping. 


Panting, David leaned against the wall. Sliding down it, he rested the gun's stock between his legs and leaned his 
head against the long barrel, fingers working the unused shots free. They clattered to the floor, rolling 
between his legs. From above, he heard Dave calling to him, feet pounding down the stairs, hands reaching for 


him. The irony of his imagined bad guy being a blackbird wasn't lost on him. 


"Baby, please," the younger man murmured softly in David's ear as he held him close. He took the rifle from 
David's hand and pulled him against his chest. "I need you." 


David looked up at Dave's face when he heard him say that. "What? Need me for what?" 


| need you to be here. With me. Look at me. You are going to end up in a padded room if you don't relax." 
"You're not taking this seriously!" 


The brunette led his boyfriend back up the stairs. He laid the rifle down on the work table and with a hand 
firmly clasping David's, he led him back to the nest. 


"Strip, please," he told the shorter man. 

"What?" 

"You heard me. Get naked, birthday suit, now." 

And then he, himself, stripped down to his shorts. David stood and watched. 

"Waiting!" The younger man crossed his arms over his chest and gave his boyfriend a glare. 

'|.what..you don't understand," David muttered as he lowered his eyes to stare at the floor. 

"David, baby, look at me. | do understand. He threatened you and you finally have this strength and 
determination to not allow him to do that and | think that's incredible. Sexy, too, by the way. But baby, it 
doesn't matter if you're on ten or if you're chill, if he's gonna come up here, he's gonna come here. And if he 
does, | have every confidence that you will not allow anything to happen Not to yourself, not to me, not to 
your mother or Elliot or this place. | trust you because | know are strong enough to face him. Now, trust 


yourself and trust me. Okay?" 


The way the bassist's posture changed, Dave knew he'd gotten through to him. David slowly peeled his clothes 
off and laid down on the nest of blankets, face down, as Dave instructed. 


"Now," he began. "| want you to close your eyes and | want you to tell me about that stream in the backyard 


you like so much. Tell me about the first time you discovered it" 


Dave picked up the bottle of the lavender scented massage oil and then sat down on David's thighs. He drizzled 
some of the oil in the palm of his hand and then rubbed both hands together. 


"Go on" The brunette gently urged David to start talking as his hands landed on the older man's shoulders. He 
began to rub and knead the knots and anxiety away. Fingers traveled slowly but firmly over the scarred tissue. 


"I think | was about six or seven Elliot was a little older so we got to spend the summer alone, you know? It 


was a long time ago, two farm kids our ages would have known how to take care of ourselves by then 


The aroma of the oil filled their senses as Dave's hands traveled slowly but firmly over shoulders and neck. 


"Go on" 


"Well," David chuckled gently. "Elliot found the rope.okay, stole the rope from Daddy's truck one day. Got into a 
heap of shit for that one. We tied it to that tree and we'd spend hours in that stream, swinging and jumping. 
When we got tired, we'd lay on our backs on the bank and watch the clouds. We'd shout out all the different 


shapes we saw." 


The brunette smiled as his talented fingers kneaded and rubbed and massaged down his boyfriend's spine, 
easing out all the tension. 


"Tell me about the time you drove the tractor into town," he prompted as hands slipped onto the man's hips 


and rubbed them out before easing onto his ass cheeks. 

"Shit, Dave. That is so good." 

"Mmm, l'm happy you are enjoying it. Now, why'd you take the tractor?" 

"To impress a boy." 

Dave laughed softly. 

"He was older, Elliot's friend. His name was Bobby Westin. He was cute. Long, blonde hair like a young Hetfield. 
Same blue eyes, too. But a much softer, prettier voice. He had no idea | liked him. Just figured | was the 
annoying little brother of his friend. One day he just dared me to do it. | thought maybe if | did, he'd like me. 
And | could tell him that | liked him." 


"Did it work?" 


"Hell no. | chickened out. Telling him that is, you know already | took the tractor. He did put his arm around me 
and tell me | was badass, though." He laughed. 


"I think you're badass, too." And with that, Dave continued to stroke and massage David's ass and then scooted 
his body down David's legs so that he could work on the backs of his thighs next. He spread his hands across 
the thighs and rubbed up and down. 


"You are really good at this," David mumbled as he yawned. 
I'm happy it's working for you." And then he moved down David's calves, massaging and rubbing and caressing. 
Strong, firm fingers wrapped around David's ankle and raised it, bending his leg at the knee. Thumbs worked 


into the instep of the foot as lips closed around a toe. 


David giggled at first and then began to find himself aroused at the feeling of Dave's warm wet mouth 


enclosed around his toes. 


If you roll over, lover, | will suck something else. Or perhaps, you want to try some the items | brought?" 


Burying his head into the pillow, David breathed through his nose. Deep, even, relaxed breaths, his body melting 
against the blankets. His mind was filled with images of his younger days, of the small boy who'd followed his 
Dad everywhere. Of the teenager who'd teased his mother until she'd shouted at him and threatened him with 
a frying pan. Smiling serenely, he rolled on to his back, one knee drawn up as he looked his lover with heavy 


eyes. 
A hand pressed to his knee, gently pushing it down and out, spreading him. "How you feelin?" 
Closing his eyes, David gave a husky chuckle. "Great! 

"Better?" 

"Yeah, much better.” 


The hand crept from his knee, sliding along the soft inner flesh of his thigh before ghosting over his cock He 
twitched beneath the touch, eyes staying closed as his fingers closed around those of his boyfriend's. Kisses 
followed, tracing the route the fingers had taken. They found the base of his cock, tiny, fluttering kisses 
pressed against his velvety flesh. Sighing, he resisted the urge to just grab a handful of dark hair and force 
the delicious mouth around his dick He needed to learn to relax, to savour the moment, to feel everything his 


beautiful boyfriend had to offer. 

"David?" 

"Mmm." He opened an eye. 

"Im going to put something over your eyes. Are you okay with that?" 


He knew he had to be careful with David. Knew that asking before he did anything of a sexual nature was the 
best way to go. Do something by surprise and Dave knew that if it scared the brunette then he'd be gone, 


bolting in to the night, never to be seen again. 


David's smile just fluttered, eyes opening and closing, and he gave Dave a small nod. A red, silk scarf was 
carefully draped over his eyes. Not tied, just left to lie there so that, if he needed to, he could remove it. 
Nothing was being forced on him and the feelings it brought for the made him want to cry. Later, later he 
could show his emotion and thank the man at his feet for all the care he was showing. 


Something soft, feathery even, floated over his left foot, sweeping up the underside before tickling along his 
calf. Laughing, he flinched, pulling away before his ankle was caught and brought back. He wanted to lift the 
scarf away from his eyes, wanted to look but, at the same time, he was enjoying the teasing, enjoying the way 
it made him feel. Sensations tingled through him, lighting his nerves, and making him squirm. 


The soft object drifted higher, over his thigh, before it whispered around his balls. A fire coursed in his 
stomach, tightening and flaring, and David lifted his hips, quietly pleading. The feather disappeared and he 
groaned, sinking back to the blankets. 

"Like that?" Breath whispered by his ear. 

Swallowing hard, he nodded. 


"Want more?" 


Again, he nodded and the the feathers returned, stroking along the hard underside of his cock. Gritting his 
teeth, David clawed at the blankets, hips rocking up. 


"Want something more?" Dave's voice sounded heavier, huskier, laden with lust. 
"Yes." 
"What would you like, babe?" 


His hands slid to the scarf but, at the last moment, he chose to leave it in place. "You," he growled softly. "l 
want you. Right now." 


"What do you want me to do?" 

"Lay down here like this," David told him. 

As Dave stretched out on his back, his lover pulled the sik scarf off of his face and sat up. 
"Can | put this on you?" 

"Course you can" He smiled and ran his hand down David's forearm. 

Can | use the feathers on you?" 

E 


After David laid the scarf over the younger man's face, he drew his fingertips down Dave's jaw. "You're so 


beautiful. | love you so much." 
"| love you, too, David. Do whatever you want to do." 


Leaning over his lover, David nipped at his ear with his lips before he hissed, "I will." 


The brunette shuddered as a grin broke his lips. 


The bassist drew the feather up the inside of Dave's calf, over his knee, up the inside of the thigh. Higher, 
across his abdomen, causing the singer to twitch and giggle. 


"Ticklish right there, baby?" 
"Mmm. Again, please." 


"Maybe." David snickered, drawing the feather higher over that gorgeous stomach and chest, right up to his 
neck. 


The dark haired man scrunched up and giggled. And then he felt the very tip of the feather sweep across his 
bottom lip. Followed closely by another lip and soft, warm breath. 


"You're the most amazing man I've ever met. You make me feel like | can do anything in the world. You saved 


me, you know! 

"Oh, David" And his hands sought out the man, pressing his fingers to David's cheeks. 
"Trust me?" 

"Always" 

"Good" 


And suddenly there was a soft, furry cuff around each of Dave's wrists. And David pushed them over his 
head. 


"Keep those there. Do you mind a bit of a sting?" 

Dave's lips twitched. "What kind of sting?" 

"Hot wax," David told him matter-of-factly. 

The younger man could feel his boyfriend withdraw. A moment later, there was a hand on his thigh. 
"Okay?" 

"Yog" 


| will stop if it hurts too much, | swear it." 


"I trust you." A hoarse whisper. His hands rested above his head but his fingers wiggled and knotted together. 


David held a lit candle over Dave's stomach. He tilted it very, very slowly and a single drop of melted wax 


landed directly above Dave's navel. He gasped and wiggled. 

"More?" 

"Yes." 

Another drop in relatively the same spot. David watched his lover's body tense and then relax, sinking into the 
blankets. Another two or three drops against Dave's sternum and he melted, a groan passing his parted lips. 
David moved the candle over a nipple and it drew out a hiss. And still Dave's hands did not move. 

"You're very good at this.” 

"No, you're very good at this. It's just the right amount of sting to feel really delicious. Do more?" 


"Gladly.” 


The candle was moved to hover over a hard, rounded thigh. The body beneath him writhed and purred. When 
he moved across to the other thigh, David wrapped his free hand around his boyfriend's rigid cock. 


"David?" 


"Yeah?" He stroked a hand up those stretched arms, savouring how they flexed beneath his fingers. Lowering 
his head, David kissed along stretched flesh, teeth grazing over tight muscles. Dave shivered and groaned 


beneath him. 
"More." 
Breathing deeply, he let his hand slip from his boyfriend's cock, smiling at the soft whine he got. Moving the 


candle, he let one, tiny wax droplet fall on to the sensitive flesh. His heart sang as Dave writhed, back arching 


and teeth bared. 
"Too much?" he softly asked. 
"No." It came out as a gasp. "Just right." 


"Good" Blowing out the candle, David waited until it had cooled before he put it down. Sitting on his heels, he 
looked at Dave, a slight smugness tinging his skin The dark haired man remained how he'd left him, arms 
cuffed above his head, body deliciously strained over the blankets. It was enough to drive him crazy and he 
slid a hand down his body, fingers wrapping around his cock. 


"You know what," David purred 
"What?" 

"You look delicious like that. Might just sit here and jerk off over you 

"NO! 

David grinned, the response shocking him slightly. "Oh, is there something you want?" 


Dave's chest rose and fell, right leg inching over the nest, toes curling into the blankets. Hissing, David stopped 


what he was doing and crawled closer. 

Kissing his lover's ankle, he repeated the question, "Is there something you want?" 
| want you." 

"And exactly what do you want me to do?" 


He watched Dave gasp, throat moving. David wanted to move closer, wanted to sink his teeth into the delicious, 


tanned skin. 
"| want you. In me." 


Stroking a hand up Dave's thigh, he pressed a teasing kiss to his groin, breath dancing over his boyfriend's 
hard cock. "Ask and you shall receive." 


"Fuck..." 

"Planning on doing that." 

Searching around himself, David found the bottle of coconut lube. The cheeky bastard had been planning 
something all along and it made him grin. He coated his fingers and gave the younger man the barest of 
preparation. Slicking it over his cock, he knelt between the younger man's legs and pressed the head of his cock 
to that delectable entrance. Dave tightened, back lifting from the floor, hands curled into fists. David could sit 
and watch him all night. Could watch that beautiful body writhe and shudder, waiting to be pleasured. 

Leaning over him, he touched his lips to Dave's cheek. "Ready?" 


"So fucking ready. Please, David. Now!" 


David pushed the scarf from his lover's eyes. "Open your beautiful eyes. | want to watch them when | stretch 


our gorgeous ass." 
your gorg 


Those incredible pools of melted chocolate grew wide as David pushed inside of the other. 

"So sexy," he whispered as he drove deeper. 

Dave lay pliant underneath his lover, enjoying the heat and pulsing electricity that sparked between them. 

The older man leaned forward and thrust hard into his lover. With one hand, he picked up the cuffs around 
Dave's wrists and lifted it around his neck. The singer's fingers tangled into his long hair. There was a glint of 
mischief in his eye when David slid a hand between their bodies. Fingers tickled over Dave's cock and stroked it 
lightly and slowly. 

After a moment or two, he told the dark haired lover, "Want to try something different." 


He withdrew from Dave and sat down on his ass, folding his legs before him. He took the cuffs from Dave's 


wrists. 
"Get on me. Keep your feet on the floor and wrap your arms around my neck." 


The younger man did as he was told and felt one of David's arms wind around the small of his back while the 


other slipped behind his head, a hand cradled the back of his head. 
"Now, ride me," he purred into the other man's ear 


Resting his head on David's shoulder, he took several deep breaths and impaled himself on the older man's cock. 
He felt David tense, teeth snapping at his ear. Never had so many feelings been awakened in him. While he 
thought he was the one helping to rebuild the bassist's shattered life, here was David taking him to places 
unknown. Places which had been locked away, just waiting for the right key to open them. He'd always thought 
he'd find them in a certain blonde, not in the arms of the adorable David Ellefson. 


Arms wrapped around him, holding him tight, protecting him from the world. Fingers curled in his hair, holding 
his head as sweet nothings were cooed in his ear. Another place, another state of mind. So perfect, so 
complete. 

He could feel the fire rising, burning in his stomach. Fingers danced along his spine, roughened from the steel 


strings of the bass, reaching down to dig into his ass before repeating their journey. Dave shivered and 
moaned, breath coming in heavy pants. 


"David... 
"Yeah?" 


Closing his eyes, he lifted his head, lips hungrily seeking out the older man's. his chained hands found the nap of 


David's neck, clasping it and drawing their lips closer. Teeth nipped at his lower lip and he gave a growl as the 
familiar tang of blood touched his tongue. 


The hand on his back slid between them, smoothing over his cock, fingers wrapping around it and jerking him to 
their rhythm. David's rocked his hips, kisses becoming more frantic, more heated. Breathing was becoming 
difficult, laboured and gasping, words mumbled between kisses. He could feel the sweat which beaded along 
David's upper lip and he eagerly lapped it away. 

"Gonna," he groaned. "Gonna." 

Dave could feel his body growing limp, the fire of his growing orgasm beginning to tear through him. The 
fingers melted away from his cock and he let out a low howl, pressing himself closer, trying to gain some kind 
of friction. Instead, David grabbed at him, forcing their mouths back together. 

"Not before me you don't," he hissed with a chuckle. 

David's hands clawed at him, nails scraping down his back, making him hiss. There would leave welts, red and 
glaring, in their wake but he no longer cared. Against his lips, David's voice grew, the string of expletives 
merging into one. It took one final, hard thrust and the bassist tightened, head thrown back as he came long 
and hard. 

Dave used his hands to push David's head back up to look into his face. "My turn?" He asked with a grin 
David chewed on his bottom lip. "Yeah, your turn" 

He arranged his lover on his side and pushed his top leg over, in front of David, raising his knee toward his 
stomach. Dave settled in behind him. More lube coated his fingers and he pressed two into David. His other 
arm snaked under David's head and then wrapped around his chest, pulling the older man back into his chest. 
"Does this feel good?" 

"So good" 


He pressed his open mouth to David's cheek and said, "It's about to get better." 


The singer pulled his fingers out and replaced them with his cock. He pushed inside of David with a quick 
thrust. David inhaled deeply and closed his eyes. He felt fingers gently wrap around his limp and spent cock. 


Harder. Faster. Soon his cock was abandoned and the hand was pressed against his shoulder. Dave was up on 
his knees, one on either side of David's outstretched leg. He was driving hard into his boyfriend, his grunts 


gaining in volume and intensity. 


"Dave..Dave..Dave.." The other grunted, he used his hands flat on the blankets beneath him to push himself up 


and back against Dave. 


"Come on, baby," the dark haired man growled. He latched onto David's hips, fingers pressing into the flesh, as 
he raised one knee and planted his foot on the floor. 


"Dave, come in me. Give it to me, come deep inside of me." 


"Fuck! Fuck mel" The younger man gave one final, deep thrust and erupted in a roar. His eyes snapped shut and 
his fingers dug deep into his lover's skin. 


He collapsed on top of David, pushing him down into the blankets again, pressing his lips to David's temple. "l'm 
sorry, baby. l'm really sorry. Did | hurt you? Are you okay?" 


"No, lover, you didn't hurt me. It was good. You don't always have to be soft and gentle. | know you won't hurt 


me. 
"| love you, David" 

"Mmm | love you, too." He craned his neck to offer Dave his mouth. 

"Another movie or sleep?" 

"Sleep. Definitely sleep" 

Dave slowly slid out of David and stood up. He ran around the large room, blowing out all the candles he had lit 
and then he scurried back to the nest and wrapped David and himself up in blankets. He snuggled against the 


bassist and snaked his arms around him. 


"Sleep well, baby." 


Chapter 23 


In the morning, both men were bleary eyed and stiff 

"Getting too old for this," Dave groaned. 

"What the hell are you talking about? You're not old" 

"Sure as fuck am" 

"What does that make me?" 

"You? You don't age. Besides, you been coming here and working and don't think | haven't noticed” 
"Noticed what?" The older man blushed and let his hair fall over his face. 


With a finger, Dave pushed the lock of hair behind his boyfriend's ear. "Noticed the tighter abs, the thinner 
waist and rock hard forearms. And lately you have this beautiful gleam to your skin and deep pink in your lips. 


You're so fucking stunning.” 


When he was younger, in his early twenties, David knew he was attractive. He had flawless skin, big, round 
eyes, a flowing mane of honey colored hair. He had a flat stomach and a tight ass. And he used to strut 
around like a proud peacock. Too proud, he supposed. That's why Mustaine had saw to it that nobody else would 
ever find him visually appealing. But this gorgeous man next to him saw him from the inside out and it was 
under Dave's appreciative stare that he had blossomed again. Even he was beginning to see what Dave saw in 


him. 
He murmured softly, "What would | be without you?" 
"You wouldn't be sore and stiff, | can tell you that much," Dave replied with a chuckle 


Grinning, he nudged the other with an elbow. "Come on, the contractors will be here soon. Let's get cleaned up 


and ready.” 


And so another day started, the evening melting away as though it had never happened. With no shower 
installed, they filled buckets with water and washed from them. Everything they'd brought with them was 
packed away. It was with a heavy heart that David stowed it all in the van. He hadn't wanted the night to end 
and the next time they slept in the building would be when it was finished. 


Yet, while the relaxing deal was a good one, he didn't want to make a habit of it. Torn between working and 
having fun, he threw himself in to the day's work, the rising heat causing him to tug the soon sweaty tshirt 
from his body. 


All too soon a hand was touching his elbow and he glanced over his shoulder to see Dave holding up paper bags 


and a couple of take out cups. "Lunch. Now." 
David felt himself raise an eyebrow. 


"And you think I'm joking?" The younger man grinned. "You're eating whether you want to or not. Besides." He 
opened the bag to give David a teasing hint of what was inside. "| got your favourite. Come on. Let's go." 


With a sigh, he dropped the tools back in to the box and reached for the grimy shirt. A hand on his stopped 


him. "Leave it." 
Chuckling, he shook his head. "You're really enjoying this, aren't you?" 


"Watching you walk around half naked with hard hat on and that determined look on your face? Screw the 


coffee house. We could make a bunch of money getting naked online.’ 
David looked at him as they walked out to the van. "You're serious, arent you?" 
Dave shrugged, that conspiratorial smile on his lips. "Might be. What can | say? | enjoy the finer things in life." 


They'd only gotten a few moments from the warehouse before David was diving in the back, hunting out a 
fresh shirt. He may have been sweaty and dirty but there was no way he was going anywhere in public with 
all his scars on show. Not yet anyway. Maybe later. Maybe one day. Maybe he'd make a video and show them 
to everyone. Show people that, no matter how bad life is, it could get better. His mind wandered to various 
places on the internet and he wondered if he could help them, wondered if they'd have his story to help 
others. He could sign up as a counsellor. Could help others. Could go to conferences. Perhaps they could hold 
groups in the coffee house, places for people who'd been abused to come to, somewhere away from the clinical 
environments. It would be tough, there'd be steps they'd have to take to ensure safety and confidentiality, but 
it could be done. If he could save one more person's life, if he could help them from the depths of their hell, if 
he could be a Dave Grohl to just one person, then the entire project would be worth it. Sinking down into his 


seat, he smiled and watched the city go by. 


The sun beat down on the small lake, their jeans rolled up their calves, feet dipped in to the cooling waters. 
Empty bags and cups were piled beside them, and they quietly enjoyed the stillness in the centre of the city. 
Splashing his toes, Dave watched the older man. Wondered what was going through his head. There was a small 
smile curling the corners of his lips, light brown hair tickling his cheeks as he watched his feet splash back and 


forth. 


"You really like the water, huh?" 


"Yeah, | guess | do. Always have. Whether it was the stream back home or trips to Lake Superior. You know, 
when | first moved out to LA and met Dave, we'd spend a lot of time at the beach. The Pacific Ocean was a 


big deal to a dumb kid from Minnesota" 

"Was a big deal to a dumb kid from Virginia, too. | didn't really get to the beach until | moved to LA, too. 
Taylor loved the beach. He grew up in Laguna. If he wasn't a drummer, he'd have become a pro surfer, | know 
it. At least you got beaches. What did | get? Fucking Seattle. Puget Sound. You ever been up there in the 
winter?" 


"Yeah, few times." 


"They don't get snow, you know. They get rain. Freezing rain | was miserable. At least you can have fun with 


snow." 


"Just wait. The first snowfall up here, you'll be running around like a five year old kid. And then a month into 
winter, you'll be so miserable." 


"Won't. | got you." 
"Ah, so now it's my job to keep the forty year old with ADD entertained?" 


"You know it," Dave replied as he pulled his feet up, out of the water. "Gotta get back to work. Ready?" He held 
a hand out to help David stand. 


"Maybe we'll put fish tanks in the coffee house. People like that, right?" the older man mused out loud. 

"| like fish tanks. Lots of work to take care of, though." 

"Nothing wrong with a little work And you know what else?" 

"What?" 

"This is going to sound corny but it kind of makes me happy that we're starting to talk about them without all 
the feelings of hurt and anger and hate. For better or worse, they were still very large, very important 
chunks of our lives." 

Dave stared at the other, mouth open in surprise. 

The older man chuckled softly. "Oh, don't get me wrong. I'm still going to put a bullet in him if he tries to hurt 
me or anyone | love. But | forgive him for everything he's done to me. | forgive him for you and me, not for 


him. I'd rather approach you with kindness in my heart rather than rage. And in order to do that, | had to 


forgive him." 


The singer continued to stare. "Gonna have to teach me that trick sometime." 


‘Its no trick, baby. | suspect you've already done the same. | know he broke your heart and | know you were 


very angry and upset about that. But | also know you show none of that pain when you are with me." 
"There is none of that pain when I'm with you," Dave told him with a smile and reached for David's hand. 
"All l'm saying is forgiveness doesn't necessarily have to benefit who you're forgiving as much as it benefits 
yourself. If | let him turn my heart to stone or make me distrustful of everybody else, then he's siill 
controlling me. It's bad enough he had me paranoid with that stupid note, you know?" 


"You are as wise as you are beautiful." 


"And you are as flattering as you are sexy." 


They found Francis gently swaying back and forth on the porch swing when they returned to the farm that 


evening, 

"Hi, boys. How is the place coming along?" 

"Real good, Mom. One of these days we're gonna get you to come with us and see it" 
"When its complete. | don't want to go up there now and feel like I'm in the way." 


"You wouldn't be in the way. We'd put you to work, Mama. Bet you could run circles around those construction 


men" Dave sat next to her and put his arm around her shoulders. 


"David, what have | told you about consorting with the Devil's people? This one here has a silver tongue!" She 
giggled as she gave Dave's stomach a pat. 


I'll leave you two alone. Dave, beer?" 
"Yes, please." And Dave immediately turned and began telling Francis about David's idea for fish tanks. 
He paused and watched his lover and he way his face lit up as he talked with his mother as if they'd been 


friends forever. How he adored Dave's open and kind and enthusiastic spirit. With a smile, he turned to head 


into the kitchen 


Voices reached his sleep laden brain. Growling, David rolled over and cracked an eye at the clock. 


53lam 

"Fuck. Shut the fuck up!" 

The voices became louder, although the words were still muffled, stopped by the double glazing of his windows. 
When another joined them, he sat bolt upright, the cold knot of sickness rolling through his stomach. 


Scrambling from the bed, he raced to the window and pulled the curtains back. 


Down the driveway was Elliot, a pitchfork in one hand. His face was twisted into a snarl as he yelled at the 


person before him. 

Mustaine. 

Leaping from the window, David grabbed his robe and his phone. Throwing on the robe, he dialled ‘Il, racing 
down the stairs as he gave the address of the farm and asked for the police. Shaking, he opened the door 
beneath the stairs and knelt before the safe, fingers twisting the dial back and forth. After what seemed like 
an age, it clicked, the door swinging open. 

From outside, he heard another voice join the original two and he felt tears sting his eyes. 

"No. No. No. No. Dave. Stay away. Stay out of it." 

Yanking the rifle bag out, he pulled out the gun, loaded it and tossed his phone away. Running for the front 
door, he slammed it open and skidded across the porch. At that moment, he imagined he looked like some hick, 
dragged from the depths of the farm. But he didn't care. Everyone he loved was in danger. With the air 
snatching at his bare feet, he aimed the gun at the redhead. 

"Get the fuck off my property, NOW!" he roared. 


The three men stopped, all of them staring at him. He didn't take his eyes off Mustaine, aim straight and true. 
If he tried anything, it would be the last thing he did. 


"Elliot. Dave. Get out of the way! Behind me. Now!" 


From the corner of his eye, he watched Elliot lay a hand on Dave's wrist and and pull him back. He knew that 
both of them would want to help but he didn't want the recoil hitting them. Both were too precious for that. 


Mustaine's laugh was low and harsh. He looked a mess, prison having robbed him of the glossy red hair. Instead 


it hung in limp, greasy strands around his face. His hands were curled into fists, the laugh changing to a snarl. 


"So, this is what it's come to, Junior? Living on back at home with your Momma and your new boyfriend? How 


fuckin’ pathetic." 


David felt his mouth pull into a hard line and he pulled the bolt back, the first round sliding in to the chamber. 
Dave wanted him to get angry. Wanted him to do something stupid. 


"Get. The. Fuck Away," he hissed 
Mustaine cocked his head. "No" 
"NOW! 

"And | said no’ 


David could feel his heart hammering, the blood pounding through his skull. He could feel his vision beginning to 


swim but he refused to give in to it. 


"Come on, Junior, it's time to go fuckin’ home. Admit it, you never wanted this anyway." Throwing his head 
back, Mustaine laughed. It was a sound which chilled David to the bone. "You want me. Not some loser who 


used to play for a fuckin’ grunge band. Where's your fuckin’ morals gone, asshole?!" 
"FUCK YOU!" His finger tightened around the trigger. 


"You wish! You couldn't fuck anyone. You've not got it in you. Don't know what your fuckin’ dick's for. Am | 
getting to you, Junior? Getting under your skin? You like it there, don't you, bitch?" Angry hazel eyes glared at 
him. As much as David wanted to slug him, he knew better than to leave the porch. First rule of war: Let the 


enemy come to you, then blow them away. 


Mustaine held his hands up, that infamous sneer twisting his lips. "You haven't got the balls to shoot me. 
Never had the balls to do anything. What do you do, Junior, lie back and let him take everything he wants? Bet 
it's not much, not with the shit he's turned out." 


The first shot slammed into the ground at Dave's feet, making him take a step back. His ex's eyes swept 
between the entry point and David, shock slowly setting in. The redhead took several deep breaths, lips peeled 
back. 


"Fuck you, Mustaine. You're not worth my fuckin’ time. Dave is. And you know why? Because he's a million 
times the man you've wanted to be. You've got nothing on him. NOTHING! | loved you once. Really loved you. But 
you killed that yourself. Stole everything that was me and tore it apart. And now you see something you like 
and want it back? Not fuckin’ happening!" David laughed and peeled the robe from his shoulders, showing off 
the scars and welts. “This. All of this means nothing to that man. Nothing at all. You thought you'd destroyed 
me for good, but no. Someone saw something in me and loves me no matter what. Want to know something 


else, I“lusTaine” You're a lousy Tuc ways were, always will be. Loulan’T even make me come. 
Ise, Mustaine? Y lousy fuck Alway lways will be. Couldn't k 


He knew that would get to Mustaine. Anything which threatened his manhood did and, with a roar, the redhead 


came for him, hands outstretched, reaching to claw him. Chambering another round, David fired, the roar in 


his head exploding as Mustaine fell to the floor, howling in pain. 


Leaping from the porch, he slammed his knees into the redhead's arms, pinning him down as he dragged the 


robe from his body. 


Pressing it to Dave's leg, he hissed, "It's a flesh wound, asshole. You can stop with your pitiful crying. Fuck, you 
always were a baby. Always crying when you didn't get your own way. No wonder Metallica fuckin’ kicked you 
out." 


Beneath him Mustaine struggled, hissing and spitting, hands trying to get at David. Instead, he made himself as 
heavy as he could, holding the guitarist down In the distance, he could hear the sound of sirens, screaming 
their way towards them. Breathing heavily, he stared down in to Dave's face, took in the tear glazed eyes, and 


the weakening hands. A calmness fell over him, tears prickling his own eyes. 


"A child," he murmured, one hand reaching to brush the hair from Dave's face. "You never grew up. Never 
learned the lessons you needed to. | want you to go in peace, Dave. | want you to know that I've forgiven you 
for what you did. I'm sorry that we couldn't heal you. I'm sorry that you're still so broken and hurting. Maybe 
someore else will come along who'll be able to help. Maybe you'll find someone who can finally put you back 
together. I'll never forget the good times. But | will forget the bad. And I'll go on and live my life to the fullest. 
Go, Dave. Go, and heal." 


Police cars and an ambulance tore up the driveway, sliding to a stop in front of the farmhouse. As police 
officers jumped from the cars, hands touched his shoulders, gently lifting him and moving him away 


Chapter 24 


Four bodies sat, still and quiet, around the kitchen table. Eyes glanced at each other while hands were clamped 


around coffee mugs. 


Dark, chocolate eyes were filled with remorse and guilt. "I'm so sorry, David. | should never have talked you 
out of your gut instinct," he finally broke the tense silence. 


"You didn't. | knew he'd come. You just helped me stay calm about it” 
"You were calm, too. Probably didn't even break a sweat, did you?" Elliot asked him. 


"So what happens now?" Francis asked. Her soft, sweet voice shook as a new round of tears sprang to her 


eyes. 


David jumped up and rounded the table to crouch next to her. He ran a hand over her back. "It's okay. 


Everything is over now. It's done, Mom. I'm so sorry you had to see and hear all of that." 
‘Oh, baby. l'm just happy you're all okay. All of my boys." 


"He'll probably be taken back to prison in California until the trial. Which, after this stunt, should be hurried 
along now. I'm sure I'll have to go back there and testify. I'm sure it won't be pretty, either. But | have to do 
it" 

It would have been really easy for everybody to hang around and dwell on the events of the morning but 
there was work to be done. Dave and David went back outside with Elliot to finish the morning farm chores. 


After that, David spent the afternoon on the phone with his lawyer. 


He was up in the bedroom, sitting at the desk, papers spread out in front of him, phone pressed to one ear. 
Dave popped in. 


"Gonna take your mom for a little ride, see if | can get her settled down" 

David initially just nodded and then he actually heard what Dave told him. "Are you sure that's a good idea?" 
"Yep" The dark haired man grinned. ‘Love you." And he was gone. 

David watched Dave drive the three wheel out of the barn and bring it to a stop in front of the porch. His 
boyfriend helped his mother with the helmet and then he lifted a leg up and over the bike, settling into his 


seat. David could see the younger man giving Francis instructions on how to climb up onto the bike and get into 


the seat behind him. He missed the last few things Mark told him over the phone. 


‘Sorry, sorry, Mark. | was just watching Dave take off on a motorcycle with my mother on the back," he said 
with a laugh. 


When he heard Mark's surprised gasp on the other end of the phone, he laughed even more. 


"David, it really sounds like you've got your life together. I'm worried what the next couple weeks might do to 


disrupt that." 


"That's all itll do, Mark A little disruption. That's all. What's a couple weeks when | have the rest of my life 


ahead of me?" 
"When you look at it that way, nothing | guess. How's the warehouse coming along?" 


"Great! The loft is almost finished. | expect we'll be able to move in less than a month. Another month or two 


after that before the shop is complete. You're gonna need to come up and see it." 
"I'd like that. Listen, David, | have another client waiting. As soon as | get any word, I'll be in touch." 
"Thanks, Mark. See you soon" 


The bassist had prepared dinner and dessert while he waited for Dave and his mother to return. He was about 


to wow his boyfriend with his grilled rosemary chicken and his lemon meringue pie. 
"Well, that sure smells good!" 


His Mom walked in, a huge smile on her face, cheeks dappled red by the wind. Returning her smile, he checked 


the oven and grill. Smells of chicken, lemon and rosemary floated around the kitchen 

"Enjoy it?" he asked 

"Oh, very much so. I've always known I've had the soul of a biker chick’ 

Chuckling, David removed the sweet potatoes from the stove and drained them, 

"Best ride ve had in years," she continued 

The pan clattered back to the gas, David swinging around, eyes wide with shock "Mother!" 
Laughing, she patted his hand. "That phrase meant something different when | was your age 
"Im forty seven" 


"Still four in my eyes, sweetie." 


Sighing, he rolled his eyes and walked around the kitchen, gather crockery and cutlery. Putting them on the 
table, he looked up just in time to see a tired looking Dave walk in. 


Raising an eyebrow, he gave his boyfriend a conspiratorial smile. "Good ride?" 


Yawning, the dark haired man sat at the table, head clasped in his hands. "She likes to go fast, I'll give you 
that." 


David went to put his hands over his ears when his mother patted Dave's arm. "You boys will never know how 


to keep up with a woman like me. We like it fast and hard." 


"OKAY! Enough!" Throwing his hands in the air, he turned away, listening to the two behind burst in to peals of 
laughter. "I do NOT need to be hearing that coming from my eighty year old mother's mouth." 


She touched his shoulder, and he pouted at her. "Only eighty on my birth certificate, young man" She tapped 


her chest. "Forever eighteen in here." 
"Okay, sit down, shut up." 
His mother grinned. 


"Dave, can you please go and shout Elliot for me. If your legs will let you. Or has my mother worn those out 


as well?" 


The snickering singer got to his feet and left, returning a moment later. Serving up the food, he swotted away 
the grabby hands Dave made before putting the plate at his own place. Sticking his tongue out, David handed 
his boyfriend another plate and sat down. Francis said grace and everyone tucked in. In seconds, the kitchen was 


filled with soft, appreciative sounds. 
"Damn," Elliot mused. "When did you learn to cook like this? | remember your first attempts at barbecuing.’ 


Leaning his chair back on two legs, David glared at his brother. "Go on. Its another story Dave hasn't heard. 
Bring it on" 


The loft was completed and ready to receive furnishings inhabitants. David and Dave walked through the place 
with smiles so bright. The original poured concrete floors were cleaned and sealed The brick walls were left as 
is and the new walls that separated the new bedroom and bathroom from the rest of the space were 
drywalled and painted a medium toned grey. The kitchen took up one corner of the space. It had light maple 
cabinets, stainless appliances and an island with blue pendants lights hanging down from the tall ceiling. There 
was a living space opposite the kitchen where Dave already promised a home theatre system would be 


installed. On the other end of the space was the bedroom and bathroom with walk in wardrobe. The bathroom 
was starkly modern in sleek chrome and glass with accents of blue and green glass tiles. And, as promised, the 
shower was built for two 

"We need to furnish the place now," David said with a worried look on his face 

"What's that look for?" 

"Gonna get expensive" 

"| got it," Dave told him 

"Oh, you do?" David raised an eyebrow. 

"Yep. Remember what | said, you don't get to say shit! 

"Can | at least pick out the bed linens and towels and such?" 


"| might let you do that." Dave grinned. 


The shorter man returned the grin and then looked around. "This is ours. We did this. Dave, this is going to be 


our home." 


"You did this. And David, | could not be more proud of you. l'm so ready to get on with it, you know?" He slid 


up against David's back and wrapped his arms around him. "| am going to love sharing my life with you." 
David felt his eyes sting at the beautiful words Dave whispered in his ear. He laid his hands on top of the 
younger man's as they rested against his stomach. The singer walked them toward the kitchen island and 
picked David up and set him on the countertop. He pushed his knees apart and stood between them. 


"I love you," he told the older man as he took his beautiful face in both hands. 


‘Love you, too," David softly replied as he slid his hands down Dave's forearms and held his elbows. He leaned 


down to kiss his boyfriend And then his phone began to ring. 

David slumped and laughed under his breath. He pulled his phone from his pocket and read the screen Mark. 
"Hey, we were just walking through the completed loft. What's up, Mark?" 

"Gotta get you out here, lm afraid. Trial begins next week" 


Dave watched the colour drain from David's face. Carefully he reached out and curled a finger beneath the 


bassist's chin, lifting his eyes from his phone. 


"What's up?" 
"Trial starts next week," David panted. 


He felt himself go weak at the knees. Forcing himself to stay upright, he wrapped his arms around David and 


leaned against him, head resting against the older man's. 

"It's going to be alright 

| know." David chuckled. "You know what?" 

"What?" 

"For the first time in years, | could murder for a drink or a cigarette." 


Smiling, he pulled David to him. Winding the sitting man's legs around his waist, Dave shuffled him from the 
work surface and carried him from the kitchen. "Got something a little better than that." 


Dave took it upon himself to organise everything. The jet would fly them in to LAX while a car would take 
them to the private, gated condo he'd rented in the hills. Food would be delivered every day and incoming calls 
were to be screened by a company. A strict no call list had been handed to them. Family and select friends 
only would get to speak to them personally. The same went for the gate to the community. No media, no one 
unless they'd been pre-approved. A huge bedroom overlooked the city below, floor to ceiling windows letting in 
hours of daylight. A large garden, filled with trees, and places to hide surrounded them. He'd made sure to pick 
the only which had a pond, a waterfall tinkling into the water. Somewhere calm for David to sit and collect his 


thoughts. 


The news was rolling on a TV when they arrived, David's eyes riveted to it. He could feel sweat slicking his 


palms, his heart racing. The newscaster stood before the courthouse, one in a long line of satellite trucks. 


"Dave Mustaine, the outspoken front man of politically charged thrash metal band Megadeth, will tomorrow go 
on trial. He's being charged with a sustained string of assaults on his former lover, and bass player, David 
Ellefson. The relationship, which lasted for thirty years, is said to have left Ellefson in poor physical shape. 
Ellefson, who fled the relationship earlier this year, has now been linked to Foo Fighters’ front man Dave Grohl. 
The question on everyore's lips is, why would someone remain in such a relationship? Hopefully all will come to 


light when the trial begins tomorrow." 


The TV was switched off and arms looped around his waist, pulling him close to the man behind him. "No. No 
watching the news. It'll only fuck with your head" Lips found his neck and David tilted his head to one side. "If | 


find you watching the news, I'll have to punish you." 


With a low chuckle, he reached behind him, fingers knotting in his lover's soft, dark hair. "Really, now? And 


what are you gonna do?" 
Teeth nipped at the throbbing vein in his neck. "You'll have to find out, won't you?" 


Staring at their ghostly reflections on the now dead TV screen, David grinned. Sliding his hand down Dave's 
head, he found the hand which held the remote. Wrestling it free, he aimed it for the TV. 


And turned it on. 


Chapter 25 


A plain, black Town Car pulled in front of the court building. Mark exited first, followed by Dave, followed by 
David. The media swarmed and Mark and Dave shielded David and they hurried into the building. Mark led them 
right to their holding room. Once inside, behind the closed and locked door, David exhaled. 


"| don't know if l'm up to this," he muttered as he fingered the tight collar of his crisp, white button down 
shirt. 


The pair were dressed in the finest, most conservative, navy blue suits and ties that Dave's money could buy. 


"You are up to this. You're ready. This is the last obstacle, David. And you will get over it and start your new 
life," Mark said to him. 


Mark's words did nothing to sooth David's anxiety. He turned worriedly to Dave. The dark haired beauty smiled 
softly. 


"Mark, can we have a sec?" Dave asked, never taking his eyes from his boyfriend's. 
As soon as the door clicked closed, Dave began to sing quietly, still gazing into David's pretty hazel eyes. 


"Blackbird singing in the dead of night, 
Take these broken wings and learn to fly. 
All your life, 


You were only waiting for this moment to arise.” 
"Sing with me, David" He gripped both of his hands and squeezed them tenderly. 


"Blackbird singing in the dead of night, 
Take these sunken eyes and learn to see. 
All your life, 


You were only waiting for this moment to be free." 
David leaned his cheek against Dave's chest as the two men sang softly. 


"You're gonna be great. Stay strong. Remember that day back at the farm when you shot his ass?" Dave 
chuckled gently. 


David huffed. 


"Remember that day. Remember how strong you were that day. Keep that spirit in your heart. And | will be 
right behind you. | will always be behind you." 


"| don't care what happens here. I've already left him. And I've already begun my life with the most incredible, 


beautiful man I've ever known" 

"Tell me you love me, please?" Dave ran a hand over the honey colored hair of his lover. 
‘Oh, baby. | love you more than you'll ever know." 

"You're gonna be great in there." 


A soft knock on the door told them it was time to go. They were the first to enter the court room. David and 
Mark sat at the table. Dave sat on the bench directly behind them. A moment later, Mustaine was escorted 
into the room by a court officer, his orange, prison jumpsuit was ill fitting on his thin frame. His ginger hair 
was pulled back in an elastic at the nape of his neck. He didn't even glance in David's direction as he was seated 


next to his team of lawyers. The judge entered the room and took her seat and then the jury entered last. 


"David Scott Mustaine, you have been charged with battery with serious bodily injury, assault with caustic 
chemicals or flammable substances. Also, let me remind you that you were also arrested in Minnesota for 


violating an order of protection while you were out on bail. How do you plead, sir?" 

"Your honor," the woman on his team began. "We plead not guilty." 

David sighed under his breath. He knew it was coming but to actually hear it left him shaken 
"Smart making the woman the spokesperson of the team," Mark mumbled softly. 


"Mr Ellefson" Dave's lawyer, hard-nosed and stern, glared at him, her voice resonating around the court room. 
Behind him, David could feel the eyes of people on his back. Some were supporters. Some, he knew, wanted him 
dead. "You had thirty years to extricate yourself from this supposedly abusive relationship. If it were truly 
that bad, why did you remain?" 


David felt the anger roar through him, red hot and stinging. Gritting his teeth, he returned her glare. "Ma'am 


have you ever been in an abusive relationship?" 
"That's none of your business, Mr Ellefson. Now answer the question” 


Biting his lip, he gathered his thoughts and began, "I was like many others. Thought | could change him. Thought 
| could help him heal. Thought that what he was doing was a passing phase. That he wouldn't hurt me forever. 
He controlled me. Controlled everything. Money, my car, my friends. | had no friends, you know that, right? 
Wasn't allowed them. Wasn't allowed to go out by myself. He had to go everywhere with me. And when GPS 
came about, well." David tailed off and tug a slug of water. "My car had a tracker on it, my phone's GPS was 
permanently turned on. The phone company were ordered to send him details of every phone call and SMS 


message | sent and received. Went even more crazy when smart phones came out" Shaking his head, he 


groaned and gestured the lawyer closer. He held out his left arm and indicated to the soft spot just below his 
wrist. "Feel there." 


She did, eyes remaining as hard as ever. 
"Feel it?" he asked. 

She nodded. 

"Want to know what that is?" 


Again she nodded. 


“Surprised it didn't come up in the reams of medical files | know there are on me. Oops! Wouldn't, would it, 
because it wasn't done in this country. Was done in Japan in 2010. Sends a signal to a satellite. Lets him know 
where | am twenty four hours a day, seven days a week, three hundred and sixty five days of the year. Why 
did | have it done? | didn't know it had been done. Not until | woke up from the drug induced coma l'd been put 
in to. Done in a hotel room in Japan He walks in with a bunch of white coated people. They help him pin me 
down. Put a mask over my face. | can't help but breathe in whatever shit they were giving me. And when | 


wake up there's a bandage around my wrist and him looking extremely smug." 
"Yet you escaped and he didn't come after you?" 


David snorted. "Because he's a lazy ass, that's why. He thought I'd come back. Thought I'd give up and return, 
Actually, l'm as surprised as you that he didn't come after me." 


"Why didn't you remove the chip?" 


"Lady," he sighed, "don't you think I've looked into it? Couldn't do it myself without slicing through some artery. 
A hospital stay would show up on our insurance. And it would be pretty obvious what had happened when his 
precious signal suddenly died. But trust me, the second this trial's over, the fucker's gone. You know what, | 
might even get it framed." 


Dave felt himself baulk Mustaine had sunk far lower than even he thought he could Chipping his own lover like 
a dog. And David had said nothing. Kept it quiet. Why? 


It slowly dawned on him why. David had been protecting him. Would he have run if he'd known about what lay 
below David's skin? Absolutely not. But he knew that the idea would have scared David shitless. The idea of 


being left alone again would have hurt him far more than the pain of having to tell him at a later date. 


His mind drifted back to every moment he'd spent with the bassist. Every moment he'd run his hands up and 
down his arms. Had he felt it? Had he thought it was just something else? An old chip of bone, maybe, left 
behind from the beatings? Taking a drink of water, he sank back into his chair, watching David, listening to 


every painful detail he was spilling. Every detail which was said with the clarity of a strong, brave man. 


"My client maintains that the nature of your relationship with him was purely consensual. That every time he 


raised his hands to you, every time an implement was used on your body, sir, it was because you requested 


that he do it! 
"That is completely false. 

"Are you saying then, Mr. Ellefson, that you do not have any interest in bondage or sad-masochism?" 
"| do not" 


"Then perhaps you can explain to the court why, as recently as four weeks ago, after you and Mr. Mustaine 
split, a purchase in the amount of $324.38 was charged to your credit card from a website called JT's 


Stockroom. JT's Stockroom, your honor, is an online store that specializes in sex toys and BDSM gear." 
One of the male lawyers handed the woman a sheet of paper, which she carried over to the judge. 
"Mr. Ellefson, please answer the question” 


David was defeated. He raised a hand to his forehead and wiped away the sheen of sweat. How could he be so 
fucking stupid? He bought those things using a credit card that Mustaine had given him. Of course he would 
find out about it. Maybe, deep down, he wanted Mustaine to find out about it. He wanted to tell him, in no 
uncertain terms, that he was getting laid by another man. And in a situation that Mustaine could not control. 


Not this time. 
"Mr. Ellefson." 


Dave's heart was breaking. They had him. Over one simple, impulsive decision, they would twist it and turn it 


and make it seem like David had wanted every beating, every lashing, every cut, and every humiliation that 


Mustaine had handed him. 


"I bought those things because | was curious to know what the felt like in the hands of a man who loves me. | 
wanted to know if the pain was the same. Does it feel better when you know the lashing you're receiving is 
done with love and care? He didn't love me. He owned me. Like a dog. l'm not a dog, l'm a man. And a man nor a 
dog deserves the hateful beating | received every day for thirty years. But you know what? | loved him. In a 
sick way, even, | love him still. Because | know he's broken and he will never be whole again. Never. And | tried. | 
made excuse after excuse. A band mate would ask me what all the yelling was about and I'd say Dave received 
an angry call from his sister or Dave saw Metallica's newest video. But he was screaming at me because a 
female fan had sent me a pair of panties and | must be fucking her." David finally lifted his face. 


Grohl gasped and almost stood up when he saw David's tear streaked face. 


He turned to meet Mustaine's glare. "Dave, | loved you so very much. You were everything to me once upon a 
time. But you are ill. So very ill. You will never hurt me again and | pray to God that He finds a way to help 


you." 


"Mr. Ellefson, how many times were you unfaithful to Mr. Mustaine?" the woman, seemingly unaffected by 


David's impassioned declaration to Mustaine, asked him. 


"WHAT??" David shouted and stood up. His eyes darted back to Mustaine, who sat very still, a smug grin on his 
lips 


Swaying, he gripped the table before him, staring at Mustaine. Slowly he shook his head, gasping for breath. 
"No, no, no, no. You're not allowed to pull that on me. How COULD YOU?!" 


It was Mark's hand at his wrist which stopped him from flying at Mustaine. "Calm down," was whispered in his 
ear. "They're doing this deliberately and you know they are. Take a drink and compose yourself" 


Shaking, he sat and stared at the bottle of water. Taking a long drink, he looked at no one in particular. 

"Define unfaithful?" he asked. 

Dave's lawyer began to speak, "Having any kind of sexual contact with someone other than my client." 

David narrowed his eyes, nostrils flaring. He knew where this was going. Knew what was coming. "Once." 

"Once?" She raised an eyebrow. 

"Yes," David stated. "And that once I've never regretted." 

She looked at a piece of paper. "Any other times?" 

David shook his head. He wasn't going to give in. Wasn't going to accept that Mustaine would throw him over a 
barrel with every person he'd tossed David at. A stack of small, black books were placed before him, and David 
grinned at Mark. At that moment, he could have kissed the man. 

"Did you properly search the house?" David asked. 

The lawyer looked at him. "Of course." 

‘In which case, you'd have found these. If you didn't it means you thought them of no value or didn’t properly 
look You see, your client has told you | was unfaithful, probably in excess of over two hundred times. What he 


didn't tell you was that he documented every time. In detail. Whether | was drugged. Whether | was tied down 
Whether | was gagged" David felt a lump form in his throat, the tears threatening to come again. "Whether | 


was injured during that period, and how. Whether | needed medical assistance, and how much it cost him." He 
pushed them towards her and she took them and handed them to the judge. "Read them. You'll find everything 
you need to know, up to and including the names of who he gave me to. | wasn't unfaithful. | was handed out 
like Halloween candy. Would you do that to someone you loved? No, you wouldn't. Would you force them to take 
drugs until they passed out so you could hand them off to your buddies? Would you knock them out so that 
one of your buddies could fuck them? No, you wouldn't. | wasn’t unfaithful, ma'am, | was raped. Repeatedly. 


Only one of those so called acts of unfaithfulness was consensual. The rest were premeditated rape." 


David felt sick yet, at the same time, he felt a lightness like never before. His mind felt as though it were 
swimming, as though wings were unfurling from his back. Somewhere, he heard the judge call a break for the 
day that, in light of the new evidence, they needed to come back later. He felt someone help him to his feet. 
Felt an arm around his shoulders, helping him from the courtroom. His feet felt as though they didn't touch 
the floor. As they walked the hallway to the exit, David found himself clasping a drinking fountain, hunched 
over it as he wretched. Against his back, he felt a hand rubbing small circles along his spine, quiet words 


whispering song lyrics in his ear. 


Chapter 26 


Back at the condo, the couple slowly made their way to the bedroom and stripped out of their suits. Dave was 
quiet, letting David process his thoughts and feelings. Once David was down to his shorts, he lowered himself to 
the edge of the bed. 

"Can make coffee if you like," Dave finally offered in a low, soft voice. 

"No, thank you." 

"Leave you alone?" 

"No, thank you." 

"What can | do?" 

"Promise to never leave me," David said weakly, avoiding Dave's stare. 

‘| promise. David, nothing that was said today changes a thing about how | feel." 

"But it should. It should send you running, screaming in terror.” 

"Why?" 

"Because | was made into a monster." 


"You were abused BY a monster, my darling. You have always been and always will be a precious, beautiful, 


wonderful man" 


"Then why did he do it? Why? WHY?! | just need to know WHY?Il" David stood, his chest was heaving, his fists 


were clenched. His teeth were bared in a snarl and his eyes were on fire as he finally stared at Dave. 

"| don't know why, David. | wish | did. The one thing | do know is that the reason he did it has nothing to do 
with who you are. It has everything to do with who he is." Dave reached for David's wrist. "You didn't tell me 
about this." 

‘I'm sorry. | thought.. guess | was selfish." He flopped back onto the bed. 


"Selfish?" 


"You would have left." 


"Never. | need you." 
"What for?" David muttered, trying to turn away from his lover. 


"What for? For your love. For the way that you take care of me. For your coffee and your cooking. For the 
amazing feeling of being in your arms. For the thousand different ways you make me laugh in a day. | need you 


because, without you, | am incomplete. | cant be me without you. So | will never leave because l'm selfish, too." 


David finally sighed and pulled Dave to stand in front of him. He loosely held Dave's hips and bent forward so 
his forehead rested against Dave's stomach. Two hands softly landed on his head. 


"We're gonna get out of it all, baby. Those books were the ace up the sleeve. He's going away for a long, long 


time." 

"Promise?" 

"Absolutely." 

‘Im gonna go sit by the water. Thank you, Dave." 
"Anything for you, baby." 


David sat and watched the water trickle into the pond. He'd kept a lot of the painful memories at bay. Never 
wanting to relive them before. Afraid of what they might do. But now, he let them come, one by one. The first 
time he met Mustaine, the first time the ginger had kissed him, the first time he allowed David to give him 
head, the first time he'd given David head. He recalled the first time Mustaine was inside of him. For the first 
couple years, they were happy in love. They were hiding but they were happy. Sure he still had that stupid 
temper but he never, ever took it out on David. David was his buddy, his best friend, his yin to Mustaine's 
yang. So when did it all change? Maybe as Mustaine grew more and more dependent on heroin. Maybe when 
David finally decided to get clean. The lawyer's simple question rang in his ears. Why did he stay? Because he 
was in love. Because he liked the band and the success it had and the way of living it afforded him. 


Grohl stood just inside the door, watching David through the window. There was something on his mind and he 
wanted to ask David about it but he was worried about bringing it up. 


After another two hours passed and the sun had set, Dave finally went to retrieve David. 

"You okay, love? Hungry?" He sat down on the bench beside David and set a hand gently against his lower back. 
"Not hungry. Just thinking. Did you know that Dave used to get harassing phone calls from people in the 
Metallica camp. They'd get drunk and play the ‘lets call Mustaine and make fun of his sorry ass‘ game. | was 


there when he got a couple. They'd manage to turn him, first, into a raging lunatic where shit in the 
apartment got broken and then into a sobbing, broken hearted child. I'd spend hours consoling him, making 


promises that Megadeth would be bigger and better than them. I'd hold him and rock him and lay kisses on his 


face until he fell asleep in my arms. He was human once, you know?" 


"You still have feelings for him." The thought of David still feeling love for Mustaine turned Grohl's stomach. 


He knew it wasn't a romantic feeling but it was still a feeling of love and care. 

"Yeah, sort of. | know he's beyond repair and that makes me sad." 

"You're an incredible man. | admire that you still have the capacity to feel so strongly.” 

"Doesn't make me a sucker?" 

"Absolutely not." 

The pair fell silent for a few moments. 

"David?" 

"What?" 

"Remember you said that there was one time when you cheated on him without him knowing?" 

A grunt was the response. 

"What were you talking about?" 

"Um, |, uh." 

"Never mind. Forget | asked. None of my business. Come on, let me put you to bed" 

"ll tell you about it. Just not now. Okay?" 

"You never have to tell me about it. | shouldn't have asked." 

"You have every right to ask And I'll talk about it. Later. Take me to bed, gorgeous." 

The taller man smiled as he helped David to his feet and then scooped him up, into his arms, and cradled him 
like a child. In the bedroom, he laid the bassist out on the bed. With a hand softly petting his head, Dave leaned 
over his lover and kissed him. 

"Get on up here and love me." David grinned. 


"Say please." 


"Please get your ass up here and ravage me." 


"That's better." 


In the morning, they donned their other suits, charcoal grey this time. And took the car back to court. They 
waited in the holding room again. David paced back and forth. When Mark came in with a grin on his face, both 


men stared. 

"What?" 

"He changed his plea and wants to talk about a reduced sentence." 

"SHUT UPI!" David screeched. He threw his arms around Mark's neck and hugged the man tightly. 


Sitting himself beside Mark, David caught a quick glance of Mustaine. The man looked defeated. Tired and drawn 
with strands of hair hanging limply in his eyes. He'd lost weight, eyes ringed with dark bruises. 


| hate doing this to you, he thought. But you need it. You need a kick up the ass to show that it doesn't 


matter who you are, or what you do, that karma will always come and bite you in the ass. 


The judge looked at them before calling order. With everyone quiet, he began. "In light of the recent evidence, 
and Mr Mustaine's offer of a plea bargain, I've come to this final conclusion. On the charge of battery with 
serious bodily injury, | sentence you to four years in a state penitentiary. On the charge of assault with 


caustic chemicals or flammable substances, | sentence you to four years in a state penitentiary." 
From the corner of his eye, David watched the redhead slump, chained hands coming to his face. 


"On the charge of violating your protection order, | sentence you to a further two years. All sentences will run 
concurrently. All assets remaining from the band and business of the name Megadeth, Inc, will be handed over 


to Mr Ellefson" 


David felt his heart drop. He'd never wanted them. All he'd wanted was for this to be over. But there was no 


use in arguing with the judge. What was done was done. 


| hope, Mr Mustaine," the judge continued, "that you learn from this. | have requested that you are accepted 


in to various rehabilitation programs during your incarceration 


As the judge closed her speech, people stood and began to leave, a quiet hum of chatter among them. Frozen 
to his seat, David watched as two quards, keys and chains rattling at their belts, moved in to collect Dave. He 
wanted to say something. Wanted to do something. 


As they wrapped their hands around the redhead's elbows, David followed them, a small shadow behind the 
group. As they walked out in to a hallway, he stopped them. 


"Can I?" He gestured to Dave. 

The guards looked at him, foreheads furrowed and eyebrows raised. 

"Weill be over there," one of the said. "Shout if you need anything. 

Standing before the redhead, David took in the pitiful creature he'd become. Gone was the man who'd roared 


from the stage. Gone was the demon who'd cursed everyone who came near. Gone was the man who'd raised 


his hands to him. 
"I just wanted to say goodbye," David softly began. "Goodbye, and thank you." 
Hazel eyes flickered to his, almost hidden behind the lank, orange hair. Dave didn’t lift his head, just watched. 


"Thank you for the good times. For showing me the world. And, at some point, for loving me. You." David 
stopped and swallowed, hands clasped before him, heart hammering. "You were good to me at times. | forgive 
you for everything. | want you to go knowing that a new phase is starting. That everything's going to be 


better from now on" 
When Dave stepped forward, he went to move back. But a hand, chained to the one around the redhead's waist, 


was lifted, halting him. Taking a deep breath, he let Dave come to him, the redhead resting his head on top of 
David's. Nothing was said, it didn't need to be. 


Dave watched and took a step toward them when Mustaine started for David. When the pair stood silently in 
an embrace, Dave's heart leaped into his throat. On one hand, he wanted to rip the redhead's face off and on 
the other, he was happy for David. Proud of him for this gesture. 


"Why?" the shorter man whispered. 


| don't know why, Junior. Just kept doing it," the redhead replied just as he was being pulled away by the 


officers. 

His words were on repeat in David's head. He didn't know why. Couldn't give him an explanation. The one thing he 
wanted, needed to know the most, there was no answer. He sat quietly in the car, looking out the window, 
letting Dave curl his fingers around his hand. 


Back at the condo, he changed his clothes and smiled at his boyfriend. 


"Can | just be alone?" he asked in a quiet voice. 


"Of course. I'll be out there. Just yell if you need me." 
"Thank you." 
Dave smiled and tilted his head, gazing into those beautiful, sad eyes. 


After the bedroom door closed, David sunk onto the floor at the foot of the bed and cried. Cried for his past, 
for all of the pain he'd endured, for all of the light that had been taken from him, for all of the hopelessness 
he'd felt, for the pain and emptiness that Mustaine had felt over the years, for the way he'd tried so hard to 
change him, for all of the love he'd seemingly wasted on the man. But ultimately, David cried because he knew 
the redhead would never last in prison. He didn't have the strength for it. And he cried because he knew he 
shouldn't feel so bad about that. After everything the man did to him, how he could still care about what 
happens to him is beyond him. But for whatever reason, he did care. And he felt like shit for it. He felt guilty, 
as if he was betraying Dave by feeling this way. 


Once his thoughts trained on Dave, he cried harder. His body slid to the floor and he curled up into a fetal 
position Burying his head in his arms, he cried body racking, choking sobs. 


"David? Baby, | can hear you. Let me in, please?" Dave knocked gently on the door. 
"Go away, Davel" 

"You're hurting, please let me help’ 

"| said go away! 


There was a long pause before he heard Dave again, "Okay, I'll leave you but I'm coming back in twenty minutes 


to try again." 
The older man couldn't help but smile through his tears. 


Dave didn't leave. He merely slid his back down the outside of the door and sat on the floor, leaning against it. 
He had suspected this might happen. He knew the trial would be hard on David. Dave tried to anticipate it, tried 
to do everything he could to ward it off. But he knew it was the way Mustaine had been broken before him 
that David had not expected. He'd expected him to remain a hardened asshole. He was prepared for that. He 
wasn't prepared for the vulnerable, softer side to make an appearance and it had thrown him. Just need to get 


him home, get him moving forward again. 
After twenty minutes, Dave rapped on the door again "Babe, can | come in?" 


"Its unlocked, Dave." 


The dark haired man slowly turned the knob and pushed the door open. He found David sitting on the edge of 
the bed, his face was red and blotchy, eyes dark and puffy. 


‘lm here to listen to anything you want to tell me. We don't even have to talk if you don't want. | can just sit 


here with you." 

"You asked me yesterday when | cheated on him. 

Dave's fingers immediately went to his mustache. 

David laughed quietly. "Sit down here." 

The younger man sat next to David and David took his hands. "No mustache twisting allowed. You are worried 
that, aside from all the passing around, | went out and found someone | actually wanted to be with while Dave 
and | were together." 

"Not worried, exactly. | just wanted to hear the story. That is, if you are comfortable telling it" 

"There's no story. | meant you. This is going to sound so stupid" He sighed and lowered his eyes to the floor. 
‘In my eyes, | was married to him. It might not have legally been a marriage but it was close enough for me. | 
was legally bound to him and he me. | took that very seriously. It was like the one thing | had over him, you 
know? | could hold my head high as an honest man. Until you came along." He smiled so as not to make Dave 
think he actually regretted that. "I guess, in the end, it didn't matter. | remained as faithful as | could while we 
were bound to each other. It was important to me. | was raised to take that very seriously and | did. No 
matter what he was doing, running out on me, screwing everything with legs, | was faithful. | was able to at 
least claim that much. And don't get me wrong, | don't regret the times we were together before it was 


dissolved. Not one bit. But | can't lie, | do feel a little guilty.’ 


"David, if | had known about it and known how strongly you felt about it, | would have stopped you. We could 


have waited." 

"Nah, we couldn't have waited. | wanted you more than | desired to remain faithful to him." 
"Then what's to feel guilty about?" 

David shrugged. "| don't know. | guess it just means l'm no better." 

Dave raised his eyebrows and stared. "No better? Are you crazy? David!" 


David gave him a weak smile. "Ill get there, | promise." He sighed. "Just need to, you know.. Work it out of my 
system. Morals and values and all of that.” 


Dave felt his heart break at the older man's proclamation. Draping an arm around David's shoulder, he gently 


kissed the mess of honey brown hair. 


"Your morals and values are part of you. Part of what makes you amazing. Not many people have them any 
more, you know. They just think the world owes them something. Not you. You think that you just have to 
give, give, give. And you do, on an amazing scale. But, David, you've got to understand something and that is 
that the world owes you something. It owes you the right to be loved by whoever you choose. You went 


through so much shit and now it's time for you take something back." 
The head on his shoulder tilted back, a smile on David's lips. "Thanks." 


"No worries." 


Chapter 27 


The treatment room was stark and clinical, almost cool to the touch. Sitting at a paper covered table, David 
stretched his left arm out, eyes wide as a long needle was slid beneath his skin An anesthetic was injected into 
his veins, his arm going numb moments later. He couldn't help but watch as a nurse sat next to him, a tray of 
instruments beside her, a mask covering her nose and mouth. He felt his pulse rise, the blind panic begin to 


take over. Too many hospitals. Too many times. Too much blood. Too much pain 
Getting to his feet, he bolted for the door, only for Dave to step in front of it, blocking his exit. 
"No! No! Let me out! Don't want to do this." 


The younger man folded his arms over his chest, a stern look on his face. "Its coming out. Sit down and shut 


up. 
"Nol" 


"David." 


Nostrils flaring, he took in deep, ragged breaths as he hand was taken and he was lead back to the large, white 
seat. His arm was stretched back to the table and he wasn't surprised when Dave sat in his lap, hands holding 


him down. 

He gasped for air as the scalpel appeared, the nurse cooing calmly. They'd read his medical notes. They knew 
what had happened. But the chip still had to come out in a medical environment. They knew he'd freak but 
David had flat out refused a sedative. It had taken everything Dave had to talk him into an anesthetic. 

"Look at me. Look at me, David. This isn't going to hurt" 

Keeping his eyes on the dark haired man, he let out a small gasp as the scalpel touched his skin. The chip had 
been located with an X-ray and, as David had said, it sat near several arteries. Gritting his teeth, he closed his 
eyes, waiting for more pain. The next thing he heard was the nurse. 


"All done. Want to take a look" 


Peering over Dave's shoulder, he admired the tiny chip. No bigger than a pill, it lay in the centre of a steel 
dish. 


"Do you want to keep it?" she asked, 


He shook his head. "No. Please destroy it" 


She smiled and patted his hand, fingers testing the bandage. "You've been very brave." 


woun 


With his feet on the car's dash, David happily sucked on the lollipop, watching the city go by. His bandaged 


wrist was laid in his lap, a dull ache beginning to infect him as the anesthetic wore off. 
"So," Dave began, "let me get this straight. You get candy for having that chip taken out but | get fuck all?" 


"Heyl" He pointed the strawberry flavoured sucker at the younger man. "You just had to sit there and look 
pretty. I'm the one who was being sliced open 


"No, | was the one who had to talk your ass in to going there, talk your ass into having a painkiller, stop your 
ass from running, stop your ass from screaming, and then sit on your ass to shut you up. That's a lot of 


work!" 


David grinned and offered out the candy. "You can have some, if you like? Or." His grin widened. "I can give you 


something else to suck on" 


Before they left California, David had met with Chris and Shawn to divvy up the Megadeth estate and royalties. 
He ended up giving them each a third and keeping a third for himself, to decide what to do with later. He also 
had Mark set up the funding for Mustaine while in prison and for after. If there would be an after. His 


bandmates promised to come and visit but he'd understand if they never made it up. 


And just like that, they were back on the jet, heading home. David was contemplative and quiet as he peered 


out the window. 

"Hey, what are ya thinking about?" Dave asked. 

David turned and gave him a grin. "Thinking about how we get to go shopping when we get home." 
"Oh yeah? What is this ‘we' business. I'm buying it all, | get to pick" 


"No way! We'll end up with more guitars and motorcycles and | hate to inform you, Mr. Grohl, but you cannot 


sleep on a motorcycle.” 
"Is that right? | think you've never tried.” 
"You know what else you can't do on a motorcycle?" 


"What?" 


"You can't fuck on one." 


"Again, you've never tried. Something we can fix when we get home." And Dave stood and dropped to his knees 


in front of David. A hand slid up one of his pant legs and fingers tickled his calf. 

"What are you doing??" David screeched and wiggled, trying to push the younger man away. 

"Well, you can fuck on an airplane, you know!" And he pulled David out of the chair and onto the floor. 
"Dave!" 

"Shhh. Come here, you." Dave wrapped his arms around David and kissed him. "Love you." 

"Mmm, love you, too." 

"Ever joined the mile high club?" 

"Not willingly." 

"Care to now?" 

"Absolutely!" 

Dave sat up and pulled his shirt over his head. David wasn't going to wait for him to lean back over him. He 
sat up as well and seized a nipple in his mouth. His hands riding over Dave's ribs and around his back. The 
singer's fingers slid under David's shirt and pushed it up as the hands slipped higher and higher up David's 
back, caressing each and every line and scar. 

Kisses were frenzied, hands became hurried as they worked to shed clothes. Dave leaned over David, urging 
him onto his back. He trailed wet sucking kisses down David's throat, down the middle of his chest, into his 


stomach. 


"Tell me dirty things, baby. Tell me what you want me to do to your gorgeous body," Dave told him in a low, 


lust-filled voice. 
Hands knotted into Dave's silken chocolate hair. "Oh, fuck me," David hissed, bucking his hips up. 


"No, no, no. Come on, lover. You can do better than that. Talk dirty to me." His mouth settled over the older 


man's navel, a tongue darting into it. 


"Suck my cock. Lick it, put your lips on it and take it deep in your throat," David muttered, applying pressure 
on Dave's head, trying to push it down to meet his semi-erect dick. 


David hissed and bared his teeth as a warm, wet mouth slid over his cock. His fingers tightened in Dave's dark 


hair, pushing his lover's mouth further down his shaft. 


"Yeah," he hissed, his inner demon awakening. "You suck me. Make me come." Chuckling, he draped a leg over his 


lover's shoulder, foot hooking into the back of his neck. "I fuckin’ love it when you do this. So fuckin’ good." 


Pushed on my David's barrage of words, Dave opened his throat and took all that David had to offer. Grinning 
to himself, he pulled out an old trick, David's back arching and a loud growl coming from the bassist's mouth. 


"Fuckin shit! Where'd you learn that one, Grohl?!" 


He didn't reply, just carried on until he felt David tense. Knowing that the older man was approaching the point 
of no return, he pulled away, giving David's cock one last kiss before sitting back on his heels. 


David looked delicious spread out on the floor. Legs bent, back arched, and head back, his hands clawed at the 
floor. His chest rose and fell with deep breaths, cock throbbing against his stomach. The plane dropped slightly 
and David lifted his head, eyes darkened with lust, staring at him. 


"Get over here and fuck me. Now!" 
Chuckling, Dave licked his lips, watching him. "Getting demanding now, are we?" 


David was on his hands and knees in a shot and the younger man found himself slammed to the floor, the 
bassist sitting on him as rough kisses were pressed to his mouth, hands exploring and stroking, gliding over 
skin and finding those tiny little spots which made Dave gasp. Arching beneath David, he didn't want it to end, 
the other's sudden fiery temperament driving him crazy. When hands raked at his hair, exposing his throat, he 
groaned and bucked, thrusting his dick against David's. Reaching between them, he wrapped a hand around both 
of their cocks, stroking them to the furious kisses. David's own sounds, gasps and hisses, drove him crazy. 


"Fuck me, David. Fuck me hard." 


David didn't need any more encouragement. Struggling to his feet, he yanked Dave up by a wrist and dragged 
him down the aisle, grabbing a bag as he did. Slamming the younger man into the wall, he felt it vibrate 
beneath them. For a second, he wondered if it would take two grown man fucking against it, a thought which 
was dashed from his head as Dave clawed at him, arms tangling around him, lips hungrily finding his. Hurriedly 
he searched the bag, letting out a long sigh of relief as his fingers closed around the bottle of lube. 


Coating his fingers in the exotic smelling gel, he pressed first one, then another into Dave, watching as the 
dark haired man reacted Kisses became more frustrated, a long leg wrapping around his, pulling him as close 


as possible. David felt as though he were suffocating, drowning, but in the most delicious way possible. 


Preparing himself, he pressed himself to Dave, savouring the sight of the younger man pressed against the 


wall, eyes closed and panting heavily. 


Nipping at the base of his throat, he hissed, "Ready?" 


"So fucking ready. Give it to me, give me everything you got" The younger man grunted, his fingers pressed 
into David's shoulders. 


The bassist pressed one palm flat against Dave's chest and used the other hand to push himself into his lover. 
He couldn't wait for Dave to adjust to him or encourage him to press on With one hard thrust, he buried 
himself deep inside of the other, causing him to cry out. 


"Like that? Want it harder?" 
"Yes, go. Do it" 


But David withdrew almost as fast he entered. "Turn around," he growled and yanked Dave from the wall, 
flipped him around and shoved back again. With two hands he pulled the taller man's hips toward him. He hooked 
one hand under a knee and lifted. With a single, deep thrust, he was back inside of the younger mon. 


"Jesus fucking Christ, David!" he howled as the hard cock inside of him plunged deep, stroking his prostate again 
and again. 


"Don't say that!" David hissed and took a handful of dark brown hair and yanked it back. He pressed his open 


mouth to Dave's temple and he continued to pound into him. "You like it hard?" 
"| love it. Keep going. Fuck, keep going." 


"Oh, | will" And he pushed Dave's face back against the wall and kept a hand planted against his head. The other 
slid out from under Dave's knee and with fingers dug into his skin, he pulled his pelvis back, further away from 


the wall so that he could snake his hand down and grab onto the younger man's hard cock. 


The assault on him was divine and he knew he wasn't going to last long, the low burn turning into an inferno. 
Fingers roughly jerked his cock, nails occasionally digging into his skin, catching at veins and making him hiss. 
The mixture of pain and pleasure was heady, pressed against the wall with nowhere to go. No chance to back 
off. No way to stop what was happening. Owned, it was how he felt, and he loved it. 


"Fuck, David, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck." A hand clamped over his mouth, teeth snapping at his ear. 


"You wanna keep that down?" David growled in his ear. "Don't need the whole world knowing we're fuckin’. 


Although.. Don't fuckin’ move." 


He groaned as David stopped, body slumping for a moment, catching his breath. A second later and a camera 
had been retrieved from the bag. Dropped on top of the bag, it was pointed at them. He didn't have much time 
to think as David grabbed him and forced him back against the wall, body pressed tight to his, cock roughly 
thrusting in to him. The hand covered his mouth again, hand roughly finding his cock. He wanted to come, 


wanted the sweetness of release, and the presence of the camera, knowing that it was there, was only pushing 
him closer. He mumbled David's name, the sound probably never reaching his lover's ears. Behind him, he could 
feel David panting, feel the heavy rise and fall of his chest. Fingers slithered down his cock and cupped his balls 


giving them a rough squeeze before pulling back. 


Again, he was yanked away from the wall, back dipped and ass out as David continued to give him all he had. 
Dave felt his head swirl, the giddiness of it all making him feel dizzy. But he didn't care. The sweetness of what 


was to come would be far greater. 

"Fuck, you're killing me, killing..me." 

A low, throaty chuckle followed by, "Well, what a way to go" made Dave shudder. 
"Shit, please..." 

"Gonna come, gorgeous?" 


The raging ball of fire deep in the pit of his stomach was much too large and hot to keep at bay. His mouth 
fell open, grunts in time with each of David's deep thrusts grew louder and louder. He rocked his hips faster 
and faster, pushing his cock into the waiting hand. One last deep growl erupting from his very core, Dave rose 
up on the balls of his feet and shook as he came violently onto David's hand. As his body sagged, David caught 
him with an arm around his waist and held him tightly, still driving inside of him. 


"David. God, David," he moaned as his hands pressed against the wall, a shiver coursing through his body as he 


tumbled down from the edge. 
David pressed his mouth to his lover's spine, kissing and licking up the sweat that beaded on his warm, tan skin. 


Teeth sank in to the fleshy part of his back, breaking the post orgasm haze. "What have | told you about 
taking the Lord's name in vain?" David hauled him from the wall, eyes blazing and a sneer on his lips. He nodded 


to the floor in front of him. "Get on your knees and repent, boy." 


Dave did as he was told, the excitement beginning to build again. Wrapping his hand around the base of his 
cock, David offered it out. For a moment, Dave stayed where he was, a pouting grin playing on his lips. When he 
didn't instantly respond, a hand was wrapped in his hair, pulling him close. 


Oh, he was going to give David the best orgasm of his life. Screw what had happened over the past few days, 
this was going to erase it all. Licking his lips, he swallowed David's dick in one, making appreciative noises which 


he knew would vibrate through the bassist's entire body. 


Slumping against the wall, David snatched up the camera. Focusing on the man at his feet, he groaned. So 
beautiful, like a shadow from the depths of the night. And all his. Forever his. Dave's talented mouth danced 
along his length, one hand holding the hair back from his face. 


"Look at me," he hissed. 


Dark eyes, still glazed with lust, turned to look at him and David let out a low gasp. How had he done it? How 
had he managed to get this gorgeous creature into his life, and his bed? 


Holding the camera with one hand, he placed the other on the back of Dave's head, fucking his mouth. His 
boyfriend's eyes remained on him, silently speaking to him through the lens of the camera. Yes, this man 


wanted him just as much. 


The fire burned through him, tightening in his stomach and, bracing himself against the wall, he came long and 


hard, every second captured forever. 


As Dave buckled his belt, he glanced at David, who was putting his own clothes back on. "You know, Mr. 
Ellefson" 


"Yes, Mr. Grohl?" 
| don't think | was fully prepared for what was in store for me when we met." 
David smirked. "Frankly, | don't think you were, either." 


He wrapped his arms around the other. "But | sure am loving every second of this. You're just. you fucking 


blow my mind, baby." 
"Good. Now, what do you think? This one good for my YouTube channel?" 
"Yeah, | think so." 


David's brow scrunched as he fiddled with his camera. "I probably should put something together that explains 
everything that's been going on lately. I'd rather people heard it all directly from me, you know?" 


"If that's what you want to do. Can | be in it?" 
"You want to?" 

"Yes! Look, the camera loves me!" 

"Camera's not the only one 

"Oh no? Why? What else loves me?" 


"This guy.” David hitched a thumb at his own chest. 


"Oh yeah? How much?" 

"A liHe' 

"Oh. Just a little 

"Yeah, you know, a bit. You'll do, | suppose.” 

‘Until a newer, hotter model comes along?" 

"Or the money runs out" David said off-handledly, smirking, as he tucked the camera back in his bag. 


"Brat." 


Chapter 28 


They walked through the living space once more, David writing a list of items they would need to purchase. 
Bedroom furniture, linens, kitchen gear (china, flatware, pots and pans, other gadgets), theatre system and 
furniture for the living room and dining furniture. There would be no dining room but they could fit a small 
table and chairs into the corner next to the kitchen. 

David stood, staring at one of the blank brick walls. "We need to think about what to put on the walls." 
"Nothing." 

"What? Not nothing. They would be so dark and cold." 

"Photos of you." 


David laughed. "No fucking way." 


"If you're going to shoot down every single one of my suggestions, then don't ask my opinion" Dave acted 


haughtily, Turning his nose into the air. 


"Stop making stupid suggestions." The younger man feigned a gasp and put his hand over his heart. Meanwhile 
the wheels were turning."Come on, let's go shopping." 


And the childish grin reappeared across the older man's face. "Very well. Here, just take my wallet now." Dave 


pulled it from his pocket and handed it to his boyfriend." 
Cooll You gonna stay here, then?" 


“Absolutely fuckin’ not! We're going to my favourite store, you're spending my money, I'm fuckin’ coming!” 


Pushing the flat bed cart, he followed in David's wake. Leaning on the handles of the cart meant he could get a 
good look at David's ass, something he didn't take for granted. Tight black denim looked as though it had been 
painted on to his boyfriend's legs and Dave had to stop himself from drooling. 


"Newer, hotter model," he murmured to himself. 


David's left hand instantly shot out of his pocket, Dave's wallet clutched in it. He waved it above his head. 
"Keep it up, Grohl. I've got everything | need right here." The brunette swung on the balls of his feet, a grin on 


his lips. "I've already seen a few models | can trade you in for so quit ya moanin\." 


He kept going until the lip of the cart bumped into David's ankles. Mock shock swept over his boyfriend's 
face."Hey, don't make me have you arrested for driving like a maniac either." 


Dave just pouted. "Hotter, newer model. You can't get much hotter than me. Why'd you want to trade me in?" 
David cocked a hip, hand planted on it. "Don't worry, I'll make sure you go to a good home. Only a few miles on 
the clock. One slightly careless owner. What would you like? Little old lady with a love of cats? If my mother's 
anything to go by, you might be able to keep up with her. Or do you just want me to send you to the 

retirement home now? I'm sure they've got a bed. Hang on" Pulling his phone from his pocket, David pretended 
to dial a number, a smirk on his face as he watched Dave. "Hello? Is that the Retirement Home for Washed Up 
Old Rock Stars? Do you have a bed? You do? Fantastic! I'd like to check in my boyfriend. Yeah, he's starting to 


get worn around the edges, dodgy knees an-" 


He didn't get to say anything else, the phone grabbed from his hand as he pushed on to a bed. Screaming with 
laughter, he fought against the hands which held him down and tickled him, lips attacking his neck. 


"Washed up, huh?!" Dave couldn't help but laugh. "I'll give you washed up!" 


His hands yanked at David's shirt, finding their way beneath it and pinching a nipple. Beneath him, David 


screamed, back arching from the bed, his laughter filling the air around them. 
"No! Dave, no! Not here!" 

"Why not?! 

"Just no!" 


He found David's mouth and gave him warm kisses. "Why not? Going to prove to this whole store that I'm not 
washed up. Gonna make you scream so they know l'm good!" 


He didn't care who was watching. Didn't care if they were staring. He was happy and in love and he wanted the 
world to know. Besides, seeing David's silly side made him laugh, made him want to tickle the older man in to 
submission. It took a while, but finally David stopped squirming, grinning as he handed over Dave's wallet. 
Gasping for air, they sat up and David rested his head on Dave's shoulder. "I'll never trade you in" 

"Promise?" 

"Promise. Well, there might be an instance when | do." 


"When's that?" 


David's fingers lightly scratched at his beard. "Don't get rid of this. Ever." 


He raised an eyebrow. "Why?" 


David just grinned. 


With the van full of precious IKEA cargo, David slumped in the passenger seat. "What's wrong with you?" 
"I am not looking forward to putting all that stuff together.” 

"Il do it. | love that shit. It's like a big puzzle. Keeps my brain sharp." 

"You're ridiculous." 


"What? Why? Listen, | agreed to let you get the bigger stuff from a store where assembly is not required. 


Now you just let me have my fun" 

"You can have your fun after we unload this stuff and go back out to find the bed and the sofa. Okay?" 

"So demanding." the younger man mumbled as he shifted the van into drive. 

After the van was unloaded, David practically pushed Dave back into the van. At the furniture store, the pair 
bickered some more. David's initial thought was a big, wooden, king-sized, four poster bed. Dave, on the other 
hand, looked at something smaller, a queen size, and something starkly modern, like a platform, which used no 
box spring. 

"It will go better in the kind of place it is, David," the singer explained. 


"But this is big and plush and really comfortable." 


"Maybe | don't want to fall asleep with you three feet away from me. Maybe | want a smaller bed so | can 


sleep with my arms wrapped around you." 
David was stopped short. "You..you do?" 


"Yeah, baby. | don't give a shit about having a huge bed. | give a shit about the man l'm gonna be sharing it 


with. | want to know you're right there with me, not across the fucking room." 
As he remembered all the times the bed he shared with Taylor was cold to the touch, even with Taylor in it. 


They eventually compromised and decided on a queen sized platform bed with a deep, dark walnut finished, 


minimalist four-poster frame. Once that was taken care of, then it was time to bicker about living room 


furniture. David stepped back this time and let Dave choose whatever he wanted. And he chose a chocolate 
brown sectional big enough for six people, never mind it was just the two of them. He cast a charge glance in 
David's direction, almost daring him to disagree. 

The older man simply grinned and said, "Matches your eyes." 

Before they left the store, a deep pile area rug the color of hot latte caught David's eye. 

"Two of those, please." 

"Two?" Dave echoed. 

"You're right. Three, please." 

"Three?!" 

David giggled and merely took his boyfriend's hand. "Darling, it gets very cold in the winter." 


Dave rolled his eyes and sighed. "Killing me." 


Back at the warehouse, the singer eyed his IKEA prizes. "Which do you want to do first? The dining table and 


chairs or the bedside tables?" 
"None of the above?" David hopped up on the kitchen island and watched. 
Dave shrugged. "More fun for me." 


While Dave was eagerly tearing into cardboard and plastic wrapping, David decided to make himself useful. Going 
into the kitchen, he filled the old coffee machine they'd brought with them. He was still waiting to find the 
perfect one, something beautiful yet functional. While it simmered, he leaned back and watched Dave, a smile 
playing on his lips. His boyfriend really was in heaven, sitting back on his socked feet, pictorial instructions in 
his hands, reading glasses on the end of his nose. Now that was sexy. Mustaine had worn glasses at one point, 
before laser eye surgery had come along. When he'd discovered he could have his eyesight fixed the high tech 
way, he'd gone for it, leaving David without anything to drool over. Now he had someone new to gaze at, and it 


warmed his heart. 


Filling two mugs, he walked back in and stood before the dark haired men. It took a few moments before Dave 


took his eyes from his puzzle, eyes sweeping up David. 
Kneeling down, he held out a mug. "Coffee for the puzzle master?" 


Already the side tables were taking shape, two legs of one screwed in to place. Putting the instructions to one 
side, he took the mug. David sat before him, the floor hard against his legs. Perhaps those rugs had been a 


really good idea? He wanted to put them out right now, but building work had to be finished. He didn't relish 
the idea of trying to get cardboard and flakes of wood chip out of them. 


"Gonna help?" 


Chuckling, he shook his head. "Not a chance. But | am going to sit over there." He gestured to the wall behind 
him. "And jerk off" 


Cocking his head, Dave chuckled and frowned. "Why?" 
Snorting, David took a sip of coffee. "Because you're hot? Because you're hot and putting stuff together? 
Because you're hot and putting stuff together and wearing these?" Leaning forward, he gently pushed the 


glasses back up Dave's nose. "Excuse me if | want to sit in a corner and jerk off over that sight." 


He couldn't help himself and, putting the coffee to one side, he plucked David's mug from his hand and placed it 
beside his own. Drawing David in to his lap, he cradled his back, watching the bassist blush briefly. 


Touching the older man's chin, he pulled him down for a quick kiss. "| can fuck you while wearing them if you 
like? They're mainly for reading, but doesn't mean | can't wear ‘em for a little longer. If that's what gets you 


all hot under the collar." 


David squirmed against him, arms looping around his neck. Warm breath feathered his lips a moment before 


fingers gently scraped the nap of his neck, lips giving him quick, hurried kisses. 


"Wanna calm down there, Ellefson? There's no bed yet, and I've got all of this stuff to put together. Go sit in 


the corner and help yourself” 


David's eyes wandered over the packages, mentally counting them. Sitting back, he looked in to Dave's eyes, 
seeing the glimmer of happiness which played in them. 


"Where do you want me to start?" he said. 


"Last night at the farm," the dark haired man commented as he crawled into bed beside his lover. "Summer's 


officially over, isn't it? | can feel the chill in the air." 


David murmured his agreement as he felt arms slip around him and a warm, naked chest press against his 


back. "Gonna miss being here?" 
"I definitely am. Gonna miss your Mom and Elliot and the chickens." 


"Really? Gonna miss the chickens, huh?" 


"Yep. | named them all. Gonna miss Bessie and Clara most of all." 

"Those are cow names." 

"There aren't any cows here, why would | name cows when there aren't any here?" 

David sighed and shook his head. 

"Want me to put my glasses on?" 

"You planning on reading in your sleep?" The older man lifted his head to look over his shoulder. 


"No, you little brat. | planned on making love to my beautiful boyfriend but since he's decided to be sassy, he 
can forget it." 


"IIl let him know you said that," the bassist continued to taunt. 


Dave laughed softly as he rolled onto his back, pulling David with him. 


Francis was sorry to see her boys go. But on the other hand, she was ecstatic to see how utterly happy and 


in love they were. 
"Don't forget. In the spring, me and you are gonna teach the kid to ride," Dave told her as he hugged her. 
"Oh, David wants a motorcycle, does he?" 


"Maybe he does. Is that okay, Mother?" David rolled his eyes as Dave passed the little woman to him for a 
hug. 


"Whatever you want, baby. You do whatever it is that makes you happy." 
Oh, | will," the older man smirked at his boyfriend. 


Most of their belongings had already been moved into the loft. They only had a few bags of clothes and daily 


necessities to put away. 
"There's something | want to show you," Dave said to him before they entered the bedroom. 


"Really? Because | have something to show you, too." 


"You first, then 

"Mine's downstairs. You first." 

The singer grinned. "Okay." 

He pushed the sliding bedroom door down the track to open it. 

"Ugh! You did not!" David groaned. "What the hell were you thinking?" 

Dave giggled. "You don't like it?" 

"Dave! Take it down! Come on!" 

On the wall over the bed, there was a large, matted and framed blown up photo of David's old ‘Hunk Of The 
Month’ photo. The younger man stood behind David and pulled him into a hug, resting his chin on the other's 
shoulder. 

"You'll always be my hunk of the month, baby. 

"| hate you right now." 

"Why? Look at you! You're so fucking hot." 

"Dave!" 

"Okay, where's my surprise?" 

"Take that down, first.” 

"No can do. Its bolted up there, into the bricks.” 

David sighed. "Please?" 

"Nope. Surprise. Want my surprise!" 

"Asshole," David muttered and wiggled from his arms. 

He grabbed the dark haired man's arm and tugged him along. Down in the garage area, there was a makeshift 
jam room set up, complete with one of Dave's drum kits. Dave all but jumped on him, arms going around him 
and picking him, a long cry of happiness ringing in his ears. 


"I can't believe you've done this! Babe, it's fuckin beautifull" 


And then the forty year old with ADD was off, making for his toys. Before he could reach them, David had 
snatched up the stick bag, swinging it over his shoulder and behind him. Dave pouted. 


"You take down that photo and you get these." He held up the black bag of drum sticks 
"Nooo!" Dave wailed, slouching against the wall. He made grabby hands. "Uh, gimme!" 
"NO! Photo. Down. Now" 

"But. But, But” 


David couldn't help but smile. There was something endearing about Dave when he went into scorned child 


mode. Something which almost made him want to hand over the sticks. 
Almost. 


Hooking the bag over his shoulder, he walked across the room and looked around for one of the many 


toolboxes which came with their lives. As he was bent down, he felt something tug at his back 
"Dave! No!" 


Too late. A second later and the sound of a drummer happily at home filled the small space. He wanted to huff, 
he wanted to get annoyed, but he couldn't. Leaning against a work surface, he watched for a few moments, the 
happiness melting away his anger. There was something about watching a drummer at work, something about 
the way their limbs moved in unison, creating that perfect sound and tempo, something about the way their 
brains worked. It was one of the things which had attracted him to Dave; the way that mind worked, the 
constant journey for knowledge. It was beautiful, something which many people had lost, instead becoming 


absorbed in the cult of celebrity and cheap thrills. 


Leaving him to it, David returned upstairs. Searching the cupboards, he found a sheet, dragged a chair into the 
room, and covered the photo. It was coming down. Although he suspected that, if he didn't hide it well enough, 


it would be back on the wall within minutes. 


Admiring his handiwork, he felt a twinge of happiness touch his heart, a warm, soft feeling. Someone loved him, 
adored him, even the person he'd been before. Putting the chair back, he walked back down the stairs and sat 
on one half way down. Resting his chin in his hand, he watched Dave attack his kit, a dreamy smile on his lip. 
Yeah, he really had come home. 


"Oh, Ellefson?" Dave shouted over the noise he was making. "| see a bass guitar down here with your name on 


it. Literally. Get your sweet ass down here and play with me." 


David grinned and slowly made his way down the steps. He picked up his bass and plugged it in He paused for a 


moment to allow the beat Dave was creating to sink into his soul before he closed his eyes and just played. 
Back and forth, they challenged each other. They traded instruments, David to drums, Dave to guitar, David to 


guitar, Dave to bass. They lost track of time, each one becoming engulfed in the other's creativity and 
ingenuity. 


"There is nothing you cannot do, Dave. You're absolutely brilliant.” 


"Oh, stop! You are just an incredible talent. Honestly, you have such an ear and an intuitiveness that you can't 


fake." 


David grinned. "So we can stand down here all night and suck each other off." He pulled one corner of his 


mouth into a smirk. "Or we can go upstairs and do it" 


"Going upstairs!" The sweat covered drummer took the stairs two at a time. "Come on, old man!" He stood at 


the top and called down to David. 
"You're gonna regret that, Grohl!" 


Once he saw David climbing the steps, he turned and made for the bathroom. "Trying out the new shower! 


Come onl" 


Hands pushed him against the wall beside the bathroom, lips suckling his neck as fingers worked at his clothes. 
An appreciative growl rumbled into his ear. Resting his hands on Dave's shoulders, he let himself be undressed, 
his sticky, sweaty clothes cast to one side. A hand cradled the back of his head, hot mouth finding his as he 
returned the favour. Just touching that body had him going, the excitement growing with every second. 


Not breaking the kiss, David walked backwards, flicking on the light in the bathroom. The room was huge, tiled 
in white, and created to match the rest of the open plan minimalism they'd dreamed up. Pushing his boyfriend 


against the wall, he gave him another hungry kiss, hands sliding over firm, tanned skin. 

"Fuck, you're hot. You know that?" 

Another growl, hands tangling in his hair and crushing their lips together. 

"Yeah. But its always nice to know you're appreciated” 

Reaching into the shower, he turned it on, grinding himself against Dave as he waited for it to warm up. Their 


hard cocks slid against one another, delicious feelings spiking through him. With a grunt, he pulled the younger 


man away from the wall and into the shower. 


Chapter 29 


"Damn, that's a good shower," the brunette sighed as he flopped back onto the bed, naked, wet, stringy hair 
whipping behind him. "l'm exhausted." 


David smiled at his lover as he crossed the room to the closet. The walk-in was another splurge that they 
couldn't have done without. Dave owned more t-shirts and pairs of black jeans than David thought possible. 
Although, he was no better. To offset all the rock star black, they had white panel organizers and drawers 
built in along with bright lighting. 


The older man reappeared in a pair of black boxer briefs and, after turning off the closet lights and closing the 
door, he climbed into their new bed alongside Dave. 


"This place is absolutely perfect. | love it" 

‘It is pretty great. You had a vision and you made it come true." 

"We had a vision and we made it come true." 

"Baby, it was all you. | just threw together some furniture. Oh, and some beautiful artwork on the wall” 
David rolled over to look at the photo of himself. "You know that's coming down." 

"Take it down, I'll find another place for it" 

"Just remember, young Dave, there are photos of you all over the internet, too." 

"Yeah, but unlike you, | looked like a little troll. Nobody wants to look at me as a kid" 

"Not true. | thought you were adorable. Especially when you went through that blonde phase." 
"Oh, God," Dave grumbled. "It's bed time. Go to sleep." 

David giggled as he pulled his boyfriend into his arms. "I think you owe me something.” 

The singer pursed his lips and leaned in to kiss David. 

"Uh-uh." David leaned back. "Remember our arrangement?" 

Dave opened his eyes and searched David's for a moment, trying to remember. 


"You don't remember? That hurts." 


"Ohhh! | remember now. Okay, let me think" 
David smiled and snuggled into his man's chest, closing his eyes and waiting. 


The dark haired man pressed his cheek to the top of David's head and sang softly, "Close your eyes and I'll kiss 
you, 

Tomorrow I'll miss you. 

Remember I'll always be true, 

And then while I'm away. 

Ill write home every day, 


And I'll send all my loving to you." 


Vibrations from his quiet singing rumbled through his chest and David snuggled in tighter, loving the smooth, 
warm feeling of his bare skin against his cheek. Dave's arm wound around his shoulders and his fingers 
tenderly stroked David's neck This was absolute heaven. If David died tonight, his soul would soar to the 
heavens and rest contentedly, knowing he had everything in life a man could hope for. He had risen through the 


fire and ashes of a life filled with sorrow and turmoil to be rescued, renewed and rebuilt by an angel. 


Saturday. Saturdays were perfect. No alarm clock. No need to get up early. Just someone cuddling close to his 
back, pressing small kisses to his neck. But there was no way he was waking up. Not yet. Not unless it was 


properly. 
Eventually the kisses stopped, fingers running over his hair as the other weight lifted from the bed. Purring 
softly, David spread out, one hand tucked beneath the pillows, the other touching the opposite side of the bed. 


Soon the bitter smell of brewing coffee touched his nose and, snuggling deeper beneath the duvet, eyes and 
nose the only things visible. 


The weight returned to the bed, kneeling beside him. Cracking an eye, he smiled as a mug of coffee appeared in 


front of him. 

"Wakey, wakey." 

"Oh, I'm awake alright" 

Sliding in to a sitting position, David took the mug from Dave and smiled. Even in the morning, his boyfriend 
looked gorgeous, all ruffled hair and dark, doe eyes. Much to David's excitement, Dave had padded around the 


living area naked. 


"How'd you sleep?" An arm snaked around his shoulders 


With a soft snuffle, he settled against Dave, tilting his head back to gaze up into those still sleepy eyes. 
“Absolutely wonderful.” 

"Really?" 

"Yeah. Know what?" 

"What?" 

Touching his finger to Dave's chin, he pulled him down for a kiss. "First night | haven't had nightmares." 

Fingers began twisting a mustache. "I didn't realize you were still having them. Its been constant?" 

"More or less." 

"Why didn't you say something?" 

David shrugged, a blush slowly creeping across his apple cheeks. "Just became a part of life, you know?" 
"Could have helped you do something about them." Dave was mildly irritated. He understood David's need to 
downplay all that had happened to him but he also wished that David would allow him in deeper, allow him to do 
things for him and help him. 

"You did" 

"David." 

"Don't ‘David me. | told you they're done now, right? So you helped. Can't that be enough?" 

David slid to the opposite side of the bed and stood up. 

"| feel sometimes like you're holding me at arm's length," the brunette mumbled as he picked at the red duvet. 
‘I'm sorry you feel that way. I'm not" 


"You are, David!" 


"Is this how we're spending our Saturday, Dave, really?" He turned his head to glare over his shoulder at the 


younger man. 


"l'm gonna get dressed and go for a ride, | think." 


"That's fine. Jesse will probably be around in a bit. I'll work with him downstairs. And get him to come and take 
that photo down" 


"Whatever you want." 


David watched his boyfriend open the closet door and step in He was a little hurt and surprised by his sudden 
change of mood. He thought telling him the nightmares appeared to be over was a good thing. Instead Dave 
gave him shit about not mentioning them? Fuck him. No, not fuck him. But still, he was perturbed Whenever he 
and Mustaine had an argument, David would received either the silent treatment or some slapping around. Or 
both. This pouting and running away was new. And a little unlike Dave. What happened to no bullshit? What DID 
happen to no bullshit, David thought. And that began to make his blood boil. He was about to enter the 
bathroom but changed direction. 


"Dave?" He opened the closet door to find the taller man sitting on the bench in the middle of the closet. His 
elbows rested on his thighs, his hands were clasped and his head hung low, dark hair falling in gorgeous waves 
around his face. 


"Hey, what's the matter?" David sat next to him and wrapped fingers around Dave's forearm. 
"Nothing. I'm just an asshole. I'm sorry | got pissy with you." 
‘Its okay. Tell me whats wrong. Remember: no bullshit.” 


"All right but you have to promise not to rub it in what a dumbass | am because | already know this is 


irrational." 
"| make no such promise," the older man said with a grin 


‘I'm scared you'll shut me out the same way blonde roast did when he no longer needed me. You're so strong 
and confident and amazing that sooner or later this day would come and | knew that. And now, you know, what 
the hell do you need me for? And | picked up my entire life, everything | knew, to be with you because | 


wanted someone to need me so badly." 


"So | was a project. Is that what you're saying? Taylor was right. That's all you see in people. Find someone 
that needs fixing and once they're fixed, you don't see a reason to hang around." David stood, hands clenched, 
heart pounding. He stared down at the top of Dave's head. 


"You're not hearing me!" Dave said loudly. "You are the reason for me to stick around but l'm terrified that | 


won't be enough reason for you to stick around because you don't need me anymore. 


Taking a deep breath, David stared at the man before him. "Maybe you should leave if you think | don't need 


you any more?" 


"Maybe | will" 


Gritting his teeth, he said no more, instead grabbing a handful of clothes and storming back in to the bedroom. 


Dragging them on, he ignored his coffee and went down in to the main area of the warehouse, the words 


stinging. 


Trying not to think of what had happened, David sorted through what he needed and began to work. He ignored 
the feet on the stairs, ignored the sound of someone walking behind him. Yet his heart still broke when an 
engine started up. He refused to look. Refused to watch as the bike pulled out of the garage area and on to 
the road. Would he come back? Had he just lost the one person who kept him breathing? Fighting back tears, 
he stared at the saw in his hands. He could end it now, wash away the pain as the blood drained from his body. 


Nothing. He felt absolutely nothing as he rode, the wind and the adrenaline wiping away the pain he felt. David, 
the one person he believed understood him and accepted him for everything he was, had kicked him away. Just 
like Taylor had. The strength the bassist had needed had returned and now he was exerting it to lead a life he 


wanted to lead. One which didn't involve him. 


Again, it hit him, a cold shard to the heart and, as he rode through the Minnesota countryside, he saw David 
everywhere. Every field, every tree, every farm house; each held a memory of the sweet, smiling man. Except 
that smile had gone this morning. Wiped away on a few words. Desperately he wanted to help David. Wanted to 
be in every part of his life. The older man had come so far, had healed so much. Suddenly he was beginning to 
feel the coolness which had emanated from Taylor in the last months of their relationship. The bitter feeling 
that he was no longer wanted. No longer needed. No longer cared for. No longer loved. His time was over and it 
had been time to move on. He'd hoped it was forever. Hoped that David's arms would be his forever home. 


Obviously not. 


Without realising it, he'd slowed down and stopped. As he looked up, Dave realised he was back at the place it 
had all started The farm. A thought crept in to his head and, turning the bike on to the drive, he wondered if 


Francis would hold any keys to what went on in her son's head. 


Sitting on the floor of the bedroom, David stared at the short note through tear blurred eyes. He hadn't 
bothered to search the closets, but he knew that some of Dave's clothes were gone, no doubt along with his 
wallet, phone, and whatever else he'd need to get back across the country. The few words brought another 


strained wail. 


You obviously dont need me any more, it read, so Im going But know that lil always love you Good luck for the 


future. If anyone deserves if, it's you. 


Through his crying, he heard the phone ringing. Shuffling across the room, he picked it up and looked at the 


screen before sighing and tossing it back to the bed At that moment, he had nothing to say to his mother. No 
doubt she'd ask about the build. She'd ask how living in the city was. And she'd ask about the man who'd just 


walked out of his life forever. 


A moment later and it whistled, telling him it was a voice mail. His mother never left voice mails. Ever. It had 
to be something bad for her to be willing to talk to a computer. Dialling the mail service, he nearly dropped the 
phone. 


"David Warren Ellefson, you get yourself to the farm and get this sorted RIGHT NOW!" 


Chapter 30 


The tiny woman flitted around Dave, talking a mile a minute, while she filled his coffee mug and cut him 


another piece of sweet potato pie with fresh cream. He had given up watching her and even trying to listen 
"Francis," he stopped her. "Am | being stupid? He..he does love me..right?" 

"Yes, you are being stupid. He loves you so much." 

"Then why won't he let me in?" 


"Darling, he has. You have to put yourself in his place for a moment. Firstly, we're not an overly affectionate 
bunch to begin with. Just comes from farm life and life up here in the north anyway. You grow up hard and 
fast, you know? Secondly, any trust and affection and openness he might have had was stolen away. I'll tell you 
something else.” She finally sat down in the chair beside him. "The last time | saw David before he came home 
with you was, let's see.. six or seven years ago. And he was a shadow of the man he is today. He was quiet 
and sullen and meek. Oh, he would try to smile and pretend everything was great. But a mother sees through 


that shit. Oh, excuse me. Stuff" She giggled and blushed. 

‘lm not saying | want him to tell me everything that happened to him. But | want to understand more. When 
he freaks out, when he gets quiet, when he feels the need to plaster that fake smile on his face, | want to be 
able to say, ‘Ah, okay. | understand why he's reacting that way.” 

Francis patted Dave's arm. "You able to read everyone in your life that clearly?" 


"Well, no, but - " 


"So why should you be able to read David that clearly? Seems to me your relationship would be pretty boring 
that way." 


"You have a point." 


"David has always been fiercely independent and strong-willed. H's amazing to me he allowed himself to be kept 


by that Mustaine boy for so long. He was not raised to allow someone to treat him so poorly." 


"See? That is what | would like to understand. And the thing is l'm so afraid that now he's getting that 


independence and strong will back again, he won't need me." 


"He won't need you. But he'll want you. Isn't that a far better thing?" 


woun 


His heart felt heavy as he pulled in front of the house. Dave's bike sat at the steps, gleaming in the sunlight. 
He didn't want to do it. Didn't want to go in to the house and face his demons. David knew they were there, 
lurking in his soul. Defense mechanisms he thought he'd let go of, programmed in to him by Mustaine and well 
meaning counsellors. When the going gets tough, shut down and lock everyone out. Don't let them in until the 


trouble has passed. 


He was about to turn the car around when his mother appeared in the doorway. The dark look on her face 
said it all and she gestured him in with a thumb over her shoulder. No one messed with her, not when she 
was in one of her moods. Taking a deep breath, he got out and slammed the door shut, making sure she knew 
he was as pissed as she was. Stomping up the steps, he didn't look at her as he walked in to the house. But he 
felt her behind him, her eyes boring in to the back of his head. She was mad. And not just a bit mad. This 
wasn't the kind of mad when he'd told her he was taking drugs. This wasn't the kind of mad when he'd told her 
he was dating Mustaine. Sure, she'd been mad then, but she'd been more upset than anything. Upset, no doubt, 
that he'd chosen someone as volatile and dangerous as Mustaine. No, this mad was worse than when he'd fed 
the entire Thanksgiving turkey to the cats at the age of four ("They looked hungry!" “They're cats. They 
ALWAYS look that way!"). It was even worse than when he'd driven the tractor in to town at fourteen. This 


mad was the kind where she'd kick him out and disown him until he'd sorted his shit out. 

Leaning against the kitchen counter, he pointedly ignored Dave. He had nothing to say to him. The man had 
walked out of his life so easily, without even discussing it. At least with Mustaine he'd have gotten some kind 
of response, even if it had been a fist to the face. 

"Sit," she commanded. 

Setting his jaw, David shook his head and folded his arms over his chest. 

"David," her voice became lower, calmer. "You will sit down and act like an adult. Do you hear me?" He went to 
pull out the chair at the head of the table out and she stopped him with a hand to the wrist. "No. You'll go and 
sit with Dave and act like a human being instead of an animal. Thats not how | raised you." 

He didn't even look as his boyfriend - ex-boyfriend - spoke, "Francis, leave it. It's not worth it" 

"Dave, it is. Do you believe in fighting for things which are worth it?" 

"| do, ma'am." 


"Good. Because David's about to start fighting.” 


He'd only gotten half way around the table before he stopped. "Oh, am | now? And how do you know | want to 
start fighting?" 


"Because." His mother glared at him. "I refuse to watch you throw this away because of the past. You realise 
this is what's happening, don't you?" 


He scowled. "Might not be." 


‘It is and, as | was telling Dave, I've watched you change over these few months. You've gone from being the 
frightened mouse you were to clawing your way back to the top. You fought the law, and that awful Mustaine 
boy, to get your life back and to have him behind bars. And dammit, young man, you will fight tooth and nail 
to keep the man who has given so selflessly to get your life back together" 


"He didn't, Moml I'm a project! Do you not understand that? | was broken and now I'm not and he's bored of 


me. That's what's happened. He's done what he can and now l'm of no interest." 

He heard a chair scrape back but he didn't look Francis held up a hand. "Dave, sit back down. Please." 

For a moment there was silence before David heard a sigh and the sound of someone sitting back down. He 
was hurting, aching. He had known this moment would come. The one where he suddenly meant nothing again 
Where all he was was another conquest, another notch on the bedpost. No doubt Dave would run back to 
California anyway. No doubt he'd wind up telling stories about how he caught Mustaine's little toy. 


"Honey," his mother's voice was close, so close. Soft and gentle. "What do you see when you close your eyes?" 


Shaking his head, he looked at the floor. No way was he talking about that, not in front of his mother. And 
definitely not in front of Dave. 


"Okay, how about Dave and | leave the room. Close your eyes and speak it out loud" 
"But you'll be standing in the hallway, listening," he spat back. 
"No, we won't. We'll be out on the porch. You can call us when you're done." 


Sinking to his haunches, David stared at the floor, looking at the scuffs and whorls he knew so well. Above him, 
he heard them leave, heard the front door open and close. Quietly he began to speak. 


Sitting out on the porch, Dave stared at his phone, David's voice hissing from it. Francis had left hers on the 
side, the line open to his so that they could hear everything her son said. 


"| hate it in here," he murmured. "It's so dark, so cold. I'm scared. So scared. | want to let someone in. Want 
them to be here, to get rid of the dark. But I'm scared. Scared that they'll hurt me. Scared that I'll be a toy 
to them. | don't want to go back there. Really, | don't" A cough and a sob. "lm sorry. So sorry. | just need time. 
Time and patience. Need to find the key which will unlock these doors forever." 


The singer's hands shook. David's words rang in his ears. How could he not see this? Why would he ever think, 
that just because the trial was over and Mustaine was behind bars and the dream had taken shape, that David 
was healed and well again. Just like that. He closed his eyes and hung his head. A soft, gentle, wrinkled hand 


swept across his cheek, wiping tears away. 

"He's trying, honey. He is." 

"| know. | just didn't understand" 

David appeared in the doorway with a phone in his hand. "Mom.." 

"Don't be angry, David. | didn't know how else to make Dave see." She slid her hand into the brunette's. 

When Dave raised his eyes to meet his lover's, they hid behind tendrils of dark hair. 

"Don't cry, please," David whispered as he crossed the porch. 

"| didn't know. | thought you.. | don't know, | thought you had turned a corner. You seemed so much better" 

"I am better than | was. And it's because of you, you jackass." 

"David!" 

He ignored her and kept going, "So don't you ever, EVER for one second think that | don't need you and want 
you. There is nothing in this world that | want more than | want you. Everything about you, even when you get 
into these shitty moods where you decide you have nothing left to offer someone. You have everything to 
offer. And as far as things go with me? Yeah, l'm still messed up. Yeah, | might still hold you at arm's length. | 
don't want to any more than you want me to. It sucks. And eventually, | hope, | won't do that anymore. There's 
nobody | want inside of me more than | want you inside of me, seeing every ugly, dirty secret. But you gotta 
understand how terrifying that is, right? What if you get in there and you don't like what you see? What if it 
scares the straight shit out of you? It scares the shit outta me." 

"I told you in the very beginning that | don't scare easily. But, before you say anything else, | want you to know 
that | never saw you as a project. | needed you to fix me, too, you know. My heart was a shriveled, cold little." 
He made a little circle with his thumb and forefinger. "Raisin. | wanted someone to need me to care, to melt 
my heart and make me feel again. And you did that. | want you to always do that." 

"So what the fuck was this all about?" 

"David!" 

"l'm sorry. What was this all about, then?" 


"You scared me by how fast you grew. What if you grew so fast and so big that | got left behind?" 


"What if | failed to make progress at the rate you expect?" David challenged. 


"You see, boys? These are the great and rewarding risks you take when you give your heart to someone else. 
What if, what if.what if you give and take of each other as best you can and relax in the knowledge that you 


want each other more than you may need each other?" 

"Do you?" David asked. 

"More than you know." 

The older man took Dave's arm and pulled him into a hug. "Never again, please," he murmured in the man's ear. 
"Never again." And he wrapped his arms around his beloved. "I'm so sorry." 

"Jackass," David laughed softly. 


"Stubborn little shit. 


Coasting along the road, he checked the rearview mirror and smiled a little as he watched the bike follow. 
Everything was healing. They would have their ups and downs. He'd just never expected it to be so spectacular. 


Never expected it to hurt so much. 


Which meant that the man following him meant something. Meant something more than all the money, and all 


the coffee houses could ever mean He'd lit a fire in David's heart, one which he didn't want to extinguish. 


But he had so much to make up for. His attitude and temper, the way he'd just locked Dave out. All of it hurt, 
cold needles beneath his skin, ones which worked in to his heart. All the younger man had been trying to do 
was understand and, in that moment, David's walls had snapped back up. He had to do something, had to say 
something, and it couldn't wait until they got back to the city. 


Hitting the indicator, he pulled to the side of the road, stopping and shutting off the engine. Slowly the bike 
coasted up behind him. Getting out, he walked up to Dave, heart pounding. At that moment, he saw the man 
he'd first fallen in love with. Saw the gorgeous soul which glimmered behind the dark eyes. The sight took 
David's breath away and he wiped his suddenly sweating palms on his jeans. 

"Everything okay?" Dave slid the helmet from his head. 

"No," David replied. "It's not okay." 


He watched a look of shock and pain fly across the younger man's face. Stepping up to him, David slid his hands 
along Dave's jaw, tilting his head back. 


Its not okay until | tell you that I'm sorry. From the bottom of my heart. Reacting as | did hurt you so much. 
| shouldn't have done what | did. | should have stayed and talked. Instead | lashed out. And l'm so, so sorry. Can 


you forgive me?" 


Strong arms wrapped around his waist and Dave laid his head against David's chest. Gently he stroked the dark 
hair, feeling Dave tremble beneath his touches. 


Dave's voice was almost lost on the gentle breeze, "I'll always forgive you." 
"Promise?" 
"| promise." 


With a soft sigh, David leaned down and pressed a kiss to that gorgeous, silky hair. "Thank you. | needed to 
hear that." 


"Why?" 

"Because." He sighed. "It's tough to explain, but I'll try. Mustaine used to say the same things. "I promise l'l 
never hit you again" "| promise | won't pass you around to my friends again" | promise, | promise, | promise. 
The words became meaningless coming from him. But from you." 


Dark eyes turned to look up at him, a sadness floating through them. David smiled. 


"But from you," he continued, "they mean something. They make me feel safe. If | ask you to say such things, 
all | ask is that you humour me because they're making things better.’ 


‘| won't humour you, David." 
He frowned and felt the cool chill return, hackles rising. "Why not? You said-" 


Fingers brushed his chin, pulling him down for a tiny kiss. "I won't humour you because I'll mean it. Every last 


word." 


Chapter 3l 


Jesse had left David some "homework". There was spackling that needed doing and taping off for that painting 
that would be done on Monday. 


"How's your spackling?” David asked his man as they wandered around the shop. 

It was coming together quickly. After painting, the coffee bar would be installed, followed by equipment that 
David still needed to purchase. The small kitchen sat nestled between the shop and the garage, along with the 
restrooms. There was a tiny stage area in one corner, no larger than a drum riser, really. 

"My spackling is second to none. l'm an expert spackler. Nobody spackles better than me. Master spackler.” 
"Do you just like saying spackle?" 

"It is a fun word. l'm going to need to write a song about spackling." 

"Sounds like a hit to me." 

And the two men continued their banter as they worked. 

"Explain to me your vision for this shop. Its not going to be like annoying hipster Starbucks, is it?" 

"Well. Yeah." David grinned as he wiped his sweaty hair from his face. 


The younger man grinned. "Come here. You just wiped dust all over your face." 


He pulled his flannel shirt off and balled it up, using it to wipe his boyfriend's face. His other hand held the 
back of David's head as he wiped. 


"There. Beautiful. So go on, tell me what you're thinking about." 

"Well, the place has that cool, industrial feel right? So | thought it'd be cool to balance that with lots of warm 
colors and rich textures. Reds and browns and golds and cushions made of heavy silks and velvet. Is that, like, 
too girly?" 

"Yeah. But, well, | hate to break it to you but you are gay." 


"What? Shut up! | am not!" 


"Dude. You were outed on national TV." 


LIES! Slanderous lies, | tell youl” 

"Lies, huh? So you're saying that if | tried to kiss you, you'd tell me not to?" 

| don't swing that way!" 

"Uh huh. That's what they all say," Dave murmured as he bent his head closer to David's, walking him back to 
the wall, pressing his back against it. "So if | whispered in your ear like this, telling you how beautiful you are, 
it wouldn't do a thing for you?" 

David's eyes closed and his head tilted back, lips parted. "N-no. Not a thing.” 

"That's too bad" 

"Why?" 

"Well, cause l'm gay and | think you're so fucking hot" 

‘Oh yeah?" 

"Uh huh. And | got this big shower upstairs that I'd be very willing to let you use." 

"Is that right?" 

“There is one condition though." Dave leaned in again and nibbled at David's earlobe. 

"What condition?" 

"| like conserving resources so I'd have to shower with you." 


"Hmm. | could be okay with that. Its environmentally sound, after all." 


"That's the spirit," said Dave as he gripped David's hand and started pulling him out of the shop, to the 


staircase. 

"We're not done taping!" 

“Tomorrow's another day!" 

A trail of clothing was left from the door to the bathroom. A trail of kisses and nips was left down David's 
neck. In the shower, however, it was Dave who was pinned to the tiles, face first. Two sets of calloused fingers 


tore down his back, making him hiss. They landed on his ass and squeezed each globe while pushing them apart. 


The older man slipped down to his knees as his tongue darted out and cautiously gave his lover a lick. The 


warm water rained down over the men washing away their worry and confusion and frustration 

Leaning against the slick wall, Dave did his best to keep himself upright, David's talented tongue taking him to 
places he'd never really had the chance to explore. He could still feel that David was hesitant, unsure of 
whether he was doing the right thing. Pressing himself against the wall, he reached behind himself and pressed 
a hand to David's head. 

"You're doing great, babe," he gasped. "Really great" 

His words seemed to spur David on and his lover gave him one, last long lick before disappearing. 

"Why'd you stop?!" he panted. "Why?" 

Through the sounds of the shower, he heard a husky chuckle and went to look over his shoulder. Instead, a 
hand pressed him back against the wall, fingers gently tugging his head around. Lips found his, tender kisses 
gracing his mouth. 

"Damn," David purred in his ear. "You look fuckin’ hot like that." 

"Want more," he whined. 

Another kiss, fingers tugging at the ends of his hair. "If you ask nicely, you might just get it." 

He stared at David, hair and water dripping in to his eyes, taking in the look of mischief on the other man's 
face, and pouted. David grinned and ran a finger over his lower lip, pulling on it gently before moving in for a 
kiss. 

"Say please, and | might make you come." 

"Might? Just for saying please?" 


David's lips slid over his chin and along his jaw. "Did no one teach you any manners?" 


Mewling, Dave pressed himself back against the older man, his own arousal painful against the wet wall. Hands 


slid down his sides and stroked over the curve of his ass. 
"Perhaps it's time we taught you some manners, then," David said with a low cackle. 


He was pulled from the shower, dazed and limp. Towels were wrapped around him and he was lead to the 
bedroom. Too wound up to do anything, he allowed David to lie him face down on the bed, and a weight settled 
at his feet. The muscles in his legs were gently massaged, hands gliding up and over his ass. Dave let out a low 
purr as his soft flesh was squeezed before his legs were parted. The weight shifted and David's tongue 


returned, licking over his entrance before stopping. 


"Want more?" 

"Yog" 

"What do you say?" 

"p-p" 

Another lick, the tip of David's tongue pressing against his entrance before disappearing. "What do you say?" 
Strong, agile fingers pressed into the flesh squeezing it and massaging it as David's mouth worked over the 
brunette's ass. Dave's hips rolled, trying to push himself back, never wanting to break contact with the tongue 
that was pushing him to the edge. 

But David did pull back. "More?" 

"Yesl Fucking hell, yes!" 

"What's the magic word, my darling?" 

"PLEASE!" the singer yelled as he craned his neck to look over his shoulder. 

"Hey, let's not be pushy." 

"Baby, please," Dave whined, causing his lover to laugh softly. "You're so fucking mean" 

He laughed harder as he raked his nails up the back of the younger man's thighs. 

"David!" 

A firm tongue lapped at the underside of his balls while a finger pushed into him, making him shudder and 
purr. It twisted and pumped, pushing deep to find that special spot that would make Dave see stars. David 


continued licking and sucking while his free hand stroked up and down the thigh. 


All too soon, way too soon, he withdrew, leaving the other a panting, shivering mess. He whined and gave his 


lover a pout. But David climbed onto the bed and laid down on his back next to Dave. 
"| want you to make love to me," he whispered as he drew the man into a kiss. 


Still engaged in an open mouth, tongue-wrestling, deep kiss, Dave shifted so that he hovered on top of David. 
One hand braced against the mattress to hold him up while the other ran softly over honey locks. 


When he lifted his head, Dave met David's glimmering, caramel eyes. Nothing needed to be said, everything in 
their hearts appeared there in that gaze. The hand slipped down David's throat, down the middle of his chest, 
fingers dancing over raised scars and welts and burn marks. His hand splayed and rubbed gently over David's 


stomach, the now evident, tightened muscles twitched under his touch. 


"You've been working so hard around here, its showing all over this gorgeous body," Dave told him as his 


fingers wound around David's erection and began to stroke slowly. 


Arching from the bed, David groaned, rocking his hips in to his boyfriend's tight fist. A part of him wished he 


hadn't teased the other so much, because he knew what was about to come. 

Burying his elbows into the mattress, he pushed himself harder against Dave's hand. "Please." 
"Oooo." Kisses against his hip. "Someone knows some manners." 

The fingers tightened around him and David growled, his rocking becoming more fierce. 


"You know.’ Dave's fingers loosened, suddenly barely there and only just ghosting against his skin "You're so 


fuckin’ beautiful when you're like that. Back arched, head back, all of that. Love seeing you do that." 
The fingers squeezed and David howled. "Please!" 


"What?" Kisses against his hip before a warm, wet tongue lapped at the head of his cock He nearly came there 


and then 
"Make love to me!" 
Another gentle lick of his cock. "Why?" 


"Fuck! Because!" Looping a leg around Dave's neck, he pulled the younger man closer, encouraging him to either 


suck his cock or do something, anything, else. 

A husky chuckle. "Now who's being impatient?" 

The weight beside him disappeared only to return a moment later. His legs were eased apart and lubed fingers 
began to work at him, carefully stretching him. David moaned as they plunged deeper, massaging the sweet 
spot deep inside of him. The ache in his stomach rose, the fire swirling through him, body screaming for 
release. Opening his eyes, he leaned on his elbows and watched his beautiful boyfriend. Dark eyes studied him, a 
small smile on Dave's lips. 


"How bad do you want me, babe?" 


"Bad. Really bad." 


His legs were pushed wider and Dave got on to his hands and knees, hovering over him. David could feel the 


head of his boyfriend's cock pressing against him and he closed his eyes, panting gently. 
"Say it, David." 
His hands left the bed and he stroked them along Dave's shoulders and biceps, clasping his elbows. 


"Please. Please make love to me." 


Chapter 32 


It was one of the last warm days of the year in mid-October and David was excited The shop was just about 
finished. The equipment had been ordered, the appliances for the kitchen had been installed. And now it was 

time for shopping. Rather than order sterile, restaurant quality flatware and mugs and plates and such, David 
wanted to hunt down interesting, mis-matched pieces. And Dave was bribed with the promise of cookies to tag 


along. 


The first stop they made was the Midtown Global Market for the annual cheese and apple festival. As they 


strolled through, several people stopped them. Most were friendly and supportive. A few were not. 


They received glares, huffs of disgust, whispered words and prying eyes. Dave squeezed David's hand when he 
tried to pull it away. He even slowed his gait when David tried to speed up. 


"What are you doing? Let's gol" the older man hissed. 

"Relax, love. Everything is fine," replied he from behind his signature smile. 

He released the other's hand and moved his to the small of David's back. He steered him to a fruit stand and 
urged him to get some apples for a pie. After buying some apples and raspberries, along with a block of 


cheddar, they were off again. 


"| can't believe we're in the fucking twenty-first century and people can still be so damn ignorant," the bassist 
mumbled when they returned to the van. 


‘Its okay, baby. It happens. Don't even give them the time of day. Not worth your worry." 
"Doesn't it upset you?" 


"Of course it does. But | will not allow it to ruin my day. I'm out with my love, having a great day. Fuck those 


people. Now, where to?" 


"Want to look for mugs and stuff. Um, southwest district, | guess. There's a place called Hunt € Gather that 
Mom suggested." 


"So we're going antiquing?" Dave asked with a smirk. 
David caught on and laughed under his breath. "At least we'll be welcome over there." 
The younger man smiled and reached across the van, taking his boyfriend by the back of the neck He pressed 


akiss to his forehead. "Do not spend one more second dwelling on ignorant assholes who know nothing about us. 


Hear me?" 


"You got it, boss." 


Inside the very large, very kitchy antique store, they were immediately approached by an older, white-haired 


gentleman with round, wire-frame glasses, wearing an olive green, corduroy jacket. 


"Can | help you find anything, gentlemen?" he asked, his voice was deep but friendly. He smiled warmly at the 


pair. 

"We're opening a coffee house over in the industrial district and | was hoping to pick up some odd piece 
flatware and crockery," David explained. He turned to Dave but found the younger man already wandering. 
Something must have caught the child's eye 

There, hidden in the corner, behind the mismatched bookends and chipped plates, was the prize. A small 
porcelain bulldog with a monocle in one eye and a pocketwatch handing from its mouth. It was a litte yellow, no 
doubt with age, but it only added to its appeal. Picking it up, Dave proudly carried it to the counter, handling it 
as though it were the crown jewels. 

He watched David raise an eyebrow and gave him a shrug. "What?" 

"Really?" 

"Yes! Look at it! Look!" He pointed to it, excited. "Look how cute it is!" 

"Dave, we're a coffee house, not a thrift store." 

Ignoring the younger man, he turned to the owner, a grin on his face, reaching for his wallet. "How much?" 


The gentleman smiled. "To you, a dollar fifty.” 


"Sold!" 


wun 


They drove back with enough flatware to get started. Sitting in the passenger seat, Dave smiled at the dog 
ornament. He'd refused to have it wrapped, instead carrying it proudly through the city like some award, 
showing it the sights and talking away as though it were real. He'd noted how David had hung back, laden down 
with bags and refusing to walk with him. It was something they'd have to remedy. A little fun and silliness was 


good for everyone and David had proved he knew how to do both. Now Dave was pondering a name for the dog. 
"Frank?" 


"No. 


"Phillip?" 

"No." 

"Albert?" 

"No!" 

"Come on! It's got to have some haughty name. What do you think?" 

David just glared at him and hissed something under his breath. Dave just clamped his hands over the dog's 
small ears. "Don't listen to him Marmaduke. He's just being jealous. Doesn't want to think of sharing me with 
you. But we're gonna be good friends, aren't we?" Doing his best impression of a British accent, Dave carried 
on, "Awww yes, young man. We're going to be very good friends. And we'll show your little friend that he's got 
nothing to be upset about." 

"You and that dog," David started, "are going to cause me problems, aren't you?" 

"Awww yes!" 

The child nestled the dog under his arm as they entered the next store. What other prizes did this one hold? 
"Stay with me," David hissed as he grabbed his lover's arm. 


"Nope. Gotta go find stuff!" And he pulled away and was off, down one of the overstuffed aisles. 


David found a stack of old Fiestaware dessert plates in bold colors, with mugs to match. As he carried them 
to the counter, he heard the child's whoop and laughter. 


"David! David! Look!" And he came jogging down the aisle, dog still squeezed between his arm and body. He 
carried a large, flat, tin sign An obvious reproduction of an old 1950s style advertisement, it showed a woman 
in pearl earrings and necklace, a huge smile on her face, holding up a cup of coffee. Printed in black, block 
letters, it said, Coffee! Do stupid things faster with more energy. 

Now, even David had to laugh. "Yes." 


Just as he was about to give the sign to David, something else caught the child's eye. He shoved the sign at 
his boyfriend and was off again 


"Oh, Lord help me. What now?" David grumbled. 


With a giggle, Dave held a mug out. It had the yellow and black toxic symbol which Megadeth had often used. 


"NO!" 

Dave just held it out farther and grinned. A smiled tugged at David's lips. 
"But its „you know what that means." 

Dave merely nodded, still grinning. 

"Okay!" The older man relented with a small laugh. 


With all of their treasures packed into the van, they started for home. Not far from the antique district, they 
sat at a redlight. 


"Huh," David uttered as he looked out the window. 
"What?" 


"Look. A cat rescue center." He pointed to the building on the corner, cats and kittens played in the storefront 


window 


Dave looked at him, and then down at Marmaduke. "What do you think, hound? Do we humour him?" Again with 


the corny British accent, "Awww yes!" 


Hitting the indicator, David pulled over and into the parking lot. Looking at the window, he felt his heartstrings 


ache. He hated how so many animals were dumped like trash, and he wanted to take them all home. 


Getting out, he turned to close the door, only to see Dave getting out, the dog in his hands. "The dog stays in 


the van!" 

"I's a warm day!" came the reply. "He'll die!" 

Okay, he wasn't going to argue, not with people coming and going. If any of them thought they were leaving a 
real dog in the car, they'd be shot. Better to let the forty year old child with ADD carry it around than get 


arrested. 


Making for the building, he smiled over his shoulder and whistled. "Come on Dave! Come on Marmaduke! Let's 
go get you both another friend!" 


The grin on Dave's face said it all. Maybe it was time to buy another collar? Thankfully his boyfriend didn't see 


his own smirk. 


A few women manned the reception of the rescue center, talking to people who were coming and going, selling 


food and accessories. Suddenly feeling nervous, David approached them. One of them turned to him and smiled. 
"Can | help you?" she said 


"Yes." He chewed on a nail. "I'd like to, well, I'd like." He took a deep breath. "I'd like to adopt a cat. Maybe one. 
Maybe two. Maybe you've got some bonded ones who need a home?" 


He was talking a mile a minute and the woman's smile just widened. She placed a hand over his. "Have you had 
cats before?" 


"Yes. Yes!" He grinned. "All my life, ma'am. And I've moved and thought it was time | helped someone else get a 


forever home." 

Behind him, he heard Dave sigh. Looking over his shoulder, he caught his boyfriend rolling his eyes. The dog sat 
in the palms of his outstretched hands. "Look, Doctor Doolittle, less of the sighing and eye rolling otherwise I'l 
put you up for adoption" He turned back to the woman and gestured over his shoulder. "Can | surrender this 


one while I'm at it? | don't think he fits in with my furnishings. And he's not house trained either." 


The woman laughed and handed him a clipboard with forms attached. "Well, he looks a little mean. We might 
have to destroy him | think” 


"Hey! | can hear you, you know!" 
The woman's smile stayed in place. "Here, fill in the forms and we'll get you sorted." 


Sitting on an old chair, he looked over the form, biting the end of the pen. Dave sat beside him, occasionally 
nudging him with the dog's nose. 


"Pack it in, Grohl." 

"No." 

Another nudge. 

‘I'm warning you." 

"Really now?" 

"Yes. Don't make me surrender you." David looked up and grinned. "They'll destroy you." 


It came, the hang dog expression with the wide eyes and pout. It made David melt but there was no way he 
was giving up on it yet. 


"You wouldn't surrender me. How could you give up this face?" 


"Quite easily with the way you're going." He put down his name, phone number, and new address. The dog 


appeared in front of him. "I'll be surrendering you as well, Marmaduke." 
"Awww no!" 


"Awww yes! Pack it in, the pair of you." Sighing, he put down the pen. "I can't believe l'm even having this 


conversation" 

The dog's nose nudged the side of his face. "Awww yes you can!" 

The older man stood at the waist-high wall that kept the cats and kittens in the storefront window. He 
watched them run and play and hide from each other. There was a pair of fluffy grey kittens curled up 
together at the top of the cat tree. 

"You like those two?" 

"Two? Then he'll be outnumbered" Dave clutched Marmaduke to his chest. 

"Good. Two, then" 

"Mr. Ellefson? Wait. know that name..you have the warehouse conversion on the other side of the city?" 


"Yes, that's us." 


"Jesse is my cousin. Oh, you should hear him go on about the place. | can't wait to come and see it. It sounds 


perfectly wonderful. Could use a little bit if revival over there." 


"Thank you. We'd love to have you come over and check the place out. Come over with Jesse one day. 


Although he's just about finished up.” 
"When will you open?" 
"Not sure yet, a couple weeks probably." 


"Make sure you get the word out. Although, with it being you two, you probably won't need to advertise too 


much, will you? We saw what happened on TV. I'm very sorry." 


David blushed and shrank back a step or two. Directly into his boyfriend's waiting hand, as he knew how David 


would react. He gave him a gentle push forward. 


"Thank you." 


The woman sensed his discomfort and with an apologetic smile, she asked, "So, have your eye on any of our 
babies here?" 


"Yes," David sighed with relief. "The two grey kittens." 
"Ah! They are brothers. Russian blue mixes, Boris and Maksim. 


While the woman got the kittens ready to go to their new home, David shopped for a few accessories. Making 
sure Dave was well out of ear shot, he looked over the collars, selecting three smaller ones, and one larger 
one. Writing down what he wanted engraved on the tags, he handed them over to another lady. With a smirk on 
his face, he continued to pick up everything else; food, bowls, litter tray and litter, scratching post (which 


would probably never get used), and a long, slender leather lead. 

With his heart thumping, he paced back and forth, the bags dangling from his hands. Dave sat in one of the 
overstuffed chairs, Marmaduke seated on his knee. Just looking at his boyfriend made him smile. There 
certainly was something fun about the way he acted, something which spoke to his own inner child. Maybe it 


was time for him to open up a little more and just enjoy everything. 


"Mr Ellefson" He turned to look at the woman he'd given the collars to. She held out a bag. "Your collars are 


ready" 
Trotting up to her, he smiled and took the little, plastic bag. "Thank you" 
"You're welcome. | hope you'll all be very happy together.” 

"We will. | just know we will" 


Sitting himself beside Dave, he felt around in the bag and pulled out the little red leather collar he'd brought. 
"Marmaduke" had been engraved on the tiny plate. 


He held it out to his boyfriend. "For Marmaduke." 
Dave placed a hand over his heart, face stricken with mock delight. "For us?! How thoughtful!" He took the 
collar and showed it to the dog. David could almost believe that the dog was real. "Look. Look what your uncle 


David brought you. Isn't that just the cutest?!" 


Rolling his eyes, David sat back in the chair, watching as his boyfriend carefully buckled the collar around the 


dog's porcelain neck 
"Oh, it looks delightful! Suits you!" 


Leaning closer, he brushed his lips against Dave's ear. "Oh, and I've got you a gift. But it'll have to wait until we 


get home." 

Dark eyes went wide, strands of hair falling in to them. "Show me! Show me! Show me!" 
Brushing his lips against Dave's ear, he whispered, "No." 

"Please!" 

"Be patient" 

"Mr Ellefson?!" 


Jumping to his feet, he was thankful for Jesse's cousin coming back out. She proudly held a carry cage, the 


two kittens nestled in the bottom. 
"There you go. All ready to go their new home. | know they're going to love it there." 


Balancing the bags and the cage, he smiled "They're going to love it. And seriously, come over and visit before 


we open. We'd love to show you around.” 
Nodding, she smiled. "I will. Thanks." 
"No, thank you." 


woun 


The drive home was a nightmare, the child beside him pleading and whining, wanting to know what his gift was, 
his voice getting progressively louder. Even the radio couldn't drown out Dave's voice, it getting louder every 
time David turned the music up a notch. It continued as they pulled in to the warehouse, the younger man 
hopping from one foot to the other. His boyfriend did nothing to help him unload, just pleading and getting in his 
way. Finally, exhausted from all the noise, David grinned and shut the van doors. 

"Come here." 

Dave grinned and walked up to him. 

“Turn around." 

The younger man did, his back to David. 


"Close your eyes." 


"They're closed." 


"No they're not, | can see the reflection in the van's mirror." 

Once Dave's eyes were closed, he reached in to a bag and pulled out the collar. Slim, black, leather it had a 
silver buckle at the back, the plate engraved with Dave Grohl. F found, please return to Fresh Pots, and a D-ring 
dangling from one side. 


"Lift your hair for me." 


Dave did as he was told and David grinned. This he liked. Walking up behind him, he carefully looped the collar 
around his boyfriend's neck and did up the buckle. 


"David, what the fuck?" 


"Open your eyes and have a look in the mirror.” 


Upstairs, David left the kittens in the crate while he set up their litter pans in the corner, near the washer 
and dryer. He also set up food and water dishes in the kitchen. Dave, meanwhile, found a special place in the 
living room for Marmaduke. 

"Babe, when the shop opens, he's gonna be the guard dog." 

"Okay." David humored him. 

He then opened the crate and sat it on the throw rug in front of the sofa And waited. 

"Why don't you pull them out?" 

"Well, because | want them to want to come out and explore. And they will when they get curious.” 

"Ohh." And then the man wandered out of the room, a smile on his lips. 

He slipped into the closet and stood in front of the floor length mirror. Pulling the collar of his shirt away 
from his neck, he admired the small leather collar. Okay, so it was an animal's collar but David put it on him. 
He was David's. He belonged to David. And his eyebrows knit in thought. He belonged to David. He did and he was 


okay with that. But was it the same type of thing that David went through with Mustaine? Mustaine claimed 
to own the man for thirty fucking years. Did he ever put a collar on David? 


No, it meant something different this time. He knew David had meant it as sort of a joke because of the 
silliness of the day. David would never try to own him or claim him or objectify him in any way. But he still 
liked the thought of having something that told him and the world that he belonged to that gorgeous man. 


His fingers glossed over the tag with his name on it. He leaned closer to the mirror to read it himself. "If 


found, please return to Fresh Pots." He met his own gaze in the mirror. Fresh Pots? 


"Dav-" He was about to yell to his boyfriend when he realized David was standing in the doorway, watching 


him, arms crossed, leaning against the frame. 

"You like it?" David could tell by the way the singer admired it in the mirror that he liked it. 
"| do but what is this Fresh Pots?" 

"Well, that's what the name of the shop is going to be." 

"Nol" 


"Yes. It's already been decided so deal with it. | thought you might um, you might not like it. Thinking it's a 
little..." 


“That did cross my mind. But this, me and you, we're different. | am proud to be yours. | will always be yours 


and you will always be mine." 

'It was only a joke, you know. You can take it off" 

"Don't wanna. I'm yours. Property of" 

"You're not my property. You're my partner. But | did buy a little something else..." 
"More presents?" Dave's face lit up. 

"Well, don't get too excited until you see it" 

In a moment, David returned with the small lead, letting it dangle over his fingers. 


The younger man’s lips parted in surprise as his eyes scanned over the small leather leash and then back up 


to meet David's amused grin. 

"Uh..what.what is that used for?" 

Before David answered, he also let his eyes travel down the leash and back up. "You ever been out in a store 
or something and you see a frazzled mother holding a leash in her hand and on the other end of it is a 


hyperactive toddler?" 


"You'd do it, wouldn't you? You'd have me on a leash in the middle of freaking Whole Foods, wouldn't you?!" 


The grin on David's face said it all. "Oh, you know | would. Well, got to stop you from filling up the cart with 


more sugar and caffeine. You're hyperactive enough without it.” 

His fingers wandered back to the collar, stroking over it. "Did Mustaine-" 

David nodded, eyes dropping to the floor, arms folded, the leash dangling forgotten from his fingers. 
"You don't have to talk about it if you don't want to." 


"| do," David softly said. Sitting on the edge of the bed, he toyed with the leather in his hands. "| used to wear 
one, in the beginning. You know all those photos where l'm wearing a necklace? That was the public version of 
the collar, the safe one. | just liked wearing jewellery, that's what people thought. Behind closed doors | had one, 
locked at the back with a padlock Only he could take it off. At first, | was proud to wear it. Proud to be his. 
But, as time wore on, | came to resent it. | cut off several" He looked at Dave, a sad smile on his lips. "Bolt 
croppers are great. That's when the knife came out" Unconsciously he rubbed the mark on his thigh. "When he 


made it even more permanent." 
Sitting beside the bassist, Dave laid a hand on his shoulder. "You don't have to go on" 


| do. | have to get this out. Have to talk about it." He looked up and gave Dave a smile. "No more secrets, 


right? No more walls. No more barriers. No more hiding." 
"Have you thought of having it removed?" 

"The mark? Yeah, I've thought about it. Still want to." 
"Want to look in to surgery?" 


Sad eyes met Dave's and David gave a small shake of his head. "No, | don't want that. No more knives, please. 
At least not yet. No more blood. No more pain" Shivering, he wrapped his arms around himself, the leash 
slipping from his fingers. Suddenly it reminded him too much of a past life, a time he wanted gone. He could 
feel himself slipping away, back to the safe place in the back of his mind, the one he went to when Mustaine 
had started. 


Dave listened in horror as David continued, blood running cold at his lover's words, not wanting to disturb him 
as he spoke in short, stunted sentences. Glancing at him made Dave wonder if he was in a trance, telling the 


story from some distant place. 


"Halloween, Halloween 2002. He'd gone out. Some party. | knew he'd gone out to get high and get laid. Everything 
was locked. The house, the garage, the car. He'd taken all of my keys, anything that would have gotten me out. 
| wanted out at that moment." He laughed, a harsh, bitter sound. "You know, | could have broken a window, but 


| didn't. There, on the floor, like snakes. Guitar cables. Took a few of them and made a noose. We had a light 


fitting in the kitchen. Strong enough to take my weight. Looped it over that. Stood on the chair with it around 
my neck. Wanted out so badly. Wanted to go. Wanted to be safe. Fucker came home." 


David fell silent, eyes staring straight ahead. He couldn't make out what he was seeing, whether it was the wall 
or something else. His brain felt numb and cold, devoid of any feeling. 


After a breath, Dave told him, "I'm glad he came home." 


David snapped out of the trance he was in "You're glad he came home? Glad he punished me for trying to take 


myself away from him? Do you know what he did to me that night?" 


"Yes, | do, David" The younger man took his lover's hand in both of his and rubbed it gently. "He saved you so 
that you could come and find me." His deep, dark eyes were filled with sadness as he raised them to David's 


vacant hazel eyes. 

David continued to look into his lover's eyes as he thought about what Dave just said After thirty years of 
violence and abuse, David landed in the arms of the most beautiful and kind and generous man he'd ever met. 
If he knew then that he'd end up here, would he do it all over again? Yeah. Yeah, he probably would. 


"| love you." The older man gave him a weak smile. 


‘| love you, too." And Dave leaned in and kissed his lips. And then he stood and retrieved the leash. "Wanna 
try?" He held it out to David. 


Just as David reached for the lead, grinning at Dave, both their faces lit up when they heard a curious mewl 
from the living room. 


Chapter 33 


Walking into the living area, they both grinned. There, sitting in front of the cage, were the two blue-grey 


kittens, eyes wide and looking around themselves. 


Melting to the rug, David sat and stared at them, his heart aching with love for them. First the tiny cats 
looked at him, then at one another, and then beyond David. With small, shaking steps they began to walk 
towards him. Grinning, he held out his hands, waiting for them to stop, only for them to walk straight past him 
and sit at Dave's feet. A chorus of tiny mewls began to fill the air. 


Shuffling around, David looked at them with amused shock. "Typical! Absolutely fuckin’ typical. Hey! Hey kitties! 
He's already got a pet" 


"Yeah, youl" 


"Shut up, Grohl!" he laughed. Lying on his front, David whispered his fingers to the cats’ tails, gently stroking 


them. "Come on kitties, come and play with me." 

They completely ignored him, instead shuffling away from his demanding fingers. When Dave bent down and 
scooped up the kittens, he could have screamed from the excited frustration which coursed through him. 
Absolutely typical that they'd go to his boyfriend Everyone else did so it was no surprise that the kittens 
would do the same. 

After a couple of minutes of petting, Dave knelt in front of him and turned the cats around to look at David. 
"See this man?" he said softly. "Yeah, he's Momma Cat. You want anything you go to him, okay? I'm just the 
bad uncle, the one who spoils you with candy and additives when he's not looking. But everything else, this is 
Momma Cat." 

Gently he placed the cats into David's outstretched palms and kissed his head. "Heh. Momma Cat." 


Running his fingers over the soft, rumbling fur, David smiled. "Still considering surrendering you, so I'd watch 


your mouth if | were you" 
"Oh, | will" he replied with a wink "tm gonna watch where | put it tonight 
"And where would that be?" 

A pout. "Wouldn't you like to know" A quick change of subject. "Coffee?" 
‘Love one. Thanks! 


Leaning against a work surface, Dave let his mind wander to the previous moments. David His confession The 


suicide attempt. Would he try it again? Would the memories push him that hard that one day he'd forget what 
he was living for and end it? Biting his lip, he thought of all the suggestions he could make. Surgery. Therapy. 
Videos. Writing a book. But none of them would heal the real part of it, David's core so badly infected that it 


may never truly recover. 
The thought saddened him as he poured coffee into mugs and made back for the living area. He sighed and 
smiled as he saw the sight on the floor. David was lying on his back with two kittens curled on his chest. All 


three were already sound asleep. 


"More coffee for me then," he murmured. 


"Okay, the first batch is your basic chocolate chip. Are you ready?" David grinned as he slid a large warm 
cookie onto the bright blue plate that sat next to Dave. 


Dave was acting guinea pig today while David tried out a few cookie recipes. And it gave him an excuse to use 


the new appliances in the shop's kitchen He sat on the steel work table, watching his man work. 


"Ugh, David" Grohl's eyes rolled back in his head as he chewed the warm cookie. "This is incredible. What is in 
it?" 


"That's probably the vanilla you're talking about. It's got twice the amount of a normal recipe. Mom loves her 
vanilla so she tried doubling it once and yeah, that happened" 


“That's a keeper. What's next?" 
"Oatmeal raisin." 
After oatmeal, Dave sampled the peanut butter, the snickerdoodles, and the macaroons, butter cookies and 


then, David saved the best for last. Almond Joys; a soft, chewy coconut cookie with chocolate chips and melted 


chocolate drizzled over top. 

"Ugh! Oh my God! Yes! Oh, David!" 

"Did you just have an orgasm?" 

"| think so. Fuck me, this is incredible! Please take me right here and now!" 

The older man's eyes twinkled and he smirked. "F you insist" He stood in front of his boyfriend and pushed his 


knees apart, sliding in between them. He pulled Dave's head down with a hand on each cheek, and kissed him. 


‘Mmm, you taste delicious." 


An eyebrow arched. "Do |?" 


There was a glint in David's eye as his hands wandered down Dave's chest and stomach and settled on his belt 
buckle. Fingers unclasped it and then unbuttoned and unzipped his jeans. The younger man leaned back on one 


hand while the other searched for another cookie. 


Watching the younger man lick cookie crumbs from his lips made David hot. Mixed with working in the kitchen, 
his clothes were sticking to him with a thin sheen of sweat. Pulling first his apron off and then his tshirt, he 
tossed them to one side. A slow "Fuck." left Dave's lips. 


"We can if you want," he replied with a wink. 


Grabbing the empty bowl, David ran the wooden spoon around it, picking up the last bits of unused cookie 
batter. Transferring it to his fingers, he slowly and carefully coated Dave's cock with the sweet mixture. Dark 


eyes watched him, locked on to his own, a stunned silence hanging over them. 

"What?" he purred, head cocked. "Never used food like this before?" 

"Yeah, but." 

"But?" David licked around the base of his boyfriend's dick, cleaning away a little of the cookie mix. 
"Not like this." 

"Well" Another tiny lick "You're in for a treat." 


Slowly and methodically, he licked away the mixture, one hand holding Dave against the slippery, metal surface. 
Above him, his boyfriend groaned, desperately trying to lift his hips and keep his balance. It was hot as well as 
comical and finally David gave in, impaling his mouth on Dave's erection and sucking him clean. It was over in 
seconds, hands tearing at his hair as Dave howled, coming long and hard into David's mouth. Eagerly he lapped 
it up, swallowing everything he had to offer. Once he'd hated giving head, hated being forced to swallow 
someone else's come. Now it was a pleasure, a divine one at that, watching someone writhe and moan because 


of what he was doing. 

With fingers tangled in caramel hair, Dave lifted David's eyes to his own, a wicked grin on his lips. "My turn!" 
He slipped from the table and stood, pushing his jeans all the way down and off. And then he gripped David by 
the hips and positioned him against the table. Down to his knees, Dave sunk, still holding his lover's hips. He 


peered up into David's face, stretching his neck. The collar peeked out from under his shirt. 


"Take your shirt off. | want to see that beautiful body with only the thing that makes you mine." The older 


man smiled as he used a finger under his chin to tilt Dave's head back more. 


Even as he obeyed, he grinned and said, "The thing that makes me yours is right here." And he tapped his 
chest. 


Then David was freed of his pants as well. Hands returned to his hips as a beard tickled his ribs. Soft, wet lips 
traced each muscle down his stomach to his navel. Dave's long tongue tickled him, making him giggle and 
squirm. Hands glided down the hips, down the thighs, to the back of David's knees. And pulled forward. David 
gasped as his cock was seized by an open mouth. His hands knotted in Dave's hair and pulled his head into him 
as his hips pushed forward and a long groan passed his lips. Dave took him deep in his throat, lips riding over 
the hard, smooth flesh, tongue running along the underside. Sucking him, thrusting back and forth, bobbing his 
head, he pleasured his boyfriend. David groaned and gripped his head tighter, drawing ever closer to his peak. 


But Dave wasn't about to let him go that quickly. He pulled away from his boyfriend and looked up into his 


face. "You know what | want now, right?" 

David's bottom lip jutted out in a pout. "What do you want now?" 

The taller man got to his feet. "| want you." And he leaned over the table beside David, presenting his ass 
David could feel his knees growing weak. Gripping the edge of the steel surface, he pulled a tub of vegetable oil 
spread towards him. Wrapping one arm around Dave's waist, David kissed his way along his boyfriend's spine 
until his nose was buried in the dark waves of hair. Inhaling the scents of baking and shampoo, he teasingly 
locked his teeth around the collar's buckle and tugged, grinning as his boyfriend's head moved with him. 
"You like it, don't you?" His slippery hand danced between them and to Dave's ass. 

"The collar? Yeah." 

"You don't have to wear it, you know." 

There was a husky chuckle followed by a gasp as David's fingers worked in to him. "Might like it” 

"How about if | tell you to take it off?" Roughly he pushed his fingers in deeper, finding Dave's prostate and 
gently massaging it. He felt Dave's legs begin to give way, a howl filling the air. Pressing himself close, David 


held him upright. 


When Dave didn't reply, he lightly smacked the younger man's ass, his excitement growing as Dave shivered 


and moaned. "You like that, huh?" 
"Y-Yeah. David, just fuck me. Like now!" 
Another smack, another shiver. "You didn't answer my question Are you going to take it off?" 


"Not yet" His boyfriend's voice came in low pants 


Pressing the head of his cock to Dave's entrance, he listened as the younger man gasped, hips rocking back 
against him. "What do you mean, not yet?" 


"Just not yet. Fuck, David, please. Now, just do it” 


He couldn't hold back any longer and with one hand braced on the work surface and the other wrapped around 
Dave's hip, he slid himself in. Tight warmth engulfed him and David let out a low groan. Still he found it amazing 
that someone would let him do such things to them. That they were open to the small, crazy ideas which 
coursed through his head. The collar, sure, it had been a joke. But it looked really good. Beginning to rock, he 
gave a tug on Dave's hair, eyes locking on to the way his neck strained, the slim strip of leather moving 


against his flesh. It was almost enough to make him come. 


Wrapping his arm back around Dave's waist, he trailed his fingers to the other man's cock, dancing over the 


hardening flesh. Dave bucked against his hand, body slumping against the steel. 
"Fuck, David." 


That voice, the husky, sultry way it spoke to him was enough to send him over the edge. Bracing himself, 
David rocked in to his boyfriend, thrusting harder and faster. His hands skidded over the work surface, 
upending a bag of flour, his fingers slipping through the white dust. 


"Kiss me. Kiss me, David" 


The flour turned Dave's hair an odd shade of light brown, but neither seemed to care. Wrapping his hand 
around his boyfriend's head, David crushed their lips together, tongue pushing between plump, wet lips. Dave 
tightened around him, his plush ass drawing David's orgasm closer. Furiously stroking Dave, he buried himself 


as deep as he could, kisses becoming deeper. A second later and Dave's warm seed soaked soaked his hand. 
"Damn, baby. Twice?" 
"What can | say? You inspire me." 


"Good. I'm about to inspire you back down to your knees. | want to come in your mouth." David slipped back a 


step, allowing his boyfriend to turn around and drop down to the floor again 


The dark haired man wasted no time. He gripped David's thighs and tilted his head back, opening his mouth wide. 
David ran his tongue over his own fingers, lapping up Dave's come, while he stroked himself with his other 


hand. 


As he drew closer and closer to his release, David fought the urge to close his eyes and throw his head back 
in rapture. Instead, his gaze remained fixed on those beautiful, large, adoring, dark eyes below him. With one 
final, rough stroke, he bent his knees and pressed a hand to Dave's forehead, offering him his throbbing cock. 


The younger man's fingers dug into his thighs as he received David's come. A warm, thick string of it landed 
on his tongue and he let it slide down his throat. 


A long, drawn out growl of his name from above him made him smile. 

"Good, baby?" 

"Good? Nah, the worst," David panted as he ran a hand over his lover's hair. "You need a shower." 

"It wouldn't be the worst decision you've ever made, either." 

The older man hooked a hand under Dave's arm and helped him to stand. "Look at this mess you made." 
"Punish me." 


"Didn't | just?" 


Chapter 34 


After a shower, Dave returned downstairs to clean up. He returned upstairs with a container full of cookies, 


much to his delight. He found David sitting on the sofa, both kittens in his lap, MacBook in front of him. 
"Thinking about putting together a clip to explain everything so far," he told Dave without looking up. 
"How do you tell the kittens apart? Which one's Boris and which one is Maks?" 

"| think Boris has the white paws. See?" 

"Got it. Boris White Paws. What are you gonna say in the clip?" 


"| don't know yet. Do | explain everything? | mean everybody knows what went down now, with the case being 


so high profile.” 


Dave sat next to his boyfriend and lifted Maks to his own lap. The kitten whined and stretched out his little 


paws. 


Switching on the webcam, David watched his image form on the screen. Angling the screen, he managed to get 
a half decent shot, Maks included. Just out of shot were Dave and Boris, but he suspected that the two would 


make themselves known at some point. 


A million thoughts rolled through his mind, and he tried to get them in some kind of order. He didn't want to 
be malicious, not now that the trial was over. Mustaine was paying for his crimes, there was no need to drag 
the redhead's name through the mud any more. The same went for Taylor. They were history, but still a part 
of their lives. And it wasn't in his nature to attack these men any more. He'd told them what he thought of 


them and that was enough. 


Hitting the record button, he leaned back and smiled at the camera. "Hil David Ellefson here. Okay, this is going 
to be a tough one but | feel like | owe a lot of explanations. I've seen all your emails, positive and negative, and 
I've read them all. I'm sorry to those who feel like I've deceived them. I'm sorry for Megadeth falling apart like 
it did. But its thirty happy years we all had together and | thank each and every one of you who were along 
for the ride." 


Sighing, David dipped his head, heart suddenly aching. "| went through a lot in those years as l'm sure many of 
you know. Don't get me wrong, I've loved every moment of playing for you, meeting you, and making friends of 
all of you. But behind the scenes was a completely different story as many of you now well know. | suffered at 
the hands of someone who's very sick. I'm not going to call him a monster. Dave has many things wrong with 
him, like we all do. Me? What's wrong with me? I'm a runner. | fear the touch of another human. At the 
slightest indication that someone wants something from me sexually, or otherwise, | freeze. Not many people 


know this and there's someone sitting beside me who's hearing some of these things for the first time." 


David watched the blush touch his cheeks, a smile playing on his lips. "Someone found me when | needed them 
the most. They picked me up and took me home. They tended to my wounds and showed me that life isn't all 
about fear. They showed me that life can be lived. Back in 2002" David felt the lump in his throat begin to 
grow, the words becoming more difficult to form. "In 2002, | tried to kill myself so that the cycle of abuse 
would end. | was seconds away from hanging myself when Dave walked in. | wanted to die, wanted to end the 
pain. Somewhere, | still have the note | wrote to all of you explaining why I'd gone. | kept it just in case | got to 
that point again. The beating | received because I'd tried to end my own life was unprecedented and | spent 
three days in hospital because of it." 


A hand came to rest in the small of his back, gently rubbing back and forth, comforting him. Taking a deep 
breath, he continued, "But | survived, and | believe it was for a reason. You might be going through something 
tough right now. You might find yourself at the end of line. You might be thinking about ending it all. Don't. Just 
please, don't. Speak to someone. Speak to your family, to a friend, to someone in a store, a counsellor, or even 
me. Please, send me an email. I'll reply to you, call you, call ‘Il for you. Just please, don't give up. There's so 
much more to life than the darkness you're seeing. It doesn't matter what you're going through, there's 
someone to help you. Someone who'll help you get out of it" David could feel the tears beginning to well up. 


"Don't give up. Don't every give up. Keep going. Look for the light. You'll find it” 


Rubbing a hand across his eyes, he smiled at the tiny camera. "Before | go, I'd like to introduce you to 
someone. We're opening a coffee house here in Minneapolis. It's going to be called Fresh Pots so l'm sure you 
can imagine who's sitting just out of shot of the camera." 


Maks appeared on the screen, held out by disembodied hands. "Okay, that's Maks, one of the two kittens we 
have. You'll be able to meet them when we open. Not who | thought was going to make an appearance, but 
hey." He looked across to Dave. "You suddenly feeling camera shy?" 


Dave gave him a smile and a shrug. 

"Come on! Since when have you been camera shy?! Get your ass over here. Don't make me drag you!" 

With Maks in his hands, Dave shuffled closer and laid his head on David's shoulder. Draping an arm around the 
younger man's shoulders, David smiled at the camera. "I'd like you all to meet the man who saved my life. And 
my new partner in crime. We'll see you in a couple of weeks when we open. Trust us, its going to be one place 


you'll never want to leave!" 


Touching a finger to Dave's chin, he gave him a small, soft kiss, his other hand reaching out to shut off the 


camera. 


Time waits for no man and it was something the couple was finally experiencing. The crunch of trying to meet 
the deadline they set for themselves in opening the coffee house. Halloween It seemed unfair and, at first, 


very haughty to hold a grand opening Halloween party by invitation only. But given who they were and what 
they'd recently gone through, David had to concede that it made sense. So they invited a handful of the media, 
the mayor, a couple of the council members and several others. Francis, Elliot and the family promised to 
make up for the event as well. 

Dave walked into the shop to find David tiptoeing on the coffee bar, trying to hang a spider from the ceiling. 
"Hey, be carefull" 


David lurched forward, startled by Dave's voice and lost his balance. The younger man raced forward and held 


his arms out, catching his boyfriend as he fell toward the floor. 


"And he continues to fall for me." Dave grinned and flipped David over. He pressed his lips to David's surprised 
gasp. 


"Thanks." 
"| promised to always catch you when you fell." 


"Okay, enough! Cheesy bastard" David chuckled softly as his fingers played with the soft hair at the back of 


Dave's neck. 
"Need help?" 


“Almost done. Hang around, though. There's someone | want you to meet. She should be around in about half an 


hour." 

"She?" 

"Our first barista" David's proud smile was adorable. "Her name is Jamie. | think you'll like her." 
"You hired someone without me?" 

"Yes, | did." 

"Hmph." Dave huffed. "Is she cute?" 

"Why do you care?" 

He merely smirked and shrugged, giving his boyfriend a long look. 


"Did you pick a costume yet?" 


"No. You?" 
"No. | don't know what to be." 
"Me neither. 


The coffee house looked perfect. The industrial setting had been completed with warm colours, a long bar 
running nearly the entire length of the shop. Behind it were rows of shelves, holding the mismatched mugs and 
plates while, above it, was a chalk board, neatly printed with the coffees they served and the daily specials. On 
the bar was a plastic case, holding all their cookies and cakes, as well as the till and, of course, a tips jar. 


Those would all go to whoever they hired. 


Black blinds hung at the windows, controlled by remote control so that they could be altered at any time with 
the flick of a switch. Mismatched furniture dotted the floor, menus and candles on the tables, comfortable, 
overstuffed chairs around every one. Beside the door was a pinboard, a place for bands and community 
projects to advertise. Sitting in the window beside the door, surrounded by little, twinkling lights, was 
Marmaduke, there to protect whoever came in. Outside, beside the door, were two small fir trees, decorated 
with fairy lights. An awning stretched over the entrance, shielding people from sun and snow. A glass covered 
frame hung by the door, advertising whatever event they had one. Tonight it read "Closed for private function 


Open tomorrow." 


Taking a deep breath, David sat on the bar and looked around himself. It was complete, and it was perfect. His 
stomach was a knot of nerves, the urge to vomit rising and falling. It was the first night. The first night when 
they'd welcome people in It was finally here. Part of him didn't want it to happen, while the rest of him was 


excited. 


Sliding from the bar, he reached behind it and grabbed a shopping bag. In it, was his costume. With a 
mischievous grin, he disappeared in to the coffee house's bathroom. There was no way he was going to let 


Dave see what he was dressing as, at least not yet. 


In the bedroom, Dave ferreted around in the closet, frustration rising. He'd put it in there, honestly, he had. 
Had David had it? His body turned cold at the thought and his scrambling became more frustrated. When his 
hands landed on the canvas bag, he could have cried. Pulling it out, he emptied it on to the bed It was real, 
acquired from ebay for a small price, and he was hoping it would make David laugh. If his boyfriend cried, he 
hoped it would be with laughter. 


"David?" 


No response. With a grin, he began to strip off, tossing his clothes on to the bed before slipping on the sheer 
body stocking. Damn, he was going to look good! 


Grinning, David looked at himself in the bathroom mirror. Some make up tips from You Tube had taught him 
how to make himself look older, while a wig hid his naturally long hair. Lounge clothes were hidden under a long, 
red silk robe. He finished it off with black leather shoes, a large cigar clasped in his hands. Now all he needed 
was a group of bunnies and he'd be done. Not that he had a group of bunnies, but he could imagine the look on 


Dave's face if he did. 


The long black hair fell down to his ass, touching the tiny cotton tail. Leaning into the mirror, Dave finished off 
the last of the make up. Eyes accentuated with eyeshadow and glossed lips which screamed to hand out blow 
jobs like Halloween candy. Maybe he might, at least to certain people. The fishnets and thigh high boots made 
his legs appear endless while the corset, with a little help from ebay in the breast department, hugged his 


already slender figure. 


Straightening up, he smiled at himself in the mirror and nestled the bunny ears into the wig. Blowing himself a 
kiss, he strode from the bedroom and to the stairs. 


"David? David? You ready?" 
A voice drifted up to him, "Yeah. Where have you been?" 


"Getting ready." He'd done this often enough and needed no help getting down stairs in six inch heels, boots 


clicking against the concrete. 


"Oh! No! No, no, no!" David watched his boyfriend descend the stairs, taking in the boots, the fishnets, the 
corset, the tits, the make-up, the wig, the ears. "Oh, Dave. Dave, Dave, Dave." 


"Well, look at you, Hef," Dave purred as he pressed his body against the silk-wrapped body of his lover. He 


scrunched up his face and wiggled his nose like a bunny. 
"You're crazy! Look at youl" David pushed him back to hold him at arm's length and took a good long look. "Shit" 


"| will take that as a compliment." He threw his hair over his shoulder and brushed past David, into the shop. 
He stopped for a moment and gave his little cotton tail a shake. 


Jamie took one look at him and let out a loud howl of laughter. "What the fuck are you? You look like a cracked 
out Marilyn Manson!" 


"Said the strung out Strawberry Shortcake," Dave retorted. "Jealous?" 


"Oh yeah. Jealous.’ She rolled her eyes and leaned into David. "So you're Hef and he's your bunny? How utterly 


lame to coordinate your costumes.” 
"We didn't, though. We didn't tell each other what we were gonna be." 


At that moment, they heard one of the garage doors in the back open and a moment later, Elliot and Francis 


appeared. Neither in costume. 
"What? You guys, its Halloween! Its a Halloween party, why aren't you in costume?" David complained. 
"Didn't think we had to." Elliot barely uttered as he stared at Dave. "Dude." And he shook his head. 


Francis blushed and, wordlessly, entered into the shop and looked around. “The place looks wonderful, boys. Very 


well done." 


As more and more people arrived, cameras were flashing all over the place, coffee, cider, tea, and soft drinks 
flowed like water. David's special caramel apples were nearly gone, as well as all the cookies he'd slaved over. 
There was music and dancing and laughter, mostly over Dave's costume. He found himself shying away, behind 
the bar, standing next to Jamie, helping serve whatever anybody asked for. One eye stayed on David, watching 
his man blossom under the praise and well wishes. Every now and then David would look around and find his 


boyfriend and give him a smile. 


Maybe he was too hard on himself, Dave thought. Looking at him now, it was very evident how much work and 
healing has taken place. It seemed to Dave that he really had made more progress than David gave himself 
credit for. This might have been a dream of his from way back in the beginning but back then, he wouldn't 
have had the confidence to pull it off. He would never be out there, tetherless, mingling with people, talking to 
them so freely and with such joy plastered across his face. No, Dave would never make the mistake of 


assuming David was completely healed but then he would always be sure to recognize his progress. 
"Dave! Davel" He heard his name being yelled from across the room and looked up to see David waving at him. 


Dropping the towel on to the bar, he wandered around it and over to his boyfriend A camera crew and one of 


the local news hosts stood with David, his boyfriend beaming. 
"Interview," he excitedly said. 


The blonde woman held out her hand, a look of pure happiness on her face. "You've created a great place here. 


Was wondering if we could get a little story for tomorrow's news. A nice feel good piece." 


Taking her hand, Dave shook it before looking to David. He didn't have to ask if the brunette was okay with 
doing it. The look on his face said it all. 


"Okay, let's do it," he said with a grin. Draping his arm around David's neck, he placed the other hand on his 
boyfriend's chest and angled a long leg. "Too much for those eating their breakfast?" 


The woman laughed. "Definitely. Just be yourselves." 

It was David's turn to laugh. "This is ourselves! Silly and a little out there." 

"And thats what | love about this place," the woman replied. "It's going to be a hit, | can see that." 

Once the pair had calmed down, standing side by side, arms around one another's shoulders, the woman began, 
"l'm here in the arts district of Minneapolis to take a first look at a new coffee house which has opened. Fresh 
Pots is owned and operated by former members of Megadeth and Foo Fighters. I'm here with both of them to 
have a chat about how they came to be in Minnesota Now this is going to get confusing because you're both 
called David. For those who are coming in here, how do you know who you're talking to?" 

Grinning at the camera, David pointed to Dave. "The Playboy bunny is Dave, and I'm David" 


"While in Megadeth, you were known as Junior.” 


David's laughter carried on. "In which case, that would be him. For once, I'm the older one and, let me tell you, 


it feels great." 


He should have stopped the interview there and then but something had changed. David seemed to be happy 
talking about his past and the comment he made steered them perfectly away from it. 


"Okay, so tell us how you came to be here. It's strange to see two people from two such huge bands serving 


coffee. ls it a temporary thing?" 


David smiled at him, eyes sparkling in the room's lights. "You answer this otherwise I'll be doing all the talking. 


And you know | can talk forever!" 

Turning to the camera, he brushed the black hair back over his shoulder. "It was just one of those things, you 
know." He shrugged. "We decided it was a good idea. Wanted a break from the music scene, and decided to open 
this place. We're both coffee hounds so it seemed a natural thing to do. And yes, its very, very permanent. 
We're not planning on going anywhere any time soon!" 

"Where did the name come from?" 

"Just You Tube it!" David laughed. "You'll soon learn!" 

"You have quite an ethos you want to define the place by. Do you want to explain it?" 

"Yeah," David started. "We want it to be a place where anyone can come and hang out. Come and jam. Bring 


your instruments! We're going to have regular jam nights, art installations, readings, all those kinds of things. 


We also want to give back to the community. Both of us have been persecuted because of our sexuality so we 


want to do things for people like ourselves. We haven't worked out what yet, but we will. And we'll keep 
everyone posted. Just drop in and talk to us." 


The newscaster smiled at them. "Thanks guys. | think that's all" She turned back to the camera. "For ABC 


Minneapolis, this is Amy Newman reporting from Fresh Pots. And if these two are anything to go by, | think 
this place is definitely going to be fresh all the time!" 


"Shit, shit, shit!" A very tall, very butch bunny scrambled past Jamie. 

"What the hell?" 

"I had a lot of coffee and | gotta piss! | didn't think about that when | put all this on" 

"Ooohh!" And she laughed so hard, her orange wig shifted down over her eyes. 

She was still giggling when a figure slipped past her and followed Dave up the stairs. 

Quietly, the figure crept along, tiptoeing through the loft, toward the bathroom. He had to bite down on a 
knuckle to keep from giggling at the sight of the singer dancing, hoping back and forth as he tried to slip out of 
the black satin panties that matched the corset. A volley of curses followed by a long, satisfied sigh could be 
heard. 

Dave flushed, washed and dried his hands and still didn't notice someone watching him from the doorway. 
"Good thing you made it” 

The dark haired (woman gasped and jumped. "What are you doing up here?" 

"What are YOU doing up here?" 

‘| think you saw what | was doing," 

"Just wanted to let you know how fucking gorgeous | think you are." 

Oh really?" 


"Uh huh. Really hot" The other man pushed off the door frame and closed the gap between the two of them. 


"Mr. Hefner, |. don't think | should." Dave smirked and then coyly turned away, giving Hef a nice view of his 


tail again. 


"Why not? Come on baby, | can give you a full spread." 
"In your magazine?" 

"No." And a hand squeezed a fake breast: 

"Mr. Hefner!" Dave batted the hand away. 

"Come on baby, | can make you famous” 

"Im already famous!" 

"Okay, lIl put you in the magazine" 

"You will? 

"Sure. But you gotta do something for me" 

Big, innocent doe eyes. "What?" 

Mr. Hefner opened his robe and yanked down his pants. "Give me head’ 
"Will you put me on the cover?" 

"Course | will, baby’ 


"Well, okay." And Dave lowered himself to his knees "Ugh, thank goodness! Those fucking boots were killing my 
feet!" 


"No, keep the boots on, sweetheart." 


He got a raised eyebrow for that, but, leaning against the wall, he gestured the bumy closer. The tall, slender 
being strode across the room, legs straining deliciously in the boots and pantyhose, before sinking to their 
knees. Oh, how he wanted to run his hands up them, the dig his nails in to the thighs and calves, to feel those 
strong muscles work beneath his fingers. David Hefner let out a low growl as the bunny looked up at him, all 
smoky, smoldering eyes and plump, glossy lips. The robe was peeled away from his body, the loose, silk bottoms 
pulled down to reveal his semi-erect cock. Manicured fingers closed around the base of his dick, and he let out 


a long, low gasp as though red lips closed over him, eyes always on his. 
"Fuck." he purred, knees weakening. "You're good, honey. Really good. You'll make a good cover model." 


The lips pulled away, his cock coming out with a ‘pop’. "Thank you, Mr Hefner." 


"You're welcome." He smiled and let his fingers run over the silky black hair. 

For a moment, dark eyes closed as lips slid back over him, warm and wet. A long tongue worked around him, 
teasing him to hardness. Groaning, he ran his fingernails down the wall, forcing himself to keep his eyes open 
and watch what was happening. The bunny bobbed "her" head up and down, stroking and tormenting him, leaving 
wet trails along his hard flesh. Lip gloss coated his cock, red tendrils spiralling around him. Carefully they were 
lapped away, only to be replaced by more when the dark haired being swallowed him into his throat. 

"Fuck... Fuck. Fuck. Fuck!" Slamming his back against the wall, he came long and hard, come filling the bunny's 
mouth. But if they couldn't take it, then they had no right offering to pleasure him. He was, of course, the king 
of pleasure and everything had to be right in his kingdom. 


Licking "her" lips, the bunny sat back on their heels, staring up at him with a crooked grin "Good enough for 
you, Mr Hefner?" 


"Y-Yes. Very good" His head was back against the wall. "Thank you." 
"Where's your little bunny?" Francis asked when David reappeared downstairs. 


He reached for a cookie and replied, "Upstairs, touching up her makeup. Hey, you want to come and meet Boris 


and Maks?" 
"Who are Boris and Maks?" 
"Kittens we adopted" 


The bunny was just exiting the bathroom, a hand in his panties, when David and his mother reached to top of 
the steps. 


"Oh! Sorry: 

"Dave, you truly are shameless, arent you?" 

"| truly am" He smiled. 

"| wanted Mom to meet the kittens. Any idea where they are?" 
"Probably their normal spot’ 

"Dave's pillow." The older man told his mother. 


"Going back, should start winding down soon. See you down there." The bumy planted a nice, big, red kiss on his 


boyfriend's cheek. 


Chapter 35 


The following day, Jamie arrived at seven to help clean up before the officially opened for business. Dave took 


the opportunity to get to know her better. 

"Huh, | thought the orange hair was really yours,’ he teased. 

"And | thought the tits were really yours," she shot back. "You look a lot better this way." 

"You look a lot better the other way. 

"Ah ha! Touche'" 

"David told me you had to drop out of college because your father lost his job. How's it going there now?" 
"He found work. Doesn't pay what he used to make. And he used to make too much for me to qualify for 
financial aid but now when | apply, because he doesn't make as much, it still shows he makes that much. It's 
fucked. They can lay people off in this country left and right but the motherfucker responsible for updating 
information can move slow as shit and we can't do a thing about that. Fire that lazy shit" 


"Damn, I'm sorry to hear that." 


"Such is life, right? In the meantime, I'm working and saving. Paying my way through classes part time. A class 
here, a class there. Whatever | can afford." 


"What are you going to school for?" 

| was going to be a teacher before | had to drop out." 

"My mother was a teacher." 

"I know. How is she, by the way? When is she going to come out and see this gorgeous place?" 


"Not anytime soon. She isn't coming out there during the winter. Maybe spring. But so what are you studying 


now?" 
"Anatomy and physiology.’ 
"Doctor?" 


"Maybe." 


"Proctologist?" 

"Is that what kind of doctor you'd be?" 

"That's the kind of doctor | AM!" 

"What are you two talking about?" David bounced out from the kitchen, a stack of plates in his arms. 
The taller man took half the stack from him and began putting them away on the shelf. 

"Dave just told me he's an ass doctor." 

"He's sure made mine feel a lot better." Deadpanned, he put the rest of the plates down and walked away. 
Dave wiggled his eyebrows at Jamie. 

"Too much information," she mumbled and walked away. 


Later, in the evening, the singer sat on the sofa, kittens playing with his bare toes, while he tried to shop 
online for a gift for David's upcoming birthday. 


"Hey, what are you doing?" 
"Nothing." He closed the window quickly but he must have clicked something else too fast. David's email opened. 


The brunette's mouth fell open as he read the name. He raised his eyes To his lover's, color drained from his 


face. 


"What?" David asked as he moved to sit beside Dave. And then he saw the screen, too. "What are you doing? 
Why are you checking my email?" 


"What is this, David?" 
Grabbing the laptop, he pulled it in to his lap. "Why are you checking my email?" he demanded. 
"No, David, | want to know about the emails first.” 


Highlighting the three unread emails, he went to move them to the recycle bin only for a hand to clamp 
around his wrist. Looking up, he glared at Dave. 


"How long's Taylor been emailing you?" 


Setting his jaw, David bit his lower lip. "Since we got back from LA. But it could be anyone. | don't even read 


them. Just dump ‘em. Now, why were you checking my email?" 
| want to know about these first. You ran checks on the IP address, didn't you?" 


David snorted and tossed his hair over his shoulder. "Course | did. But they're coming from a phone so the IP 
changes all the time. Look, just drop it. It's probably someone messing with us." 


"David, thats MONTHS he's been sending you emails. And you don't read them." The laptop was snatched from 
him, his hands too late to grab it back. 


"Dave! Just give it back!" 
"No. Not until | get to the bottom of this." He clicked the top email, his lips curling back in a snarl. 


It read, Dont worry, Junior, you'll be all one your own again soon. You like your space, don’t you? Like being having 
fime to think about how youre going fo kill yourself. Are you going to do it? Going to kill yourself? Go on, you 
tucking pussy, do it Hil be the best thing that's ever happened 


Curling himself on to the couch, David hugged his knees, watching sickly as the next one was opened. 


Not yours, Ellefson You know when you're out, playing with your coffee shop? Yeah, he's on the phone to me, 
begging me to take him back. Think youre so hot now, fucker? You're nothing fo us. Nothing 


He closed his eyes as he heard a click, the final, and most recent email opening. He heard Dave growl, a lower 
"Fucker" hissing from between his teeth. 


Dead yet, Ellefson? You soon will be. We're talking and making everything better. Soon he'll be coming back fo LA 
and to me. Then you can hang yourself. All that nice, open space? Perfect for tossing a rope around, isn't it? Is 
that why you brought it? So that when Dave does come back to me you can finish your pathetic life quickly and 


easily? Damn, | wish | was there to see it. Might fly up for it. Come and get Dave myself and watch you unravel 
HHI be a show and a half. 


The laptop was dumped beside him, Dave getting up and walking away. Resting his chin on his knees, David 
watched him dial a number, presumably Taylor's, fingers tapping against the work surface as he waited for it 
to be answered. 

"Dave, don't. It's not worth it. Please don't do this," David muttered half-heartedly. 


The glare he got in return caused a shudder to rip down his spine. 


After an eternity of waiting and growing angrier, Taylor finally answered. "Dave? Didn't think I'd hear from you. 
What's up?" 


"What's up, Taylor? I'll tell you what's up. If | see that you send David another harassing message, | will have 


your ass arrested Do | make myself clear?" 

"D, come on. Let's talk" 

"I have nothing to say to you. You've really let your true colors show throughout all of this, you know that? | 
mean. fifteen years, Taylor. | spent fifteen years of my life with you and this is what | get? You know 
perfectly well why we fell apart. And you know perfectly well there is no chance in fuck that l'm coming back. | 
wasn't before and I'm definitely not now. How could you stoop so low?" 


"How could | stoop so low? | was still in your fucking bed when you went out and met that fucking headcase." 


"Don't you fucking call him that. Don't you ever called him anything again. Email him one more time, Taylor, | 


fucking dare you." 

"So you're ignoring the fact that you stepped out on me. Okay." 

| DID NOT STEP OUT ON YOU!" the brunette screamed into the phone. 

David flinched and curled into himself even tighter. 

"You know we were already done. You plied me with alcohol and then threw yourself at me." 
He heard the sickening sound of the blonde's laughter on the other end. 


"Taylor, this is the only call | will make. One more threatening message and your ass will be arrested. Am | 


clear?" 


"Yeah, you're clear. Can't wait for when you finally get tired of having to take care of his pussy ass. Don't you 
want someone who can stand up for himself?" 


"You mean someone like you? ls that what you call leeching offa me? Sucking me dry of money and attention, 
turning my heart into a cold, shriveled up little piece of shit, like yours. Is that standing up for yourself? If it 


is, than no. | never want to be with someone who stands up for himself. | want to be with someone who needs 


me and wants me and takes care of me. So you know what you can do for me 
"What?" 

"Go fuck yourself" And with that, he ended the call. Slowly he turned to look at David 
The sofa was empty. David and the kittens had left the room. 


Walking into the bedroom, he found David curled up on the bed, the kittens in his lap. His boyfriend's head was 


down, hair hiding his face. 
"David," he softly said. 
"Go away." 


"David, please.." He could feel his heart breaking and he had no idea what it was like to be inside of his 
boyfriend's head at that moment. Beaten and battered by Mustaine, he probably now thought that everything 
he'd worked so hard for was hanging in the balance, held together by spider web thin threads. 


But what David had obviously forgotten was that spider webs were extremely strong, holding up against steel. 


Sitting on the edge of the bed, he reached for the brunette's knee, only to have it snatched away. The kittens 
looked at him, doe eyed and tired, probably sensing that all wasn't well. 


"Go back to him, Dave." 
"No, absolutely not." 


Eyes, blood shot and glazed with tears, peered from beneath caramel hair. "It's going to keep happening. He'll 
start calling and then, one day, he's going to turn up here. And that'll be it. You'll be gone" The older man 
sighed and shook his head, eyes once more disappearing. "You may as well go now. Everyone else in my life did 


the same, so you may as well follow them." 


"And what have | told you about not going anywhere, huh? How many times have | told you that? I'll keep 


telling you, David. l'm not going anywhere, not now, not ever. Please, believe me." 


Another shake of the head and David slid from the bed, carefully putting the kittens on to his own pillow 
before going to one of the closets. Dragging out a blanket, he wrapped it around his shoulders and walked out. 
Dave felt his heart drop. So much work. So much progress. And now it was all being tossed away because of 
his stupid, fucking ex. 


Footsteps echoed through the building and a sense of dread replaced the ache at David's pain. Giving the kittens 
a quick kiss, he got to his feet and began to wander the building. 


"David? David?" His voice echoed off of bare walls, spooking him a little. Walking beside their kitchen, he saw 
that the door to the roof was open, the steps up to it unlit. It was one of the many reasons they'd brought 
the place, in the hope that one day they could cultivate a small roof garden, somewhere nice to sit during the 


summer. 


Yet that excitement was dying, fading quickly. Grabbing his jacket, Dave walked up the creaking stairs and out 
on to the roof. A light breeze pulled at his hair, the winter chill in the air evident. Lights from the city 


bounced up to them, covering everything in sharp shadows. It was a great place to come and think Not any 


more. 


Breathing deeply, he looked around himself, trying to find his lover. He couldn't? He hadn't? His mouth became 
dry, throat sandpaper. 


"David," he murmured. "Please don't do this." 

Then Dave saw him, standing on the edge of the roof, the blanket tight around his shoulders as he gazed down 
to the road below. He appeared to be breathing deeply, as though weighing his options. Live, and keep seeing the 
same cycles repeated? Or die, and let them be gone forever? 


"David," he softly said, trying not to startle him. "David, please don't do this." 


"Go away, Dave. Go and live your happy life. I'm just dragging you down. Causing you trouble." David never 
looked up, never looked over his shoulder, just kept staring at the ground. 


"Dragging me down, huh? Look where you just led me. To the stars. Go ahead. Look up. Look at the sky, baby." 
When David actually listened to him and leaned back a little to raise his face to the sky above, Dave quickly 
wrapped his arms around the man's torso and yanked him down off the edge, tackling him to the floor of the 
roof. They wrestled, twisting and thrashing before Dave finally overpowered the older man and pinned him 
down. He climbed on top of David and straddled him. 

"Why?! Why won't you just give the fuck up on me?!" David screamed. 

"Because | love you." 

"No, you don't” 

"Yes, | do. You know | do. Search your heart, David. lim there." 

"No, you're not. You're not. You're can't bel Not allowed." 

"Not allowed? By whom, David?" 


"By him!" 


"He's gone, baby. And you got rid of him. You did that." Dave tapped an index finger gently against David's 
heart. 


"Don't call me baby. I'm not your baby." 


"Yes, you are." 


Through tear-stained eyes, David glared up at Dave. "I don't want to be." 

"Don't say that. Don't say that, David, please." 

"Get off of me." 

‘| will. But | need you to do something for me." 

"What?" 

"Come back downstairs with me." 

‘lm going home." 

"This is your home." 

"To the farm." 

"You want to go back to the farm?" 

"Yog" 

"Okay, we can go in the morning." 

"No, just me." 

"Okay, you can go in the morning." 

| know you're just saying that because you think you can convince me to stay." 

| might be." Dave stood up and offered his hand to David to help him up. 

To his surprise, David took it. It opened another opportunity. He yanked David into an embrace. The younger 
man held him loosely at first, gauging David's response. He stiffened but didn't break away. Dave tightened his 
arms and ran a flat palm over his boyfriend's spine. 

‘| love you," he whispered. 

"No." David whimpered as the floodgates opened. Soon he was sobbing against Dave's shoulder. 


"| need you." 


"No." 

‘Its true. | need you so badly. Please don't leave me." A hand ran soothingly down the back of David's head. 
"Why?" 

Dave took a step toward the door leading to the staircase back down. He gently urged David to walk with him. 
"Why do | need you? Because you take good care of me and because you're patient and kind and loving. You're 
smart. So smart, look at everything you've accomplished here." 

They slowly descended the stairs, back into the loft. 

"Do you know why | need you most of all?" 

"Why?" 

"Because you saved me. If | didn't meet you that day, which you initiated. Remember? You saw me hiding in 
that corner and you came to say hello. That moved me. Melted just a little bit a ice from my heart." He led 


David to the sofa and gently sat him down "How about a nice cup of tea this time?" 


David nodded, pulling the blanket back around his shoulders. In seconds, the kittens were clawing and biting at 
the edge of it. Dave watched intently as David looked down at them and faintly smiled. 


"If | didn't meet you, " he continued as he crossed to the kitchen. "| would have probably gone back to him. | 
would have been miserable and lonely, my heart turning as cold as his. | would have known better. Known it 
was slowly killing me but | didn't know anything else. Until | met you." 

Reaching down, he picked up the kittens and placed them in his lap. A mug of tea was put in front of him. 

"I want to go to the hospital," he softly said. 


A stool was pulled out and Dave sat opposite him. "Why?" 


"Because | want to get this sorted” He shrugged. "Pills, electroshock therapy, counselling. | don't care. | want it 
gone. | can't." He sighed, fingers petting the kittens. "I can't help others if I'm in such a fucking mess." 


A hand touched his and he looked at Dave. The younger man wore an expression which was a cross between 


pride and sadness. 
"Well done on admitting it" 


"Admitting what?" David quietly asked. 


"That you're not fully healed. But please, no electroshock" 
"Why not?" 


"Because | couldn't go through that. Knowing that you're hurting inside is bad enough. Knowing that you were 
voluntarily being strapped down and having electricity pumped through you would kill me." 


"No it wouldn't," David replied. 


"Yeah, it would You may not believe me now but | feel your pain. Seeing you up there a moment ago.. If you'd 
jumped, I'd have jumped after you. Seeing you standing on that ledge killed something inside of me. Knowing that 
you were hurting so badly that you were considering ending it all made me feel the same way." Dave held his 


hand over his own heart before pressing it to David's. "These beat the same rhythm.’ 
The brunette smiled softly. "No, they don't 


"Yeah, they do. l'm a drummer. | know beats when | feel ‘em. David." Taking one of David's hands, he gently 
squeezed it. "| want you to know that I'm here for you. | know that the whole locking people out is a defense 
mechanism, and I'm cool with that. But when you want to talk, I'm ready to listen. I'm going to walk beside you 
for the rest of your life. Not behind you. Not in front of you. Beside you. Holding your hand. And even if the 
healing takes until our dying breath, I'll never give up on you, ‘cause | know you'll never give up on me. You can 
toss shit at me all you like. Push me away. Yell at me. Tell me you don't love me. But | know how your heart 


beats." 

David felt his jaw tighten as he fought back the tears. Never had he thought he'd meet such a person. Never 
had he thought that he could quite literally stand on the edge of Hell and someone would pull him back. 
Scooping up the kittens, he walked around the counter and leaned against Dave. Head resting on his boyfriend's 
shoulder, he tried to stop the tears, tried to stop the pain as it tore through him. 


"Help me, Dave. Please, help me." 


A hand came to rest in the small of his back, rubbing along his spine. "You don't even have to ask" 


Chapter 3b 


After David finished his tea, his boyfriend gently ushered him into the bathroom. He pulled David's hair back 


into an elastic and then washed his face for him with a warm, soapy cloth. 

"So beautiful,” the younger man murmured as he laid butterfly kisses to his cheeks. 
"You're really too good for me." 

"Nope. Exactly what you deserve." 

"I'm so sorry | scared you." 

Dave threw his arms around the bassist. "Please don't do it again." 

"See what | can do." 

"That's all | can ask Come, let's go to bed" 

David curled up against the taller man’s side, using his shoulder as a pillow. "I love you." 


'| love you, too. Get some sleep, baby." Dave used a low, gentle voice as he rubbed small circles into David's 


shoulder. 


He could feel the exhausted man settle in an drift off but Dave remained awake. The kittens clawed their way 
up the duvet and snuggled their way underneath it, finally finding their way to the crook of David's legs. There 
was a huge part of the singer that was afraid if he fell asleep, he'd wake up alone. So he stayed awake. 
Thoughts, memories floated around his head. 


When he received that phone call from David on the road, he had just arrived at his studio, thinking he was 

going to hunker down there until Taylor left the house. He as armed with a case of beer and a bottle of Crown 
Royal. As David spoke, he glanced at the bottle beside him. Suddenly, spending time with David sounded a hell of 
a lot better than getting wasted all by himself. And he was right. Every second with David, whether they were 


laughing or crying, arguing or making love, working or playing, was time well spent. 


David was now sleeping soundly so the younger man slid out from beneath him. There was a small club chair 
sitting in front of the window and Dave pulled it toward the bed. He sat down and propped his ankles up on the 
mattress. He watched David sleep. Occasionally the older man tossed and turned, making soft, little whimpers as 


hands flexed. 


"Davel" And he bolted upright, eyes wide, hands reaching toward the empty space on the bed. 


‘I'm here, baby." 

The lighter haired man rubbed his eyes. "What are you doing?" 

"Making sure you're sleeping okay.” 

"I'd sleep better in your arms." 

‘Is that right?" 

"Yeah. Come back to bed, baby." 

"Did you just call me baby?" 

"Are you winding me up?" 

"You could say that." 

David extended his hand toward him. Dave smiled and crawled across the bed, pulling his lover into his arms. 
"Go back to sleep, David. Dream sweet dreams." 

David snuggled against Dave's chest and inhaled deeply. 

"of me in my playboy bunny costume." 

The bassist laughed softly. "I loved that. Oddly, | found it so fucking hot. Can you put that on now?" 
"Now? No. Maybe tomorrow, if you're a good boy." 

Dave's heart rested a little easier after hearing the humor in his lover slowly returning. 

"Sing to me?" 

"What would you like to hear?" 

"You know." 

"Mmm, okay," Dave murmured. He paused as he thought and then pressed his lips to David's hair. 
"When | was younger, so much younger than today 


| never needed anybody's help in any way 


But now these days are gore, l'm not so self assured 


Now | find I've changed my mind and opened up the doors" 


The following day found David up at the crack of dawn, baking a batch of dark chocolate brownies and more 
Almond Joy cookies. Jamie was handling the line of coffee seekers by herself this morning. David wasn't in a 
hurry to paint on his smile. When Dave bounced down the stairs, he stepped into the kitchen first. 


"What are you making?" 
"Your favorite." 
"Ooo. Baby, you do me right." He stood behind David and gripped his upper arms, landing a kiss to his neck. 


In the afternoon, David sat at a table in the corner of the shop with the computer in front of him. Dave was 
showing Jamie some chords on an acoustic, the rest of the place was empty and quiet. David Googled 
therapists specializing in domestic abuse. He scrolled through the listing, reading each little biography and 
examining the head shots of each counselor. He finally picked a middle aged woman whose bio said she grew up 
in Los Angeles and moved out for a slower change of pace. She earned her masters in social work at UCLA and 
brought her dog to the office every day and used music and art in her therapy. ‘Where do | sign up? David 
thought as he dialed the number that was listed 


Alice was her name and her office was painted in soothing blues and greens. There were fish tanks 
everywhere. The seats were deep and comfortable. Soft relaxation music was piped through the reception area 


and David had to wonder how the receptionist did fall asleep. 


As he approached, he watched her remove something from her ears and he grinned. "So thats how you stay 


awake?" 
She grinned. "Yep. Keep my eye on the door camera and | know to remove them. How can | help you?" 


Suddenly the nerves began to rear their head and he found him twisting his fingers together. “Errrmmm.. 
David Ellefson to see Alice at 3pm?" 


The woman tapped at the computer. "All done, Mr Ellefson. Take a seat and she'll be with you. Oh, and you're 


not allergic or scared of dogs are you?" 
He shook his head, smile returning. "Not in the slightest." 


A few moments before three, the middle aged woman he assumed was Alice walked out. She smiled at him and 


offered her hand. 


"Mr Ellefson, | assume?" 

"Yes." He took her hand. "Alice?" 

Her smile widened. "That's me. Come on through." 

Her office was very like the reception area, all relaxing colours. There was a desk and plenty of comfortable 
seats. On a rug in the middle of the room lay a large golden Labrador, head on his paws, large eyes watching 
them. 

"This is Boe. You're not scared of dogs are you?" 

"No." He chuckled. "Not in the slightest." 

Bending down, he stroked the dog's large head, riffling his thick ears. 

"Do you want to take a seat. Or." She trailed off. 


"lIl stay down here if that's okay with you." 


Another smile and she collected a pad from her desk. Sitting in a chair, she began, "So, David, tell me about 
you first." 


Sitting on the floor, the dog's head in his lap, he did. He talked about his earl life, moving to LA, raved about 
music, spoke about all the things he enjoyed. When he was done, David found that he was smiling, face aching 
from laughing. He noticed that Alice was doing the same. 

"You've had quite a life, huh?" 


"Yeah," he mused. "Although | do think its only just starting.” 


The first session was spent talking about himself, about routines, habits. His addictions came in to play, and she 


praised him on kicking them. 

"And do you have a partner at the moment?" she softly asked. 
David felt himself blush, lowering his head as he smiled. "I do." 
"And how does he treat you?" 


He was like a giggling teenager as he lifted his eyes to her. "Like I'm the most precious thing on the face of 
the planet." 


He took his time going home. David wanted time to think about everything he discussed with Alice. She was as 
shrewd as she was kind. Having the dog there and the fish tanks and the music and art, while they were 
soothing, they were also distractions. David found himself mindlessly answering her questions, armor and 
defenses having been stripped away by the calming atmosphere she created. He didn't mind. He was going there 
for help after all. What would be the point in keeping anything from her? She wasn't going to judge him or 
ridicule him or embarrass him. She was going to help. 

The one thought that did nag at him, though, was that he wondered if Mustaine was receiving any help and if 
he was even willing to accept it. David had foolishly thought, hoped even, that once he was finally free from 
him, the redhead would scarcely cross his mind again. He was finding that wasn't the case. 

In eight days, he would turn forty-eight. Nearly fifty years old and some days he felt like a teenager again 
Other days he felt every bit of fifty. On one hand he knew it would be a special day because of Dave. He knew 
Dave would do him right on his birthday. Probably go way over the top, in fact. And David secretly looked 
forward to that. But on the other hand, a birthday served as a very, very good reminder that there was so 
much living he hadn't been able to do before. Well, what was stopping him now? Only himself. 


When he pulled the car into the garage, he immediately spotted Jamie in the doorway to the shop, a weird grin 


on her face. 

"Hey, James. What's going on 2" 

"What are you doing here?" 

"Well, | live here so.. Where's Dave?" 

"He's uh.. he's not here." 

"Jamie, | need your help!" Dave's bellow from inside the shop. 
"Oh, he's not here?" David grinned. 

"Can you just go upstairs?" Jamie pleaded all of a sudden 
David gave her a weary glance. "Sure, I'll go upstairs. What are you up to?" 
| can't tell you." 

"Ill fire you." 


"David! Go upstairs!" 


He laughed softly as he climbed the stairs. 


The dark haired man was making good on the promise of a fish tank in the shop. But it couldn't be any old fish 
tank. He'd hunted in the antique stores and found an old brass stand that stood about four feet high with a 
hook on the end. From the hook dangled a large glass bowl with a brass perforated lid that screwed on to the 


bowl with a ring attached for the hook. This was birthday surprise number one. There would be several more. 


David's birthday would kick off the weekly jam night. His boyfriend planned on sitting down with a guitar and 
singing David a couple of his favorite songs. He planned a nice, quiet dinner for two and had a couple other 


surprises for him. One in the form of a visitor. Or two. 


He watched the fish swim around the bowl, utterly fascinated. Already he'd shown them to the kittens, who 
were trying to work out how to get into the hanging glass bowl. At David's insistence, it had been moved to a 


place where there were no points for the cats to jump on to. 
"You realise they'll be in that, don't you?" he'd said. 

"And?" 

"You like the fish, right?" 

"Yeah." 

"So do they. Except for dinner.” 


He dreaded to think what would happen when they were big enough to actually have a go at the tank. But 
they'd jump that hurdle once they were at it. 


Looking in the mirror, David made sure he looked perfect. Tight black jeans, black button down shirt with the 
sleeves rolled to his elbows. Tonight was the first of his birthday celebrations, the beginning of their weekly 
jam night. If it was successful enough, they'd have music all day every day, not just on a Friday night. Invite 
local bands to come and play. Encourage people to bring in their instruments and jam between cups of coffee. 


All styles of music were welcome. That's how they wanted it to be, a place where all were welcome. 


The coffee house was picking up, people coming from far and wide. Not just to see them but, because if the 
reviews were anything to go by, their coffee, cookies, and cake were the best in the region Screw the chain 


coffee places! They'd started a revolution. 


Even from upstairs, he could hear the sounds of the building filling up. Voices drifted up to him, happy. He 
knew that, on the stage, one of his basses sat, plugged in, tuned, and ready to go. There was no set list. Just 
play whatever they, and whoever else was around, wanted to play. Still, he suspected Dave had something up 


his sleeve. 


Taking a deep breath, he walked down the stairs and straight behind the bar. A queue of people wound along it, 
all waiting. 


Looking at the next person in line, he smiled. "What can | get you?" 
"Large cappuccino, and a chocolate chip cookie." 
"Coming right up." 


Working around Jamie, he ground beans, steamed milk, and slid a cookie on to a plate. Placing everything on to a 


tray, he smiled at the man. "$4.65, please." 

The money was handed over, a few coins going into the jar. David busied himself, purposefully ignoring his 
boyfriend. He knew that Dave would come and get him when he was needed. For the moment, he was wandering 
about the small stage, setting things up, making sure everything was in place and ready to go. 

The next in line was a shorter, older woman with dark brown hair and a lovely smile. 

"What can | get for you?" 

"| would like to meet someone,” she told David with a wink. 

He stood up straight and stammered, his face surely blushing. Well, she was very forward. 

"There's a man here celebrating a very special day." 

"Oh, yeah. It is my birthday." Okay, she's a fan who knew it was my birthday. 

"No, dear. Not you. Him." And she pointed at Dave, who lifted his head and grinned. 


Now David was confused. Did she think it was Dave's birthday, not his? 


"That man over there is celebrating the birthday of a person who means very much to him. And, by default, | 


am too. Because that man is my son" 
David's brow noted. Dave's mother? What? "Wait. Dave, your Mom is here?" 


"Mom! Where did you come from?" Dave yelled at his mother in mock anger before he pulled her to the side, 


out of the line. 
David looked at the rest of the line of people and then at his boyfriend with a pleading look. 


"Go ahead, don't leave poor Jamie to do it all." 


"You could help, too, you know!" 

"Yeah, get back there and help your boyfriend!" Dave's mother scolded him. 
Once the line had died down, David left Jamie to continue. 

"No, nol Ellefson, it's only your birthday but go ahead. | got this!" she joked. 
"You said she wouldn't come until the spring!" the birthday boy said to Dave. 


"Well, she couldn't wait any longer. Had to meet you. You know | told her such wonderful things about you, she 
just couldn't stay away." 


I'm so happy you're here! Did Dave show you around? Have you seen upstairs yet?" 


"Yesterday, while you were out." She smiled "The cats are adorable. Dave's more of a dog person, though. Did 


he tell you that?" 

"No, he didn't mention that" 

"Probably too busy swilling beer and cursing, if | know my son" 
Dave merely grinned and nodded. 


"So you still live in LA. What's been going on out there?" David asked, meaning has she heard about Mustaine 


or maybe heard from Taylor. 

Virginia smiled softy and took David's hand in hers. "Its been very, very quiet in LA" 

"Good." 

The younger man excused himself and headed to the stage. He picked up a guitar and sat down on the stool. All 
he had to do was strum the guitar once and the entire shop fell into silence. 

"I know a lot of you are here tonight because it's our first jam night. | hope you also know that today is a 
very, very special day. It's David's birthday.’ 

The place erupted in cheers and clapping. 


"David, darling, stop blushing and come over here, please. There's a chair right here with your name on it." 


Virginia had to give him a slight push but he finally shuffled over and sat down in the empty chair that faced 


Dave. 


"You are, by far, the most amazing person | know. You inspire me every day. You give me strength, you make 
me laugh, and you make me love. Happy birthday, David." Dave smiled at his lover as he began softly 


strumming. 


"Too alarming now to talk about 
Take your pictures down, shake it out. 
Truth or consequence, say it aloud 


Use that evidence, race it around 

There goes my hero 

Watch him as he goes 

There goes my hero 

He's ordinary" 

After My Hero, Dave sang Blackbird. And after that, he did a very slow, very peaceful rendition of Walk. 

David had to wipe his eyes quickly before Dave leaned down and kissed him. "I love you, baby. Happy birthday!" 
Just as the shop full of people began to cheer again, Dave straightened and cut them off. "We're not done yet, 
fuckers. There's someone else here who wanted to hog a little stage time. I'd never heard this man play in 
person before and well, he puts me to fucking shame." 

Chris Broderick stepped in from the hall and David's mouth fell open as he jumped to his feet. Racing from the 
stage, David threw his arms around his friend's neck. Strong arms wrapped around his waist and lifted him 
before setting him back down. 

"Good to see you, buddy. Fuck" Chris pushed a few strands of hair from David's face. "Look at you. Wow!" 
"Not me." David grinned. "Look at this place." 

‘Its fuckin’ awesome. You've done an amazing job. How you feelin?" 

"Better than | have done for years. Come on. Let's go relive the old days." 

With Dave on drums, David suddenly found himself singing. Taking a deep breath, he smiled at the gathered 
crowd, fighting down his nerves. It had been a long time since he'd sung, the last time being when he'd been 


with Megadeth. 


"Hi," he began. A cheer rose from the crowd and his smile widened. "| just wanted to say thanks for coming 


tonight. For everyone who's traveled, or if you've just come from around the corner. So yeah, this for all of 


you. 


They sped through The Beatles "Love Me Do", Led Zeppelin's "Whole Lotta Love", and Aerosmith's "Sweet 
Emotion’. Laughing, David took a deep breath and wiped a hand across his forehead before looking for 
something. Grabbing a tambourine, he straightened up and looked towards the bar. 

"Jamie, can | borrow you a second.” 

The barista rolled her eyes, tossed the towel to one side and hopped up on the stage. "Seriously. I'm here to 
serve coffee, not get wrapped up in your ridiculous antics. Gimme that." She snatched the instrument from 
him, playfully struggling as David draped an arm around her shoulder. 

"This is Jamie. She's our first employee, and what you see is what you get. Don't piss her off, okay!" 


The crowd roared and he leaned down to whisper something, ignoring the looks of the two men beside her. 
Counting them in, he stepped up to the microphone. 


"Tonight l'm gonna have myself a real good time, | feel alive and the world it's turning inside out. Yeah!" 


The crowd were on their feet, the atmosphere electric. Behind him, Dave and Chris picked up the song and soon 


the entire bar was singing along with them. 

"Don't stop me now l'm having such a good time, 

I'm having a ball. 

Don't stop me now, 

If you wanna have a good time just give me a call” 

As the song closed, the room erupted in to cheers and clapping, people calling for more. 


"Any requests?" he called in to the mic. 


"Yeah," he heard Jamie hiss beside him. "How about ‘Let Me Get Back to My Fuckin’ Job ‘cause There's A 


Queue'" 
He grinned at her. "What key's that in?" 
"IFs in the key of Fuck You." 


Laughing, he let her go, listening as song titles were called out. Turning to his boyfriend, David raised an 


eyebrow. "Any suggestions, oh beloved one?" 


"Yeah, | got one. Come here," Dave said with a glint in his eye. 


David leaned over the kit and Dave clasped the back of his neck and whispered in his ear. The birthday boy 


laughed and glanced at Jamie as he moved to Chris and told him the song. 


Dave counted the song off and hit the opening roll. David doing David Lee Roth was going to be one of the 


record books. 


"She saw the look in his eyes 
and she knew better 

He wanted her tonight 

And it was now or never 

He made her feel so sad 


Oh, whoa, whoa, Jamie's cryin" 


| hate you alll" Jamie screamed at them as she laughed and shook her head. 


Chapter 37 


After Dave drove his mother and Chris back to the hotel they each booked for the weekend, he returned to 
find all the lights off in the shop. He crept upstairs and found David, naked and spread out on the bed, the 
kittens curled up on the pillow beside him. 


"You three want to be alone or." 


"Well, we had a talk while you were out. They suggested | thank their Daddy for a really, really incredible 
birthday. 


"Ah, well. These are very smart cats we've got.” 
"Aren't they?" 


Dave grinned as he stripped his clothes off, pulling a gift-wrapped box from his pocket. He set the package on 
David's belly and nuzzled his face into his hip. 


"Got ya something." 


"Dave, the night was absolutely perfect with the party and your Mom and Chris showing up. You didn't have to 
do this." 


"Well, | can't take it back so take it and enjoy it" 

David picked up the box. "Heavy," he commented as he sat up. He slowly ripped the paper away from the 
mahogany box with the word ‘Concord’ carved into the lid. David opened the box to reveal a watch. It had a 
rectangular, polished steel, chronograph face and a black rubber strap with polished clasp. 

"Dave, it's gorgeous!" 

"You are a bit of a watch slut, aren't you?" The singer smirked, referring to the box of watches in the closet: 
"| do like a good watch. This one must have cost a fortune, though." 

"A bit. Turn it over." 

David stared at his boyfriend for a moment, marveling at just how generous and thoughtful he was. 


"Turn it over," he softly repeated. 


He turned the watch in his hands and raised it to his eyes. Engraved along the outer rim of the steel case 


were the words, "If | fell" 

"Dave.." David sighed, fighting back the wave of emotion that threatened to crash over him. 

The brunette grinned. He took the watch from David's hands, put it back in the box and moved it to the side. 
As he crawled over David and wound an arm under his back, he whispered, "It's snowing." And then he began 


nibbling on David's earlobe. 


Its snowing?!" David pushed the younger man off and scampered to the window. Deflated, he mumbled, "| can't 
see it" 


The younger man turned the light off and padded over to stand behind his boyfriend. 


"See it now?" he asked as he wound his arms around David's waist and kissed his shoulder. His lips feathered 
across raised scar tissue causing David to shiver. 


"How about | make love to you like this? Against the window?" 

"| think that's a great idea" 

"The kittens agree?" 

"| think so. That way they don't have to move," David said with a giggle 

"Happy birthday, lover. | hope | get to celebrate every single one with you this way: 


"So do |." 


Chris had to go back to California the following day but he sat in the shop and had a good, long conversation 
with David about the past, about Mustaine, about the band. He gave Dave a hug and promised to return again 
soon. And took a box of cookies with him when he left. 


Virginia insisted on being taken to the farm to meet Francis and the two men gave each other weary glances. 


Getting these two women together spelled nothing but trouble for them. 
They made idle chit chat on the way to the farm. The weather, the news, the state of the economy. It was all 
up for debate. David had offered to drive, giving Dave time to spend with his mother. He listened to them in 


the back, smiling from time to time. 


Snow covered the farm, making it look like something from a Christmas card. 


"So this is where you were born and raised?" Virginia asked. 

"The exact same place," David replied with a smile. 

The driveway, as always, had been impeccably cleared, Elliot no doubt having been out earlier with their snow 
plough. They helped, in winter, to keep the roads and tracks clear, ensuring that supplies and vehicles kept on 
moving. 


Parking in front of the house, David stepped out, pulling his coat around him as he opened Virginia's door. 


She smiled at him. "Nice to know there are still some gentlemen left in this world” She looked over her 


shoulder at her son. "| hope you're learning from this one." 


Dave just gave him the ‘Ignore my mother’ look. Taking her arm, David lead her up the steps and to the front 


door. His own mother was standing just beyond it, face breaking in to a welcoming smile as they walked in 
"You must be Virginia?" Francis said, taking the other woman's hand. "I'm Francis. Its a pleasure to meet you. 
Come on in. I've got coffee and cake." She held up a hand, halting the two men as they made a break for the 


kitchen. "You boys go and play somewhere else for a while." 


Behind him, David heard Dave snigger before a hand was pressed in to his back. "Come on, let's go and find 


some boots and go exploring." 


Allowing himself to be pushed up to his room, David leaned on the window, looking out over the fields of white. 


Somewhere behind him, Dave searched through a closet. 
"You really do want to go out there, don't you?" 

"Yop" 

"In the snow?" 

"Yop" 

"You're absolutely sure?" 

"Haven't been more sure.” 


A pair of boots hit the backs of his legs and he turned around to see Dave sitting on the bed, pulling a pair on 
to his own feet. 


"You wouldn't rather stay up here and.. "play"?" David snickered. 


The dark haired man looked up at him, a look of shock on his face. "My mother's in the house!" 


"Didn't stop you when we spent a good few months living here." Grabbing the boots, David sat beside him and 
kicked off his sneakers. 


"Yeah, well, there's a difference between my mother and your mother." 
"You think | felt comfortable screwing you every night knowing she's just down the hallway?!" 
A hand snaked in to his hair, lips burying themselves against his throat. "Didn't stop you though, did it?" 


With a wicked look in his eyes, David got to his feet and took his boyfriend's hand. "Come on, before you get 


too hot and bothered. You've been moaning about wanting to go out in to the snow so now you're going." 


David giggled at the site before him. You would have thought they'd had a blizzard by the look of Dave, 
bundled up in his coat, gloves, hat, scarf and boots. 


"You remind me of the kid from A Christmas Story. Do you have to pee now? Do we need to take all of this 
off you?" 


"You're lucky l'm weighed down by all of this or I'd chase you." 


And with that, David took off down the stairs and out the front door. He stood, ready, with a snowball in his 


hand. As soon as Dave opened the front door, he was pelted in the chest with the snowball. 
"Oh, that is it. Run, motherfucker!" 


David ran, yelling and whooping, as his boyfriend chased him. The two men were reduced to five year olds as 
they ran and kicked up snow. David would hurry and hide behind the shed or the barn, waiting for Dave to 
come puffing along, he'd launch snowballs at him and then giggle and take off again. The younger man had 
nothing on David's snowball making skills. What he did have over David, though, was cunning strategy. 


When David took off around the corner of the barn, Dave slid the door open very slowly, inched inside, sprinted 
to the other end. He peaked through the crack in the door, waiting for David to appear. And when he did, the 


brunette pounced. 


He was no match for the barrage of sudden snowballs and, coughing back the snow, David pushed the younger 


man in to the barn and slid the door shut behind them. In the low light, he grinned wickedly. 
"Not so brave now are you, Grohl?" 


Dave chuckled. "Come on. What are you gonna do in here, huh?" 


Looking around himself, David took in the hay. Most of it was still in there, slowly being used during the winter 
months. Approaching the dark haired man, he slid a hand in to the back of his neck, lips whispering against his 
boyfriend's. 


"This," he murmured, before kissing him. 


Hands landed in the small of his back, the kiss being returned. Reaching his free hand between them, David 
closed his fingers around Dave's groin and gently squeezed. Teeth nipped his lower lip, a hiss filling his mouth. 


Through the layers of clothing, he felt Dave harden, hips rolling to meet his hand. 
"Like that, huh?" 


He got a gasp in response, arms tightening around him. Rubbing the heel of his hand along Dave's clothed cock, 
he deepened the kiss, tongue sweeping into his boyfriend's mouth. He felt the younger man gasp and groan, 


shuddering against him. His own breathing came in gasps, his own arousal growing. 
"Come on, baby," he whispered. "Come for me." 


Dave pulled away, head resting on David's shoulder. Gently stroking the back of his boyfriend's head, he 
continued to stroke, fascinated that someone could become aroused from something so simple and innocent. 
Breath tickled his cheek, strands of chocolate hair mingling with his own and brushing against his nose. David 
pressed his hand closer, longing to slip it beneath the layers of clothing. Dave shivered against him, voice 


becoming hoarse as he murmured, "Yes" over and over. 

His own voice joined his lover's, mumbling quietly, "Fuck, sweetheart, fuck, you're so hot." 

Warm lips touched his throat, Dave's body tightened as he groaned. David felt himself pant with the younger 
man, his own arousal throbbing in his pants. Ignoring it, he lowered them both to the floor of the barn, cradling 
Dave on top of him. 

‘Let me return the favor," Dave softly said as fingers pulled the zipper of David's coat down. Gentle, tender 
kisses peppered his face. "I think you're the most beautiful thing I've ever seen Your nose and cheeks are nice 


and rosy." 


David huffed as the zipper of his jeans was pulled down and agile, talented fingers slipped around his cock. The 
lips that were kissing his face had found their way to his throat, along with the teeth behind them. 


"Jesus!" 
"Hey, watch your mouth!" Dave teased and stroked him harder. 


"Dave, oh shit!" David tilted his head back and was about to close his eyes when he saw a pair of legs in the 


doorway. "SHIT! Shit, Dave! Dave, stop!" 


Oh, shit! Sorry! Sorry, guys!" Elliot shoved the door closed and scampered away. 

The men stared at each other for a moment before they both dissolved into laughter. 

"Think Elliot'll let me borrow a pair of pants?" Dave asked. 

‘| don't see how he could possibly say no now." 

They slowly muddled back to the house and Elliot was nowhere to be found. 

‘Mom, Dave's pants got a little wet from all the white stuff, Elliot got stuff here?" David asked with a snicker. 
"You're a jerk!" Dave hissed. 

After Dave changed his clothes, he joined the Moms and David in the living room. He sat next to David on the 
couch and put an arm around the back of the couch. David instinctively settled into his side. He handed the 
younger man a cup of coffee. 

"Thank you. What did | miss? Mom, which embarrassing stories did you tell Francis?" 

"All of them. 

"Of course." 

Dave noticed Francis’ laptop on the table beside her. "Looks like Francis was showing off her Google skills again" 
"Mom!" David groaned. 

"Virginia was unfamiliar with your work, thats all." 

"David, you are adorable. | especially like your ‘Hunk of The Month’ picture in your bedroom." 


"Oh, God. That is it! That photo is coming down, once and for all, Davel" And he slapped his boyfriend's thigh. 


‘Ohh, that reminds me! David's Aunt Jean, his father's sister, has a granddaughter. She's only.how old is 


Deena, David?" 
David sighed. He knew where this story was going. "She's six years younger than me." 
"And you were how old in that photo?" 


"Twenty-three." 


"So Deena was seventeen and all her litte girlfriends at school kept after her to meet her cousin David after 
that photo appeared in one those little teenage girl magazines, you know? And well, Deena came up that 
Christmas and just fawned over David. Poor girl. She was so upset that they were related. Little did she know 
that even if they weren't, right?" 


Dave and Virginia laughed, David blushed and began picking at a stray thread in the couch cushion. "All right! 
Mom!" 


"Is okay, David. So a few thousand teenaged girls drooled over you," Virginia told him. "Its because you are so 
very attractive. Have you seen photos of my son at twenty-three? Think dip-dyed chicken. Silly looking blonde 
hair and two skinny, hairy little twig legs." 


"Go ahead, Mom. You can try but this face will not blush: 

Virginia's eyes narrowed at her son "Are you sure about that?" 

"Go for it" 

"Challenge accepted" 

David couldn't help but smile at the relationship between Dave and his mother. He loved his own mother to 
pieces and really didn't care about the way she gushed over her rockstar son but Dave and Virginia had this 


really great facet to their relationship that said that they were not only mother and son, but they were also 
best friends. 


"In 1990, my son came home from a short tour with Scream. He came running in the house with a cassette 


tape in his hand ‘Mom! Mommy, you HAVE to listen to this!" 

Dave groaned and lowered his head. 

"Turning red yet, David?" 

David glanced at his boyfriend, using a hand to tuck chocolate tendrils behind his ear. "Don't think so." 


"Okay, so he runs in with this tape and it's a band called Nirvana. So he puts the tape on and | listen. | didn't 
like it. But this one here starts raving about the tiny little blonde singer. Brilliant, he raved. A genius. So when 
the opportunity came for him to meet Nirvana and possibly join, the boy nearly fainted. And then had a 
breakdown, How could he leave his friends in Scream? But he did, as you know. And the boy would call me, 
raving about the blonde and how much fun they were having.’ 


The older man began to think and put two and two together. Dave and Kurt..? 


But there was not one tinge of red on his boyfriend's face. 

Dave was undressing in the closet. David wandered in and began taking his clothes off, too. 

"Hey, babe?" 

ipga 

"Your mother was hinting that you and Kurt?" 

"Yeah 

"Oh, Dave. Why haven't you talked about it? | mean.! guess | understand why but if you want, you can" 


"l, um, we had a thing. Didn't mean anything. It was really early on. And people close to us told us not to do it. 
What about the band, they said. So we stopped. No big deal.” 


"Were you in love?" 


Dave shrugged. "I don't know. Infatuated, maybe. But, like | said, we stopped and then he met his wife and, later, 


| met mine. We were kids." 

‘| understand. Come here." 

The taller man slumped into David's waiting arms. "I love you," he murmured. 

"I know. | love you, too. I'm really sorry that happened to you." 

‘Its okay. It's all part of the past now. And Mom knows it's really okay to talk about it. Don't think she was 
crossing a line there or anything. She knows everything thats happened and how | feel about it all. She also 
knows what you went through. | hope you are okay that | talked to her about it” 

“Course | am." 


"Sure you're okay with me talking about it?" There was a note of worry in Dave's voice. 


Kissing him gently, David nodded. “Absolutely sure. It's part of the past now. The future's right here.” 


Chapter 38 


Morning dawned and David found himself waking with the sound of the traffic. Dragging himself from the bed, 
he left Dave sleeping as he dressed and went about his business. Feeding the cats and the fish, he pressed 
kisses to the two blue-grey kittens, started the coffee machine and went downstairs. The shop would open at 


Bam, earlier enough to catch people on their way to work and the necessary foods needed to be made. 


Yawning, he leaned on the mixer, idly watching it go round, before spooning the mixture on to trays. Four trays 
later and he had an oven ready to go. Slamming the doors shut on the unbaked cookies, he set the timer and 
took a walk around the shop. Everything was in order, Marmaduke still guarding the front. Hearing the mailbox 
rattle, he unlocked the front door and retrieved the day's mail. 


There were a few bills, a couple of fan letters for Dave and himself, the weekly free newspaper and a long, 
white envelope marked with the address of a prison in California Feeling his heart drop, David quickly sliced it 


open. 


"Dear David," it began. "I know you don't want to hear from me, but | thought | would write. | don't have a lot 


else to do in here beyond classes anyway, and they've put me into solitary because of who | am." 


The letter went on to detail the classes Dave was taking, the changes and improvements he was making. It 


closed with, "I love you. Please take me back. Yours forever, Dave." 


With his heart hammering, he slid the letter back in to the envelope and pushed it behind the cash register. 
Going back upstairs, he pushed it to the back of his mind, deciding to deal with it later. For once, it was time 


for him to wake up someone else with a coffee. 

He stood in the doorway of the bedroom and stared at his boyfriend sprawled out on his stomach in bed. The 
blankets had been pushed down his back, one arm was tucked under his pillow while the other was stretched 
across David's side of the bed. He was an angel on earth and David was so thankful to have him. 

He was everything Mustaine wasn't, everything he couldn't be. But there was a tiny, barely there, little 
heartstring that Mustaine's letter tugged at. He should hate the redhead for what he did, hate him and never 
forget what he did. But he didn't hate him, he pitied him. 


Don't think about him right now, David reminded himself. He crossed the room and sank down onto the bed. 
Tenderly, he laid a hand on the small of Dave's naked back while he pressed a kiss to his shoulder. 


"Wake up, sleepyhead.” 
The slumbering brunette moaned and rolled toward David. "Get in here with me. It's cold!" 


"| can't, got cookies in the oven. Brought you coffee, though, and the kitchen downstairs is nice and warm." 


"Did you make my favorite?" 

"Of course." 

"You're the best 

"Don't | know it!" The older man laughed softly as he tried to stand. 

Two arms wrapped around him, however, and pulled him back into bed. He squirmed and giggled. 
"If those cookies burn, | will be very, very upset with you." 

"They won't burn. Just give me a kiss and Ill let you go." 


David met his boyfriend's lips in a sweet, gentle kiss. When he pulled away, he met Dave's eyes. "You really are 
an angel and | love you with all of my heart and soul." 


Dave didn't reply but narrowed his gaze. Something was up. But he let David go. He had to learn to trust David 


and give him time and space. If it was something he wanted to talk to Dave about, he would eventually. 


After a shower, Dave met his boyfriend in the downstairs kitchen. He was just pulling the cookies out of the 


oven to cool. 


When he reached for one, his hand was batted away. "You cannot keep eating cookies in the morning. You need 


real food." 

"Then why do you insist upon baking in the mornings?" 
"So that the stuff is fresh for the day." 

"Oh, so they can eat cookies in the morning but | cant?" 
“That's right" 

"Then make me some real food" 

"What do you want?" 

"Banana pancakes and scrambled eggs and bacon 


"Coming right up. Go have a seat." 


"Now who's the angel?" Dave grinned and took his empty mug out into the shop where he picked up the 
newspaper and pulled his glasses from his flannel shirt pocket. 


Several minutes passed before David brought two plates of food out and sat across from the brunette. 


"Dave, | need to tell you something. | don't want you to get angry and | don't want you to get worried. It's just 
a thing and it doesn't mean a lot to me but I'm not going to hide it from you either, okay?" 


The other man looked up at David, a mouthful of pancake 

"| got this in the mail." The older man went to retrieve Mustaine's letter. He returned and handed it to Dave. 
After Dave read it, he set it on the table and remained silent for a long time. David watched and waited 
"How does it make you feel?" Dave finally asked 

Shrugging, David dipped his eyes to his half eaten breakfast. "Conflicted" 

"How?" There was a note of hardness in the dark haired man's voice. 

"| should hate him. Want him dead for what he did. And part of me does. But | also feel pity for him" 

"Why do you think he wrote it?" 


Again, David shrugged. "Could be part of the programs he's taking. Like in the I2 steps program when they get 
you to make amends with the people you've wronged. Or he could just be full of bullshit” 


"Which do you think it is?" 


With a sigh, David looked up. "I think he's being obstinate. He's never given up on anything easily. Look how many 
years he banged on about Metallica and he wasn't with them for all that long. He's not going to let go of me 
that easily." 


"What are you going to do about it?" 


He couldn't even look at Dave, knowing that his boyfriend was probably feeling scorned that Mustaine was back 
in touch. Already he'd kept the emails from Taylor a secret, not wanting to cause any more pain to their 
already disordered life. In the wake of it all, Dave had stood up for him chasing Taylor away. He owed Dave 
that much, to do the same for him. To not give in to Mustaine. 


‘lm going to write him one letter," he softly began, "and tell him that | accept his apology and that I'm happy 
that he's changing for the better. But I'm also going to tell him that my life has also changed for the better, 
that | wish him peace and love for the rest of his days and that | want no further contact with him." 


"Do you think itll work?" 


David shook his head. "Absolutely not. But if he sends any more letters, I'll just return them unopened until he 


gets the message.” 
"Which he'll never get, right?" 

David laughed sadly. "You got it" 

Pushing himself away from the table, Dave patted his thighs. "Come here" 


Gratefully, David sank to his boyfriend's lap, arms going around his neck. Burying his face in the waves of dark 


hair, he murmured, "I'm sorry. | love you so much. Thank you for accepting everything about me." 


David took the letter with him to his appointment with Alice. He showed it to her and explained how he felt 
when he received it. He explained what he wanted to do about it and asked if she might help him compose his 


response. 
"What is driving you to respond at all, David?" she asked him as they sat side by side at her desk. 


David sighed and put his pen down "Does it make me super pathetic that there's a part of me, deep down 
inside my heart, that still cares for him?" 


"No, that doesn't make you pathetic in the least. That makes you honest and courageous. Why do you think you 


do still care for him?" 


"| don't know. | should hate him. But | can't. You know, there was a very, very long stretch of time, years, 
when | wanted him to die. | just thought, drink a little more, smoke a little more heroin, snort a little more, just 


once. That's the coward's way out, isn't it? Wishing for his death." 
"| would say it's a typical thought for someone who was in your position” 


He tried so hard to approach the situation without emotion but he failed As he read Mustaine's letter again 
and read what he'd written back to him so far, he sniffled. With a hand over his eyes, he muttered, "I just 

want him to know one minute's worth of joy. Real, pure joy. That's all | wanted to give him for thirty fucking 
years! | thought if | could just make him happy, just once, he might like it and he might stop. | tried so hard" 


‘lam very sure you tried. And you probably succeeded, David. | am sure you gave him happiness and joy but 
the problem is that you mistakenly believed that was all it would take for him to stop. The error was in 
believing you had the ability to heal him. Just as you are the only one that can heal yourself, Dave is the only 


one that can heal himself. Sure, other people can help, but in the end, the work is yours. And the work is his." 
"Do you think this letter will help him?" 


"| don't know, dear. | don't know where he's coming from with his letter to you. And my focus is on helping you. 
So if you feel like this is going to provide you with more closure. If you feel like this is what you must do to 
be happy, then this is what you must do. Now is the time to put yourself and your future first. Now is the 
time to stop trying to bring him joy." 


And that was a line David wrote in his letter. ".now is the time for me to stop trying with you. Now is the 
time for me to focus on my life and my future. Know that, in all our time together, | always cared for you. 


But please do not expect me to anymore. | will return all future correspondence from you." 


He signed his name and slid the paper over to Alice. The words looked so final and so hurtful that he had to 
turn his head. 


"You don't have to do this if you are unsure, David." 


"Yes, | do. | owe it to that angel that's waiting for me at home. And to myself.” 


Chapter 39 


Dave hated himself for how he felt. Hated that he felt animosity towards David. The guy had gone through 
thirty years of all kinds of abuse. Abuse he didn't even want to think of. Yet it still sat there in his heart, a 
tiny twinge of cold pain, as though David would up and leave to go back to the redhead. 

From the garage he heard the front door of the coffee shop open and close. It could have been anyone but 
just the sound of it told him that David was back. Getting to his feet, he wiped his hands on his jeans and went 
to find the brunette. 

He found him exactly where he thought he would; brewing up coffee. 

Leaning on the counter, Dave smiled to himself. "Yeah, I'd like to order a large caramel to go." 

His smile widened when he saw David's shoulder twitch with mirth. He had to push it back, get rid of the 
feeling. David wasn't going anywhere. Not now, not ever. The bassist had everything he'd ever wanted and the 


happiness was evident in him. Yet why was he still feeling a little unsure? 


Turning around, David all but slammed a mug in front of his boyfriend, his face written with a huge grin 
"You'll get whatever l'm having, love. But if you want a caramel to go, I'm sure | can whip you one up later." 


With a wink he stepped around the bar, free hand lacing with Dave's. From across the shop he heard Jamie 


making retching noises. 

"Get a room" 

"Just ‘cause you're not getting any," David playfully called over his shoulder. 

"Watching you two's put me off for life," she replied. 

"You mean you don't want to see me naked?!" Faking shock, David glowered at her. 

Her eyes swept up and down him, mock disdain on her face. “Errmmm.. how about NO?!" 

Laughing, he touched Dave's arm. "Lead the way." 

They wandered back through to the garage, David propping himself on a tool box as he watched the other 
work There was something distinctly sexy about watching his boyfriend work, hands dirty, concentration lining 


his face. 


"Ie got some plumbing which needs looking at," David mused with a grin. 


He got a raised eyebrow in response. 

"Everything okay?" 

"Just thinkin." 

Sliding down to the floor, David sat beside him, a stab of concern hurtling through him. "About what?" 
"You. Me. Us." 

"What about us?" 

He watched his boyfriend sigh, eyes never leaving his job. "That one day you'll up and leave." 


"Ain't happening. Not today. Not tomorrow. Not ever." Frowning, he glanced at Dave. "What's brought this on? 
The letter?" 


He got a shrug. 
‘lm not going back to him. Not ever. You've heard of Stockholm Syndrome, right?" 
A rod. 


"Think of it like that and imagine that those bonds are finally being broken. One at a time. It may take years 
for them all to finally give but, with you by my side, | can do it. We can do it. We can conquer the demon" 
Gently he stroked a hand down Dave's head. "| love you more than I've ever loved anyone. For us to have 
gotten this far, with all that's wrong with me, is nothing short of a miracle. And if | have to show you in some 
way that | mean business with you, then I'll do it. | don't care what it is. Fuck, drag me on stage in front of 
80,000 people and have me propose to you. If thats what it's going to take for you to believe that l'm here 
forever, then I'll do it” 


From beneath the dark hair, he saw a flicker of a smile. "Besides," David continued, "I mailed him a letter." 


Reaching in to his pocket, he took out a folded piece of paper. "This is a copy of it. Alice mailed it for me." 


Sitting on his heels, David waited for it to be taken and read. 


"Hey, babe?" David found his boyfriend where else? On the stage, fiddling with his snare key, tuning up for jam 
night. 


"Hey." And he leaned into David for a kiss. 


He kissed him quickly and then said, "Listen, there's a guy named Roger coming by tonight. | want us to talk to 
him about Thanksgiving." 


"What about Thanksgiving?" 

"Well, | want to do it here." 

Dave gave him a confused look. "Okay..2" 

"For some people that Roger works with." 

"Go on." 

"They're, well, they're some gay and lesbian people who've been disenfranchised and | really think they could 
use a nice, warm place to come and spend the day and have something to eat. | know what you're thinking, that 
it's really silly and cliche and it might be a bad idea to have so many people in and we won't get to spend the 
day with Mom and Elliot but this is important to me, you know?" 

Dave smiled. "I think it's a good idea." 

"You do?" 

"Course | do. What do you want me to do?" 

The older man inhaled deeply and gazed at his lover. "You never fail to amaze me. Thank you!" 


"Want me to bake? Want me to cook the turkey? | make a mean stuffing." 


"I want you to help Jamie go shopping. After tonight, | will know how many people are going to be here and 
then I'll make a list." 


"Shopping? Yawn!" 

"You can decorate after that" 

"Boring! | want to cook!" 

"You can cook up in our bedroom later." 

The brunette thought for a moment. "That'll work" 


"Thank you! Love you!" 


David was just finished hanging the last garland of shiny, little autumn leaves around the stage area when the 
telltale sound of the garage opening alerted him that Dave and Jamie had returned from their shopping 
expedition. When he met them in the garage, Dave was opening the back doors of the van. 

"David, how many people are we expecting? There is enough food here for an army." 

"About forty maybe." 

"Jeez" 

"Oh, make that forty-four. Mom and Elliot and the family are coming up, too." 

"And us?" Dave asked. 

"Oh, forty-seven. James, you're gonna be here, too, right?" 

"You want me to?" 


"Well, duh. | did say ‘the family" David grinned at her. 


Jamie grinned and blushed a little before she straightened her spine and said, "Where the fuck do you want all 
these potatoes?" 


"Kitchen," David said. "And take the slacker with you. Get him cooking. I'm going to rustle up a punch for 
tonight." 


"Alcohol?" Jamie raised an eyebrow. 

"Yeah," David began, watching her face light up. "In your dreams. You want alcohol? Spike it like everyone else 
does. Don't worry, | won't tell. Just toss your hammered ass in a cab with a note in your pocket saying that 
you fucked us both." 


She glared at him, the same half-joking look she gave everyone. 


"Look" He tossed a thumb over his shoulder. "Get Dave started on the stuffing. And tell him its the only 
stuffing he's getting if its not up to scratch." 


Jamie's faced changed to one of mischief. "Aye Aye cap'in" 
David got back to work, taking fruit juices from the fridge and carefully mixing up a large bowl of punch. Slicing 


up oranges and lemons, he added them in before topping it all off with cloudy lemonade. Placing a bottle of 
alcohol free grenadine beside it, he ladled himself a glass and tasted it. 


"Perfect." 


A hand closed over his eyes, making him jump. Lips whispered against his ear and something warm was pressed 


to his lips. 

"See if this is perfect," Dave whispered in his ear. 

"What is it?" 

"My famous stuffing," 

David couldn't help but chuckle. "I've heard all about your famous stuffing, young man" 
"Oh, really now?" 


"Oh yes." He didn't try to squirm against the hand which held him, still curled over his eyes. "I've heard it has 


people screaming for more. | can't wait to taste it" 
"Open wide and you can" 


Obligingly he did, teeth gingerly pulling a little of the offered food from the fork. Slowly he ate it, tasting the 


different flavours. 
"So?" was whispered in his ear. 


He was tempted to do a Gordon Ramsey but he couldn't bring himself to do it. Maybe that joke would hold for 


another day. Instead he replied with, "I can see why it brings everyone to their knees." 


Gently peeling Dave's hand from his eyes, David turned to look at him. Chocolate dark eyes looked at him, a 
flicker of pride in them. Looping his arms around Dave's neck, he gently kissed him. 


"That really is some good stuffing. Really good. | hope the rest of your Thanksgiving dinner is this good." 


David sat at a table with Dave on one side of him and Jamie on the other. 
"Would you rather have been with your family?" He asked her. 
"Nah, I'll see them later. | wanted to be here." 


‘Lam thankful for you, you know?" He wound an arm around the young woman's shoulders and kissed her 


temple. 


‘Offa me, Ellefson. | know you want me but try to contain yourself, okay?" She shrugged him off and gave him 


a grin. 


He smiled back and tried to dig into his plate but the chatter around the room distracted him. So many people. 
And they were heading into the cold season. All of these people had either lost their jobs because of the 
economy and had no place to go. A lot of shelters in the area wouldn't even let them stay because of their 
sexuality. There was a huge controversy about one of the more well known religious based charities turning 


gay, lesbian and transgender people away. David frowned and poked his fork at his turkey. 
"This has gotten under your skin, hasn't it?" Jamie asked. 


"Yeah," He turned to meet her gaze. It was nice to see her drop her guard for a moment. "It has. And | feel 


like a total jerk One meal one day a year is shitty." 

"Do more, then," she said with a tilt of her head. 

He nodded in understanding and let her off the hook. No more affection, at least not for today. 

Francis and David and two of their guests, a lesbian couple in their thirties named Zoe and Ally, cleaned up the 
kitchen. Zoe had been employed as a home education teacher by the city district. With budget cuts, her 
program was the first to go, followed by the music program. Ally worked for a health insurance company that 
also had cuts. She was with the company for fifteen years, her retirement savings had been used up trying to 
pay their mortgage. 

Dave and David met each other's stare and the anger and frustration was evident. David knew what it was like 
to struggle because of the economy. How many times did his family nearly lose the farm? Even Mustaine had 


saw it in his heart to save the farm for them once. 


It was after midnight when the men climbed the stairs and basically crawled to bed. David curled around his 
lover, stroking his hair softly. 


‘lm thankful for you. You have saved my life and graciously taught me how to live it," whispered he. 


"Lam thankful for you, David. You have saved my heart and taught me how to use it.” 


The next morning dawned cold and snowy. It was with regret that David slid from the warm bed and down the 
stairs. There was clearing up which needed doing, and cookies which needed baking. He stopped when he heard a 


clattering from the kitchen. Edging closer, he frowned, fear suddenly chilling him. 


"Jamie?" 


No response. 

Standing beside the wall, he looked around the doorframe to see Elliot loading the dishwasher. 

"Elliot! What are you doing here?" 

Locking down the hood of the washer, his brother pressed the start button and leaned against it. "Did 
everything | needed to. Thought I'd come and help out. And" He stepped away from it ruffle his little brother's 
hair. “Thought I'd come and spend some time with my bro." 

Clapping a hand to the older man's shoulder, David smiled. "Thanks. | appreciate it" 

Grabbing some of the still warm plates, he began to stack them on shelves, Elliot following his lead. 

"| like what you've done with the place. Looks great 

"Thanks 


"And your food's pretty good as well." 


Blushing, David glanced at the floor, only looking up when Elliot pulled himself on to one of the work surfaces. 
"Look, David, | want to talk to you a while." 


He felt the blush deepen, the heat rushing to his face. "If it's about what happened in the ba-" 

"No, not about that. You carry on. You've waited your whole life for someone who actually gives two shits 
about you." A soft chuckle. "And l'm sure | can take seeing my baby brother get laid. Even if | still do get all 
possessive over you. Don't want to see someone else break your heart, you know." 

Smiling, David loaded another pile on to the shelves. "He won't. So what do you want to talk about?" 


"Mustaine." 


His eyes shot up, the cold fear returning. A lump formed in his throat and he shook his head. "How about if | 
don't want to talk about him?" 


"David, | just want to know that you're safe. Mom told me about the almighty row that sent Dave running 
back to the farm. What happened between you and Mustaine? Seriously, straight up. No shit" 


Leaning against the dishwasher, David let its gentle rumble soothe him. "You can start with what he didn't do." 


"Beat you?" 


"Check." 

"Hold you hostage?" 
"Check." 

"You're fuckin’ joking?!" 
"No," David sighed. 
"Asshole!" 

"Yeah." 

"Steal your money?" 
"Check to that one." 
There was a pause, the silence heavy between them. 
"Rape you?" 


"Yeah, Elliot, he did that as well. Elliot," David sighed. "He left a lot of scars, physical and mental. And I've 
admitted it's going to take years to unravel them all. Thankfully I've got someone who's really going to help 


me. 
"So you're sure about Dave then? Because if he hurts you-" 


The threat lingered in the air and David smiled. "I know. You'll shoot him. Mom told him the same. And yes, l'm 
very, very sure about him. Never have | been more sure about anything than | am about him." Stepping away 
from the washer, he patted Elliot on the shoulder. "But thank you for your concern. | appreciate it. Now.’ He 
looked around the kitchen. "How about we get this cleared up and I'll make you breakfast" 


Chapter 40 


The three of them sat around a table, the coffee shop still empty as they tucked into pancakes and coffee. 
David felt himself blush as fingers crept along his thigh, giving it a squeeze before dropping away. 


"Elliot," Dave began. "There's something | wanted to ask you." 
"Shoot." 
"How's the farm doing at the moment?" 


David's brother shrugged, fork halfway to his mouth. Balancing his elbow on the table, he replied, "It's doing 


okay, not as well as it could do but then you can thank the recession for that" 


"Well, we're looking at starting a dinner service for people displaced because of their sexuality. Was wondering 
if we could buy eggs and seasonal vegetables from you? Of course, we'd also put the farm's name on any 


promotional literature so that people know that the food is locally sourced" 

The sense of pride in David exploded and he found his own hand reaching to hold Dave's. He couldn't believe how 
readily his boyfriend was stepping up to the plate and helping him to get things going. The excitement grew in 
him, swirling through him. 

Elliot smiled. "lm sure we can work something out. Have you spoken to Mom about it yet?" 


"No," David replied. "Why?" 


‘'m sure she and all her friends would love to get involved baking cakes and making desserts. And have you 


guys looked in food barks?" 


"No, but that's definitely another idea" Turning to the dark haired man, David gave him a little smile. "What do 
you think? Food bank? Any thoughts?" 


The dark haired man bounded up the steps, into the loft, shopping bags swinging from his hands. He shuffled 
them right into the closet, swiftly moving past his boyfriend as he worked in the kitchen. Two rapidly growing 


cats scampered after him. 


"Shh. Don't you dare tell your Daddy what you see here." He told them as he scooped each one of them into an 


arm. 


"You hungry, baby?" David called. 


The younger man quickly kicked the closet door closed and carried the cats out into the kitchen 
"Could eat. What did you make?" 

"Stew with fresh cornbread" 

"It smells delicious.” 

David put a bowl in front of Dave along with a bottle of Heineken 

"Thank you." 


| have to tell you something." David said as he sat down on the stool next to Dave, pulling a bowl of stew to 
himself. 


"Uh oh. In the time we've been together, nothing good ever came after those words." 

"Is that right?" David gave him a stern glare. 

"Been my experience" Dave winked and plucked the potato off the end of his fork 

"Well, forget it then" 

"Okay, tell me” 

"Nope. Not gonna tell you now." 

"Please tell me?" 

‘Nope’ 

"Tell mel" Dave tickled his boyfriend's ribs. 

"We are in the black. Well, sort of. We have a ways to go before we make back all the money for the reno but 
in other news, our profit last month exceeded our expenditures. So, | have this for you" David's smile was a 
mile wide when he handed Dave a stack of bills. "Your thousand dollars, sir 

"Keep it. Put it toward the new dinner service or food bank or something” 


"But | borrowed it from you and | insist | give it back to you. What you do with it after that is up to you." 


"| don't want it back." 


"Take it" 

"Nope" 

David squinted and gave his boyfriend a dirty look And then his face brightened. "Fine. You can work for it" 
"But | don't want it, why would | work for it?" 

"Well, because the kind of work | have in mind? | think you'll enjoy it" 

"Oh?" An eyebrow shot up as the singer took a long pull of beer. 

"| would like to pay you for your services." 

| see. And how much are my services worth?" 


David turned back to his dinner and ate quietly, clearly working out how much Dave's services were worth to 


him. Dave was working on his second piece of cornbread, letting David play his game. 


"Okay. Tonight, I'm going to put your collar on you while you get down on your knees and suck me off. And I'll 
pay you a hundred bucks." 


"A hundred for a blowjob?" 
"Wearing your collar and on your knees." 


"Tell you what, I'll let you put the lead on the collar AND I'll put those boots back on and you can pay me two 
hundred." 


"Can | make love to you while you have the boots on?" 

"I think that could be arranged" 

David grinned like a kid in a candy store. "I really love you." 

‘| really love you, too." Dave returned the other's smile and turned back to his dinner. 

They finished David's stew in silence. The playful giddiness of the two filled the air around them. David would 
occasionally poke his boyfriend in the ribs, to which Dave responded by rubbing the toe of his shoe against 


David's ankle. 


"What was in those bags you brought in?" David finally remembered to ask 


"Nothing. And do not let me catch you snooping around or you will enjoy my punishment. Understand me, 
Ellefson?" 


"Yes, sir." Even though his eyes held a naughty little glimmer. 


It was kind of like date night, David admiring himself in the mirror. He wore the usual; tight black jeans and a 
black tshirt. A few of the scars slithered from beneath the arms, white against his skin. But he didn't care 
any more. Didn't give a shit who saw them. And tonight, it would be one person only. A person who cared little 
for what his exterior looked like and all for what was on the inside. Already he could hear the clicking of heels, 
striding back and forth through the loft area. Swiping up the collar and lead, he walked out in to the living area 


and smiled. 


Okay, so he wasn't dressed in the full on bunny outfit but even in just the usual uniform of jeans and a shirt, 
he looked hot. The boots rode up his boyfriend's legs, angling them in to ways would should have been 
impossible for a man to carry. Clothes clung to that delicious body, making David wonder how he'd been so 
lucky. This was a man who could have anything and, instead, he'd picked David. Even now, so many months down 


the line, the thought of who slept beside him still excited him. The striding stopped when David walked in to the 


room, a grin spreading across his boyfriend's face. 

"What do you think?" 

It took the brunette a moment to catch his breath. "Better than the bunny suit." 
"Really?" 


Walking up to Dave, he slid a hand along his jaw before dropping it to his throat. "Yeah, leaves more to the 


imagination. | love it." 


David felt his own pulse rise as his fingers came to rest over the throbbing vein in Dave's neck "Lift your 


hair for me," he murmured. 

His request was honoured and, ever so slowly, he slipped the thin piece of leather around the younger man's 
neck. Buckling it, David slid a finger between the collar and Dave's throat, making sure there was enough room 
for him to breath and move properly. 


Taking a step back, he smiled before returning for a kiss. "Fuck, you look hotter than hell.” 


Before the lead was clipped to the collar, David studied him again. "On second thought, | think | want you to 
take your shirt off, please." 


"Oh, you do?" 

"Please," the shorter man repeated. 

"Come take it off of me, then 

The corner of David's mouth curled in a grin as he approached the taller man and pulled the hem of his shirt 
up and over his head. His calloused fingers raked down Dave's chest and stomach, causing him to quiver. And 
then he clipped the lead to the collar. 

"Are you mine?" 

"Yog" 

"All mine?" 

"All yours. 

"And | can do whatever | want to you?" 

"Anything you want." 

"Because you trust me." 

"With my life." 


"Follow me, please." With a gentle tug of the leash, David led his lover into the bedroom. Once in the room, he 


asked, "Will you get on your knees, please?" 

And Dave sunk to his knees. He watched David pull his own shirt over his head and unbuckle his belt. 

"| didn't say you couldn't speak," David told him with a grin. 

The younger man swallowed. "Come here." 

When the bassist stood in front of him, Dave raised both hands to David's stomach. Fingers pressed into his 
hips while his thumbs slid over the hard muscles. As he tilted his head slightly to look up at David's face, he 
moved his mouth to skim over the skin in front of him. A hand softly touched Dave's hair. The desire and love 
was evident in David's eyes as he gazed down at his lover. 


"You are so beautiful," softly he said as his fingers glanced over the swelling bulge in David's tight jeans. 


As the fingers pressed harder and rubbed more fervently, David groaned and rocked his hips forward, into the 


touch. 
"Do you want me to take these off of you?" 
A rod 

"Say please.” 

A grin. "Please. 


Quickly, Dave unbuttoned and unzipped his boyfriend's pants and peeled them down to his thighs. "Sit now, 


please." 


Once the light haired man was seated on the bed, Dave pulled the jeans down each leg until they were 
completely free from him and then he cast them aside. He lifted one of David's ankles and, with his eyes cast 
to David's face, he slowly kissed his way up the calf, marking it with wet, open mouthed kisses, occasionally 
nipping at it with gentle teeth. When he reached the knee, he pushed it wide and spent little time there before 
moving on to the tender flesh of David's inner thigh, ignoring the scarred tissue and lapping and licking at the 
sensitive, smooth flesh that was left untouched. 


Looping the leash around one hand, David let out a low sigh as warm lips gently closed around the head of his 
cock. Already the ache was there, the man on his knees before him sending passion swirling through him. 
Waves of dark hair settled over his thighs, dark eyes peering up at him. He managed a smile, fingers coming to 
rest on Dave's head. 


With a careful tug of the lead, he pulled the younger man's mouth further down his cock, marvelling at how 
the silver clasp pulled at the collar. The power of it, of having someone collared and at his mercy, excited him, 
his cock throbbing in response. Pulling it up and Dave's mouth slid away from his dick, lips and tongue just 
massaging the head. David let out a low gasp and slackened the leash, letting his boyfriend move back to his 


aching cock. 


Hands massaged his hips, thumbs working into the crease where they met his groin. David shivered and 


groaned, hips rocking upwards, forcing his lover's mouth further down him. 

"Dave... 

Dark eyes looked up at him, and he swallowed around his dry mouth. Another pull on the leash, his cock hitting 
the roof of Dave's mouth. Another groan, another gasp. Fingers worked between his spread legs, cradling his 
balls. They squeezed gently, another bolt of pleasure flaring through him. 


"Oh, Dave. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck!" 


He tensed, jaw set as he came long and hard, fingers scraping over his boyfriend's scalp. Shivering, David 


slithered to the bed, eyes falling closed When he opened them, Dave was still kneeling at the end of the bed, 


large, dark eyes watching him. 


Pulling on the leash, David coaxed him closer. "Come here, please. Come and give me kisses." 


Chapter 4 


"Grohl, could you hurry it up?" the older man hissed at his boyfriend as he pushed the cart down the aisle. 
"That snow is not letting up and pretty soon we're not going to make it home. Jamie has to get home, too, you 


know!" 


"But look!" And he ran up to David with the bag of lemons in his hand. "There's a double one in here. Look! It's 


like a siamese lemon" 
"We don't need lemons, though." 


"Sure we do. Lemon poppy chicken, lemon muffins, lemon in hot tea. Oo, let me go find a case of Corona" He 


dropped the bag of lemons into the cart and took off. 

David groaned as he watched the younger man scuttle down the aisle toward the beer section The energizer 
bunny. He was in a relationship with the energizer bunny. Eventually, he just moved through the aisles, 
collecting the items he needed. By the time he was finished, he still hadn't seen his boyfriend come back. David 
made his way to the checkouts and waited in line. The market was busy, everybody was out buying staples due 


to the impending storm. The lines for the registers were backed up. David picked one and waited. 


He parked the cart behind a tall man in a grey wool overcoat, pushing a cart of his own. He took a step 


backwards, right into David's cart. The bassist yanked it back and immediately began to apologize. 

The tall stranger turned around, apologizing himself, until he saw David. "Oh! Oh, you're David Ellefson!" 

He could feel his face growing warm as he smiled. "The one and only." 

lm Greg. | know Roger, we have a bowling team. Well, we don't HAVE the team, we're on the same team and | 

really suck at bowling anyway. | just got for the gossip and beer and | call it my weekly workout. Although how 
much working out do you really do when you bowl? Not much, | know." 

David grinned even wider at the man's obvious nervousness. 

"l'm totally babbling. I'm a fucking airhead. Oh! I'm sorry. You don't really.. 

"Nice to meet you, Greg," David extended his hand. 

The man took it and gave David a warm, firm handshake. David noticed is intense green eyes for the first time. 


"Where's the other Dave?" 


"Oh, who knows. Around somewhere. He probably found something shiny that distracted him," David joked and 


laughed softly. 
And then it dawned on him that he might have just given Greg the wrong idea. 


Running a hand through his hair, David furiously blushed. "He's in here somewhere. God only knows where. | 
should go and find him." 


"Hey." Greg placed a hand on his and David moved to pull away. "Now you're babbling. He'll turn up" The guy's 
green eyes flashed happily, lit up like Christmas decorations. "It's just, you know, | think you're really hot" 


David felt his jaw drop. "I'm sorry?" 
It was the guy's turn to blush, a hand ruffling his own hair. "Yeah, | think you're really hot." 
"| take it you didn't follow the trial?" 


"With Mustaine? Yeah, the fucker should die for what he did. But." Greg's eyes went wide, and he flicked his 
tongue across his lower lip. "You're still really fuckin’ hot. Don't let what he did get you down" 


It was David's turn to blush again and he lowered his eyes. "Thanks. Thanks a lot. |." He bit his lower lip. "l 
needed to hear that." 


"About not letting it get to you? Or being hot?" 
He looked up, and chuckled softly. "About being hot. Means a lot. Thanks, man" 


He held out his hand, Greg shaking it. The other man leaned in close and whispered, “Seriously, if you ever 


decide to dump Dave, give me a call." 
David laughed and began to load the groceries onto the belt. "I'll keep that in mind." 


He couldn't be rude, not to someone who was determined to compliment him, but he wanted to keep the 
conversation short. Did not need Dave walking in on that one. He already felt like it took all of his energy to 
keep the dark haired man beside him. Why stay with David when he could have anyone he wanted? David knew 
he didn't have to expand that energy, knew that they were together forever. But still.. 


"David! David! David!" 


Or perhaps he didn't need to worry. Looking up, he watched Dave careen down the aisle, arms laden with goods. 
Beer was dumped in to the cart, closely followed by half the candy aisle, a watermelon, and a red toy racing 


car. 


Grabbing the car from the cart, David held it up. "What do you need this for?" 


The dark haired man just grinned, shifting excitedly from one foot to the other. 

"Again, Dave, what do you need the toy car for?" 

"Hts gonna go on the shelves in the shop" 

"Oh no!" David had completely forgotten Greg, "Nol You're not turning the coffee shop in to a junk shop" 
A pout and those eyes going all wide and hurt. "But." 

"No if's, no butts” 


The eyes just widened some more, Dave's hands clasping in front of him. His head tilted to one side, something 


David was sure he'd only seen the cats do when they were hungry. He could feel his resolve crumbling. 
“But.” 


He sighed and dropped the car back into the cart. "Okay, okay. But just this once. Geez, | think I'm dating the 


energizer bunny" 
Arms were thrown around his shoulders, sloppy kisses pressed to his cheek. He went to brush them away but 
realised he couldn't. Instead, he wrapped a hand in Dave's hair and grinned at the barrage of "thank you"'s 


which spilled in his ears. 


"Well, David, if you ever, you know, want to go bowling, you can let Roger know. It was a pleasure meeting you." 


Greg grinned and let his gaze stay on David for maybe a second too long. 


After the tall, green-eyed stranger walked away, Dave turned to his boyfriend. "Who's that? Who's that? 
Huh?" 


"His name is Greg, he's a friend of Roger's. He said hello." 

"That ain't all he said," Dave replied under his breath as he picked up a bag and put it back into the cart. 
In the 4x4, as David navigated through the snow back to the loft, Dave did not relent. 

"He liked you." 

"Yeah, so?" 


And in a teasing sing-song voice, Dave said again, "He liiiked you, he liiiiked you. David and Greg sitting in a tree, 
K-I-S-S-I-N-G!" 


"You're a child, | swear to God!" 

"Did you like him? Do you want to kiss him and love him and marry him?" 
"He told me | was fucking hot." 

"So you know your children will have proper vision 


David's mouth fell as he turned for a moment to look at Dave in the passenger seat. Surely he could not be 


handling it this well. David told him another man just hit on him. Why wasn't he angry? 

"You're not mad?" 

"Mad? Did you make plans to meet him later and put your cock in him?" 

"NO!" 

"Then why should | be mad if another man wants what I've got? Clearly he is a man of extraordinary taste. 
Lots of people out there want what I've got. And they should because he's the most incredible thing ever. But | 
know you're not going anywhere. | trust you because | know you love me." Dave gave him a toothy smile. 
"Besides, where you going when you got all this?" 

David smiled. "Nowhere. Ever. Unless you start hoarding shit and filling our coffee shop with crap." 

“That's the line in the sand, then? No hoarding?" 

"No hoarding." 

"Good thing you never did get to see 606." 


"What's 6062" 


"Old Foo Fighters studio. The entire upstairs was filled with old drums and guitars. We called it the boneyard. | 


still had the kick drum from when | recorded Nevermind 

"Oh geez You're a hoarder." 

Dave grinned. He turned his attention to the snow coming down. "How much you think is out there already?" 
"Hard to tell, four or five inches” 


"And how much more we getting?" 


"News said a total of sixteen to twenty.’ 
"Great." 


Dave was left to put the groceries away and clean up the shop and close it down while David took Jamie home. 


She normally walked the mile and a half but David would not hear of it now, in this storm. 


"Hey, | meant to ask you and risk you teasing me for the rest of my life but um, remember when your friend 


Chris was here for your birthday?" 

"Yeah." 

‘Is he." She sighed. "Forget it. You will never let me live this down and | am not giving you that satisfaction" 
"Single?" David grinned. 

Jamie shrugged. 

"Yes. At least he was when | left California” 

"He gonna come around again?" 

"Might" 

"Okay. Thanks for the ride. Call me if you're gonna open tomorrow." 

"Bye, Jamie." Then he remembered Dave teasing him earlier. "Jamie and Chris sitting in a tree, K-|-S-S-I-N-G." 
As she slid from the truck, into the snow. "You're a forty-eight year old man" 

He stuck his tongue out at her. 


Back at home, David realized how grateful he was for the large garage. Meant never having to clean snow off 


the cars. Upstairs, the loft was aglow with soft candlelight and it was very quiet. 
"Dave?" 


He wandered the loft area, gazing at the soft light, noticing how it accentuated their living space. It looked 
beautiful. And there, at the heart of the rugs, was a nest of pillows, the white sheet hanging from the 
unfinished wall. Smiling to himself, David kicked off his shoes and collapsed on to the couch. There was no way 


he was settling down, not until he was invited to. 


"Dave?" 


From the kitchen, he could hear the popcorn maker working over time. Looked like someone had a little treat in 


store. Unable to wait, David wandered in to the kitchen, his smile widening. 


Dave stood at one of the counters, bare feet flat against the floor as he spooned popcorn in to big bowls. 
Stepping up behind him, David looped his arms around his boyfriend's waist and pulled him close. 


‘Hey’ 
The dark haired man smiled over his shoulder. "Hey." 

"Whatca doin?" 

Dave grinned and continued with what he was doing, making sure that each bowl had equal measures of sweet 
and salty popcorn in each one. Christmas cheer began to spread through him as David hugged him closer, 
hands flat against his stomach. 

"Thought you might want to get in the Christmas mood," he replied. 

"Yeah?" David's chin was on his shoulder, watching him work. 

"Yeah. Here." He reached out and grabbed a bag, pulling close. "Early Christmas gift" 

Cor me?" 


"Duh." He laughed and reached behind him to poke David in the ribs. "Who else would it be for?!" 


Chuckling, the older man moved away, taking the bag with him. Grabbing himself a beer and a soda for David, 


he heard an excited yelp from behind him. Turning round, he grinned. 


A fluffy, red and white Santa hat was pulled down over David's head, the end of it nestling against his shoulder. 
A bell tinkled at the end, jangling every time his boyfriend moved his head. 


"Damn," he mused, "you're gonna make one hot elf" 


Placing his hands on his hips, David grinned before pointing a finger at Dave. "And no shortening the surname, 
okay? You won't be the first, but you will be the last.” 


Grinning to himself, he stalked David across the kitchen until the smaller man was pressed up against the 
fridge. The brunette pouted at him as he slid his hands along his hips. 


"Don't you like it?" he purred. 


"No, | don't." 


He could see a grin beginning to break David's face and he ran a hand along his jaw, tilting the beautiful face 
slightly. 


"David Elf, forever Christmas." 
The mock annoyance began to drop, but the pout remained. 
"Come on" Dave pulled him a litle closer, lips whispering against his boyfriend's. "You can be my Elf" 


He hissed when a hand tangled in his hair, crushing his lips close. The kiss quickly became heated, David's teeth 
nipping at him, tongue pushing between his lips. 


‘| will,” the brunette replied between pants, "but only if you're a good boy. A very, very good boy. Otherwise 
its the naughty list for you." 


They curled into the nest, wrapped around one another, eating popcorn and watching Chrismas movies. He'd 
discovered that David's all time favourite Christmas film was "A Christmas Carol". Didn't matter which one, he 
loved them all. With the hat still pulled down over his hair, David rested his head against Dave's chest, purring 


as fingers wandered over his shoulders and sides. 
"Thank you for getting this movie. It's one of my favorites.” 


"Oh yeah? Why?" Dave asked as he wound his fingers around David's neck and rubbed softly. He was pretty 


sure he already knew the answer. 


"Because it shows that everybody has a soft side, everybody is capable of changing, even if it takes the power 
and magic of Christmas to do it" 


Dave smiled. Yeah, that was what he expected to hear. His boyfriend was forever the optimistic romantic and 


Dave loved him for it. 


By the end of the movie, David was snoring softly against the younger man's chest. Dave wiggled out from 
underneath him and turned everything off. He blew out the candles and put the empty bowls in the kitchen. 
Then he stood over David, debating whether to wake him or just scoop him up and bring him to bed. He opted 
for scooping because how often was he really going to get to hold his baby in his arms like that? 


Dave crouched and slid his arms under David's peaceful form. One arm under his knees, the other under his 


shoulders and he lifted slowly, rising to his feet. David murmured something and snuggled against his lover's 


chest, nuzzling into Dave's neck. 

"You fell asleep, baby. l'm bringing you to bed. okay?" 
"What time is it?" 

"Nearly eleven" 

"Mmm, okay." 


He laid the man out on the bed and pulled his slippers off. Then he tucked his legs under the thick, winter 
duvet and pulled it right up to his chin. With tender fingers, he pushed David's hair off his forehead and gave 


him a kiss. 


Dave couldn't fall asleep. He laid in bed next to David, who sweetly snored away. He tried to snuggle up against 
the older man's back. He tried sprawling out on his stomach. He tried rolling over and pressing his back to 
David's. Nothing worked. Dave was wide awake. He decided to give up sleep for now. He put clothes on and went 


downstairs. 


He tinkered with his bikes, starting each one and letting it run for a few minutes, ensuring the batteries kept 
their charge all winter. As he made his way across the garage, he looked out one of the square windows on a 


door. 
"Fuck, that's a shit ton of snow," he grumbled. 


He made his way to his drum kit and sat down behind it. He was fairly certain that he could play and not 
disturb David upstairs but he wasn't positive so, reluctantly, he left the kit and wandered into the shop. His 
acoustic sat in its stand on the stage and he picked it up. With the strap thrown over his shoulder, he walked 
slowly through the shop, checked on the fish, fed them even though he was sure David already had, walked 


around a little more. 


"This is my life," he whispered to himself as he realized his fingers were strumming a familiar tune. And he 


began to sing to himself. 


"Dear David, 

Can you save me from the borrowed cloud l'm on 
All you gotta do is try, 

Pray you're just getting by" 


After that, his mind began to take off on him. New melodies began to take shape, moving his fingers along the 
strings. Dave pulled his phone out of pocket and turned on the recording app. 


Hours he spent sitting on the bar, playing anything that came to mind, anything that was either old or new. He 
had been bitten. The creative bug had struck. Well, it was one way to spend the long, harsh Minneapolis winter, 
right? 

The sun was just starting to creep into the bedroom window when Dave entered the room to check on David. 
His heart thumped a little louder at the sight he found. There were tufts of shiny, caramel-colored hair 
sticking out from under the duvet. Dave's pillow was pulled down under the blankets and two arms were 


wrapped around it. 


He left him to sleep some more and decided to make coffee and cinnamon rolls. He'd wake his man like he had 


done a hundred times before. 


With a plate of rolls and a mug of coffee, Dave sank to the edge of the bed. The plate was set on the bedside 
table beside David's phone and watch. He sipped the coffee before giving the older man a gentle shake. 


"Wake up, baby. Coffee's here." 

The body beneath his hand stretched, lungs filled with air, lips curled into a smile. "Hey, morning." 

"Good morning, gorgeous. Did you sleep well?" 

David turned over and opened his eyes. His brow knotted at the sight of Dave in yesterday's clothes, eyes red 
and puffy, hair mussed up. "I woke up once around one and you weren't here. Saw the light on in the staircase. 
Didn't you come to bed at all?" 

The younger man sheepishly shook his head as his fingers twisted his mustache. 


"Are you okay? What's wrong?" David sat up now, not even bothering to disguise the alarm in his voice. 


"Nothing's wrong. Sometimes | just don't want to sleep. You know, the mind won't turn off. Gotta go and do 


stuff? 
"And what did you do this time?" 

"Played the guitar.” 

"All night?" 

He nodded and held out his left fingers, freshly red and raw from sliding over the steel strings all right. 


"Are you sure there's nothing on your mind, Dave?" 


"I'm sure. I'm just afraid you won't understand me or why this happens sometimes. | don't want you to worry." 
"Tell me you love me." 

"| love you very much." 

"Then | won't worry. Unless this becomes like an every night thing. Then | might worry." 

It won't, | promise." 

"Fair enough." 


‘| recorded some of the new melodies and shit that started to swirl around up here." He tapped the side of his 


head. 
"How about | go shovel some snow while you take a nap and then you can let me hear it later?" 
"Fair enough." 


It didn't stop David from worrying. Scrapping the snow from in front of the shop, the thought of Dave being 
up all right bugged him. Sure, they all did it. All had those moments. But was there something else? Something 
underlying? And he didn't want to see his baby in hospital with sickness and exhaustion 


Tossing some salt on to the side walk, he gave it one last look before heading back in. It was coming for 
130am; soon there would be coffee hounds queuing up to get their morning fix. Taking the first batches of 
cookies from the oven, he slid them on to a wire rack and let them cool while he went to set up the front. 


Keep busy and don't worry. Dave didn't have underlying health problems. He's just needed one of those breaks. 


But David knew he would continue to worry. How many times had he nearly lost his life because of an asshole? 
He didn't want Dave to go the same way, to toss everything away and finally fade away. He wanted to keep him 
forever. On the other side, he didn't want them to become complete opposites; one awake at night and one 
during the day. If Dave needed to be up during the dark hours then David would switch his body clock over. 


But only of the younger man wanted some company. 

Finishing off the cookies, he made coffee and crept back upstairs. Leaning against the bedroom wall, he smiled. 
A shock of dark hair was visible from beneath the duvet, bare toes just peeking out from the bottom. Bending 
down, he pressed a kiss to Dave's exposed foot before carefully tucking it away. 


‘Love you, baby." 


The mass of bed clothes and hair just grunted in response. 


Chapter 42 


Since this was the first big storm of the season and Christmas was only two short weeks away, it really got 
people in a festive mood. Even Jamie could be heard humming a few bars of "Santa Claus ls Coming To Town’ 


while she brewed up a french vanilla latte for the woman at the bar. 

David had added gingerbread men to the holiday menu of cookies and eggnog and hot cider to the list of holiday 
beverages. He had even gone so far as to fulfill a couple of the regular customers’ requests for holiday cookie 
platters for their Christmas parties. 

Jamie and Dave had decorated one afternoon while David baked his little ass off. There was a tall tree in one 
corner, done up right with ornaments and twinkling colored lights. There were garlands and more lights strung 
across the ceiling and bar. Stockings with their names on them hung from the shelves behind the bar. And 
David had come along later and stuffed surprises in Dave's and Jamie's, little did they realize. 

Forever with the radio on, another familiar old Christmas standard began and David stopped and listened for a 
moment, a grin spreading across his lips. Just as he was about to sing along with the opening line, a soft, 
caramel voice sang quietly in his ear. 

"Bells will be ringing this sad sad New Years, 

Oh what a Christmas to have the blues. 

My baby's gone | have no friends, 

To wish me greetings once again." 

"Dance with me?" the voice whispered. 

David put the tray of cookies down and turned into his lover's embrace. 

"Oh Lord! Go upstairs if you're gonna do that!" Jamie groaned. 


"Aw, what's the matter, kid? Wish Chris was here?" David teased. 


"What? Chris? Chris Broderick? Aw, James? You got a crush?" Dave joined in as he spun David around in his 


arms. 
"Shut up!" And she ran into the kitchen 

"Did they.?" Dave raised an eyebrow. 

"Nah, she just asked me about him. Maybe next time he comes for a visit, we can put her out of her misery" 


Dave bent his head to kiss David. "I have errands. Need me to stop for anything?" 


"No. Where are you going?" 
‘Its a secret." And he wiggled his eyebrows. 
"No secrets! David Eric Grohl, you better not be blowing a shit ton of money for Christmas." 


"Using my entire name doesn't scare me. I'll blow as much money as | fucking please. Now," And he swiped a 


cookie. "If you will excuse me, | have errands to run" 
"Dave." 

"Don't Dave me! Kiss me and let me go." 

"You're a pain in the ass." 


"I happen to know for a fact that you enjoy this particular brand of pain in your ass." he replied with a smug 


grin. 
The older man merely gave him a dirty glare. 


"Love you!" 


David had never been one for expensive gifts. Years of Mustaine trying to buy him with them had given him a 
slight aversion to anything with a hefty price tag. But he suspected it was what he'd be getting from Dave, 
whether he liked it or not. 


With the lunch time rush over, he sat at a table, a coffee to his left, his laptop in front of him. Scrolling 
through websites, he tried to decide what to buy for his boyfriend. He went through everything; clothing, 
jewellery, music, instruments, vehicles. 

Sighing, he leaned back and stretched his arms over his head. "Jamie?" 

"Yeah?" 

"What would you get for Dave for Christmas?" 


Course laughter peeled through the air. "You mean you don't know your own fuckin’ boyfriend?" 


‘| dol" he shot back "Just don't know what to get him for Christmas that's all. | mean, he pretty much has 
everything. How about a gift card?" 


"David?" 

"Yeah?" 

"Look at me." 

He did and she held her thumb and forefinger to her forehead. "That is such a loser gift, Ellefson, and you 
know it. Its like saying, ‘Hi, | really do love you but | don't want to put in the effort for shopping for a real 
gift. Get back to it and call me when you need a hand gift wrapping. Or can you manage that yourself?" 
He flipped her the bird and returned his attention to the computer. His mind wandered and a smile twitched his 
lips. Bringing up a search engine, David plugged in the words "Ooh shiny" and began scrolling through the 
results. Fifteen minutes later and his shopping was nearly complete. 

"Jamie?" 

"You better have brought at least one proper gift, loser!" 

"Oh, | have! I'm just going out. Are you going to be okay?" 


"IIl be fine. Go. Don't bother about me." 


Laughing, he grabbed his coat and pulled on his boots. There was no need to take the car, not when he was 
going to hit the thrift stores. 


He stood in the middle of the store looking this way and that, knowing there were eyes on him but refusing to 
meet them. At least, for the moment. He was on a mission He wasn't exactly sure what he wanted, he just 


knew he wanted something that would bring a smile to the other man's lips. 


"Can | help you, baby?" A very tall, very beautiful woman dressed in a tight, black pencil skirt, leopard print 
cardigan sweater with red belt and red pumps asked. "You look lost." 


"Not lost. Just „havent found what I'm looking for. And you are a very tall woman" At six feet tall, Dave still 
had to look up at her. 


"| could be what you're looking for, sugar," she cooed to him, letting her hand slid across the chest of his coat 


and scarf. 


He smiled at her. "I bet you could. But today, I'm looking for a sweet little gift for my boyfriend” 


"Hmmm. What kind of sweet little gift? He like getting tied up? Maybe a nice pair of cuffs? A paddle? He like 
getting his little ass spanked?" 


"No." 
"Oh. You got yourself a dull ass boyfriend then" 
"But | do." 


"Ohh!" And the woman put a hand on her hip and gave Dave another long, measuring stare. "Sure | can't be 


what you looking for, Mr. Grohl?" 

"Fraid not. But you know what you could do?" 

"What's that?" 

"Show me the things you'd use to keep me in line." 

Her face broke into a huge smile and she clapped her hands together. "Now we're talking! 


As she packed up the items Dave bought, she smiled at him. "Is it true? The things that boy went through?" 


she asked in a low voice. 
"Its true." 
"Well, then you take real good care of him." 


"I will. You know, you can come down to the shop any time you want. We, uh, we don't bite. Unless you want us 


to." 
‘Oh, honey. You know | want you to." 
"Merry Christmas!" 


"No, baby. FAIRY Christmas!" And she winked and ushered Dave out the door. 


The younger man was on his knees in the closet, shooing away cats and quickly trying to wrap his gifts for his 
boyfriend. Gift wrapping was never his forte. Almost a blessing when Taylor had just started hinting that he'd 
rather have the cash. Thank goodness these were really only "stocking stuffers." The main gift Dave had for 
David didn't really need wrapping. It only required printing off. Once he was finished wrapping all the things he 
bought today plus the few things he got the other day, he carried the stack out to the living room and put 


them under their tree. 


David used an artificial tree downstairs in the shop but, for their own tree, he insisted on getting a live one. He 
loved the way it filled the loft with a pine scent that could only be associated with Christmas. It sat, tall and 
proud in front of one of the floor to ceiling windows. When they put it up, David ran outside and looked up 
from the street, loving the way it stood as a beacon with the thousands of tiny, twinkling white lights. Back 
inside, he and Dave spent an entire evening decorating the tree. Garland made of tiny, silver glass beads, glass 
Christmas balls in very color imaginable, red and silver and gold bows, and lots and lots of candy canes. A 
Christmas tree was not complete without candy canes. David's mom had given them a bauble painted with the 
words Dave € David's lt Christmas. It was proudly displayed at the front of the tree. And at the very top, a 


large silver star. Under the tree was a big, round, red velvet tree skirt with a silver satin border. 


On it was where Dave placed the armful of gifts. 


The sidewalks and roads may have been clear of snow, but it was still piled in front of the shops. Coupled with 
all the decorations and the Christmas tunes which jangled from the doorways, the feeling was definitely festive. 


Clutching several bags, and with a feeling of a job well done, David trotted along the streets, admiring the 
window displays and dropping change into the pots of the Salvation Army's Santas. There was no better time of 
the year. 

Several thrift stores later, and he'd secured a wealth of bits and pieces, shiny things to amuse the child-like 
Dave. David planned to wrap them and hide them around the coffee house, giving the younger man a chance to 


go hunting and, hopefully, calm down what would be an otherwise excitable man on Christmas Day. 


He was just about to begin the walk home when something else caught his eye. Stopping, he cocked his head, 
smiled, and drew out his phone. 


Dave answered on the first ring, "sup?" 

"What are you, thirteen again?" 

"Might be. Depends what you're calling for.” 

"What's your prescription?" 

There was a pause before he got a slightly suspicious reply, "What for?" 
"Your glasses." 


Another pause and David was sure he could see an eyebrow being raised. "| don't know. | go in, they do the 


tests, and | walk out again. Do you know your blood type?" 
"A positive." 
"Liar. What are you planning?" 


"Nothing!" Leaning back, he looked along the road before peering at his watch. The coffee house was a block 


away, it was 5pm, leaving him another hour before the shop he was looking in closed. "I'll see you in five." 
Clicking the phone off, he pushed it in to his pocket and broke in to a quick walk. A few minutes later and he 
was heaving the door to the shop open, Dave and Jamie staring at him as he dumped the bags on a table. 
Trotting up to the bar, he moved the newspaper from under Dave's nose and slid the glasses from his face. 
"Need to borrow these!" he called as he ran for the door. "And don't touch the bags!" 


"David!" 


He paused, halfway out of the door. "Read it on the iPad. We have a subscription. You can use the enlarging 


tool." 


And, with that, he was gone. 


The opticians were as good as the adverts said they were, scanning the lenses of Dave's glasses and getting an 
accurate reading. Using photographs from the internet, the staff helped him pick several new pairs of frames. 
Narrowing them down to three, he paid, a smile on his lips as he left. It wasn't that he wanted Dave to change 
the ones he was wearing, not in the slightest. David really liked them. He just thought it might be a nice gift. 


Tucking the pair he'd stolen carefully in to a pocket, he made his way home. 


Chapter 43 


David enlisted Jamie's help in keeping the child entertained while he took his treasures upstairs and wrapped 
them. Boris and Maks tried helping again and this Daddy let them. Once he was finished, he changed his clothes 


into those ass-hugging black jeans Dave loved so much and a dark grey turtleneck and returned downstairs. 


It was Christmas jam night and he was excited to welcome Roger back with some of their new friends. 


Including Greg this time. 


"Hey! There you are. Greg mentioned he bumped into you at the supermarket the other day. Asked if he could 
tag along tonight" 


A flush crept across David's face as he raised his hand to shake Greg's. "Nice to see you again” 


Just as Greg opened his mouth to say something to David, a thundering drum sequence filled the entire space. 


Dave stared at his lover from the stage. David took that as a hint. 

"That's my cue. We'll talk again later," David yelled at Greg and bounced up to the stage. 
"Don't think | don't know what you're doing. Jealous?" 

"Not jealous. Just obnoxious." The younger man grinned as he twirled a stick in his fingers. 


David shook his head as he picked up his bass. "Um, anybody here play guitar? My boyfriend, as multi-talented 


as he is, hasn't figure out how to play drums and guitar at the same time yet. Any volunteers?" 


From somewhere off stage, Chris walked out and David greeted his friend with a hug and a smile. The crowd 
cheered as David handed over a guitar. With the brunette on vocals, they raced through a number of 
Christmas songs, all with a rock vibe to suit the night. It didn't take much for their guests to get up and 
dance, the festive cheer riding high in the room. "Jingle Bells" became "Santa Claus is Coming to Town" became 
"Winter Wonderland", each one getting louder and faster. People stomped their feet, cheered and danced on 


tables. It truly was a joyous occasion, one which made David very happy. 


As they slowed down, David took a few deep breaths and a drink of water. Looking to the crowd, he smiled. 
"Okay, it's jam night. So if there's anyone else out there who wants to come and have a go, get up here." There 
were a few whistles and cat calls. "And by ‘have a go'," he added with a grin, "| mean play an instrument. 


Please wait until all moving musicians have stopped before you hit on them." 


Laughter peeled around the room and they broke in to their own version of "H's the Most Wonderful Time of 
the Year". 


People came and went from the stage, all three of them getting a break throughout the evening as others 


came and took their places. They had a swing version of "| Saw Mommy Kissing Santa Claus", a polka version of 
"l'Il Be Home For Christmas", and a blues version of "Santa Baby". When someone began playing a jumpy jazz 
version of "Rockin' Around the Christmas Tree", he grabbed a grinning Dave and pulled him to the impromptu 
dance floor. Tables and chairs had been pushed to the sides of the room, the sounds of dancing feet thudding 
against the floor. 

"Jamie?" David called her but she was nowhere in sight. 

"Jamie? James, get your cute ass out herel" Dave bellowed. 

"l'm busy!" 

"Too fucking bad. You're up!" 

"lim not singing!" 

"Yes, you are. Me and you are doing a duet," Dave continued to yell. 

"Come on, Jamie! Sing for me!” Chris joined in. 


Naturally, she appeared from the kitchen, face burning red. 


Someone slipped onto the drum stool when Dave vacated and he and Jamie stood together at the front of the 
stage. 


“All right, fucker. What are we singing?" 


Chris grinned at Jamie as he put down the electric and picked up the acoustic. Between him and the guest 


drummer, they began a slow, sweet intro. Jamie rolled her eyes. 

"| really can't stay’ 

Dave: "Baby, it's cold outside" 

"| gotta go ‘way.” 

"But, baby, it's cold outside. 

As the song progressed, they got faster and louder until Jamie and Dave were trying to outdo each other. 
Which, by now, she should know better. After their big finale, Dave threw his arms around her and swung her 


around, landing her directly in front of Chris. 


"Merry Christmas, James," Dave whispered and left her standing, staring at the gorgeous brunette with 


twinkling dark eyes and a welcoming smile. 

"Hi," She said weakly. 

"Hey," Chris replied. 

Dave put his arm around his boyfriend's shoulders and led him off the stage. They immediately got separated 
when Roger pulled David away to talk about a Christmas afternoon dinner. Dave wandered off to talk to Jesse 


about the possibility of putting an addition on the back of the building for a small studio. 


“All right, Roger. | think we can do that. Dave and | will be home so! can whip something up. You gonna come 


by and help?" 
‘Love to. Thanks for doing this David. It's really pretty awesome of you." 
"Just doing our part." 


Roger gave him a hug and wished him Merry Christmas. As he walked away, Greg approached and smiled at 
him. 


"Hey Greg. Having fun?" David asked. 

"Having a great time! l'm so happy | came down. David, this place is so amazing.” 

"Thanks." 

"So you and Dave have the entire building?" 

"Yeah, we live upstairs and the rest of the ground floor is a garage for Dave's toys." 

"Toys?" And Greg's eyebrow shot up. 

"Yeah, my boyfriend is like a teenage boy in a man's body. Can't help himself” 

"What kind of toys?" 

"Cars, bikes, drumsets." 

"Can | have a look? I'm a bit of a motorcycle guy myself. | have a Hayabusa in storage right now." 
"He's a Harley man. Even has a three wheel" David grinned proudly. "Come on, let me show youl” 


"Cool!" Greg followed David through the crowd to the hallway. Chris and Jamie were talking and sitting side by 


side on the staircase up to the loft. 

David unlocked the garage door and motioned for Greg to pass through and then he flicked on the lights. 
"Wow." Greg stopped and stared at all of Dave's goodies. 

"I know. He can get a little carried away." 

"The black one is sweet." Greg turned around and gazed at David. "It looks really hot. Like you." 

David blushed and lowered his eyes to the floor. "Greg." 

The taller man took a step toward David. "Remember, if things don't work out with the toy collector. 
"Yeah," he laughed nervously, talking a step backwards and realizing his back was against the wall 


Greg's hand was suddenly on David's shoulder. He took another step closer to David, essentially pinning him to 
the wall. His other hand pressed into David's hip. He began to lean into David's neck. 


He was frozen with fear. Paralyzed, he stared at Greg's face coming toward him but all he saw was 


Mustaine's glowing eyes and sneer. 

"David," the other man whispered. 

"N-no. Don't," he uttered softly. 

"You're so beautiful” The hand on his hip began to trail across David's abdomen toward his crotch. 


"NO!" David finally found his voice and pushed Greg away. He bolted from the garage and pushed passed Chris 


and Jamie and ran up the stairs. 

"David? You okay?" Chris called after him. 

But he was too far gone to hear. David ran into the bathroom and stripped his clothes off and stepped into 
the shower. He was shaking as he pressed his back to the glass and sunk down to the tiled floor. The hot 
water washed his tears away as he drew his knees up to his chest. He literally felt the hands still on his body. 
He saw Greg's face alternating with Mustaine's face, growing closer to his own, eyes glowing, lips sneering. 
‘Stay stil, you fucking slut." 

"Take it and lke it, bitch" 


"No. No, no, no," he groaned and rocked, hugging his arms around his legs tighter. 


"Dave," Chris and Jamie found the dark haired man pouring himself another coffee and grabbing an Almond Joy. 


"Hey, the happy couple!” Dave exclaimed. "What's going on? Oh, you want to go up and use the bed? Sure. Go 
for it. Just change the sheets when you're done." 


"No, no. We saw David run up there a minute ago. He was showing off some of your toys to some tall dude 


and we saw him bolt outta the garage and run upstairs. l.l don't know what happened" 
Dave's smile faltered. "Tall guy, short black hair, green eyes, cheesy smile?" 

"That'd be him." 

"Hmmph. Thanks!" 

"He okay?" 

"Gonna find out. Hey, um, you want to get people to go home, James?" 

"On it" 


Upstairs, Dave heard the shower running and slowly entered the bathroom, he saw David's clothes scattered 
on the floor. 


"David? Baby, you okay?" he called as he took his own clothes off. 


Upon opening the shower door, he found David on the floor, rocking back and forth, his arms hugging his legs 
tightly, head lowered to his knees. 


"Hey." He entered the shower slowly and closed the door. "Baby, look at me." 
"He..he..” 


"Did he hurt you?" The anger rose like bile in Dave's throat. Part of him wanted to tear out of there and find 
this motherfucker and kill him. 


"He didn't hurt me. Just scared me. He had me against the wall and reached for my..” 
‘Its okay, I'm here now. Can | come down there and sit beside you?" 
The older man finally raised his head and gave a slight nod. Dave flew down and sat against the glass wall 


beside his boyfriend. David immediately grasped Dave's wrist and raised his arm. He pressed himself against 


Dave's side, drawing his legs and tucking them under the younger man's bent knee. Dave lowered his arm to 


David's shoulders. 

‘I'm sorry," he mumbled as he rested his head against Dave's shoulder. 

"What are you sorry about?" 

"Ruined the party by running away." 

"You didn't ruin shit. First of all, nobody, not even me, has the right to touch you without your permission. And 
second of all, you ruined nothing. Now. | can either stay in here with you or | can go find that motherfucker 
and put a world of hurt on him. What would you like me to do?" 

David laughed softly. "Stay in here with me. And then go find that motherfucker." 

"Okay." 

"Do you want to hear the most fucked up part?" 

"What else did he do?!" 


"Lied to me. Told me how hot he thought | was. Really buttered me up." 


"That part wasn't a lie. You're very hot," Dave murmured and ran a thumb down David's cheek. "Very 


beautiful." 

"It felt really good hearing it from someone other than you. l'm sorry." 
"Its okay, don't be sorry. | can imagine that feels good." 

"You can imagine? Please. You get it everywhere you go." 

‘| am a handsome bastard, ain't |?" Dave clutched his boyfriend tighter. 
"The most beautiful thing I've ever seen" 

"| love you, David" 

"| love you." 

Dave stood and pulled his lover up and wound his arms around him. 


"You know l.. wasn't um. didn't want him.." 


"| know, babe." 
There was a knock on the loft front door. "Dave? David?" Jamie called. 


"Just a sec, Jamie." Dave swept a hand down David's wet hair. "Stay in here if you want. I'll see Jamie gets 


home.or wherever she and Chris are going” 
"Im fine. Thank you" 

Dave wrapped David's robe around him and tied the sash. "Okay?" 

And then he pulled his own on 

"Well, look at you two," Jamie smirked 

"David, everything okay?" Chris asked, laying a gentle hand on his shoulder. 
"Everything's great. You kids gonna take off?" 


"Yeah, um, is that okay?" the tall brunette asked shyly as he dropped his hand from David's shoulder and 


pressed the other to Jamie's back. 
‘Its great. We'll see you again tomorrow, | hope. Have a good night" 


As the couple turned to leave, Jamie turned abruptly and threw her arms around David's neck. "Thank you!" 


she whispered. 


He felt the panic rise again, the cloying, tightening feeling which wrapped around his chest and threatened to 
strangle him. With a weak smile he placed a hand lightly in the small of her back. 


"No, thank you," he murmured. 

When she pulled away, she gave him a confused, slightly hurt look. 

The smile stayed on his face. "We'll talk later," he quietly replied. "Now go. Before it starts snowing again" 
People were leaving but he still felt like he had to say something. Seeing Greg talking to Roger, Dave 
approached them, taking a deep breath as he did. He still wanted to slug the guy for what he did but he knew 
that Greg had no idea what went on. No one other than David really knew what had happened in those years. 


Touching the man's elbow, he gave a forced smile. Eyes turned to him. "Hey. Is David, is he okay?" 


"Yeah," Dave slowly began "Look, | just need to say something about that." Both men watched him intently. "He 


doesn't like being touched. Or at least touched in certain ways. Comes from what happened. Freaks the life 
outta him." 


"Oh." 
"Yeah." 
"So how does that work for you guys?" 


Dave felt the hackles on the back of his neck rise. "That's kind of a personal issue and I'm sure he'll talk about 


it when he's ready to." 

"Okay. Tell him sorry for me." 

"Will do. Night, guys." 

With another deep breath he gave them a nod and left. Learning to hold it together for David was tough and 
he knew that there'd be more instances like that. Times when something tiny would freak him out and send 


him running. It was no wonder he'd wanted out of the music business, and Megadeth. 


He waited until the coffee house had emptied before locking up and turning out the lights. Taking one final look 


around the quiet building, he made for the stairs. Cleaning could wait until the morning. 

He found David on the couch, curled beneath a blanket, the cats curled around him. They seemed to know that 
their Momma needed them, needed something to pet and soothe his soul. Standing beside the couch, Dave 
waited a moment. He knew that, somewhere inside, David would be battling a million different issues. It was 
tough, it had pushed them to a breaking point numerous times, but he hoped that it would never push them 
to that final break. 

"Can | sit with you?" he finally asked. 

David looked up and gave him a small smile. "Sure." 

As he sat, he saw pillows piled by the couch. "Sleeping here tonight?" 

David shrugged and gave him a little smile. "Thought it might be best." 

"Why? Baby, | want you to sleep next to me. Besides, it's cold outside," he finished with a smile. 


"| don't know." 


"Are you afraid of me?" Dave asked in a shaking voice, fingers twisting his mustache. 


"No, never afraid of you." 

"Are you afraid of me touching you?" 

"No, | like the way you touch me." 

"Then tell me why you don't want to sleep in our bed" He made sure to emphasis the word, ‘our 
"Dave, people are always gonna think it's okay." 

"Okay for what?" 


David sat up and put Boris White Paws in Dave's lap while he held onto Maks. "Because people know what 
happened to me, they're always going to think it's okay to treat me like shit, you know?" 


"That's not true. Not everybody is like that, babe. Sure, there are a few out there who will try it. Like Greg. 
But you know what? You dealt with it yourself. You pushed him away and told him no. So no, not everybody 
thinks its okay to treat you like shit. But sadly, there are some people out there who will. And you found the 
strength to deal with him. I'm so proud of you, David. Would you have pushed him away a year ago?" 


The older man bent his head to look at Maks in his lap as he thought over what Dave said. A tiny smile tugged 
at his lips. "No." 


"Right. So look at how far you've come. Look at how much strength you've gained. People will always try to 
step all over you, mistreat you. And it's not because of what happened to you. Essentially, it's because there 
are some people out there that suck ass. But you stand your ground and you tell them that its not okay and 
it will not be allowed. You have that right, you know.’ 


"Why are you so good to me?" David raised his head and looked at Dave. 


"Because | love you. Because you're a wonderful man who deserves only the best. And because you foolishly 


think that's me." 
"Can we go to bed now?" 


"Yeah. Yeah, we can" 


Chapter 44 


Author's Notes: 
For everyone who\'s reading this: Thank you! 


After the initial shock wore off, David was still left thinking about Mustaine. He hadn't heard from him since 
he and Alice composed that letter. With Christmas upon them, David felt a pang of guilt. Mustaine had never 
cared about the holidays but, in the beginning, he'd humored David and let him decorate and celebrate the way 
he wanted. Mustaine, one year, had even gone as far as giving David a Christmas gift. A tiny gold hoop earring. 
Mustaine wore the other. 

It was still very early in California when David phoned Mark, his lawyer. 

"Happy Holidays, Mark. How are you?" 

"I just walked into the office and haven't had coffee yet. Why are you calling me so early?" 

"Do something for me?" 

"What?" 

"Put an extra five hundred in Dave's account and send him something. | don't know what he's already got there 
or what he can and can't have but something. Music maybe. It's Christmas and | just want him to feel like 


someone cares, you know?" 


"He may interpret this as you reaching out to him, David. Are you still standing by your decision to have zero 


contact?" 
igo 

"All right? 

"Thank you, Mark" 

"You're the boss, David Whatever you want me to do, | do." 


Later, after the morning rush, Chris wandered in and immediately shot a shy grin at Jamie, who was putting 


away a new batch of butterscotch brownies. 


"Hey." 


Hey’ 
"Get you a latte?" 

"That'd be great 

And they continued to give each other the eyes. 

"So what did you kids do last night for fun?" David asked with a smirk 

"Nothing," Chris mumbled. 

"Uh huh. Nothing legal?" 

‘Listen, boss! We, unlike you and your boyfriend, don't kiss and tell" 

"Speaking of, | wonder what that lazy ass is doing this morning. I'll just go check. And leave you to it! 


As David was about to leave the bar area and pass into the hallway, he saw Jamie lean over the bar and kiss 


Chris. He smiled, happy that his friends were hitting it off so well. 


Jamie was still nuzzling Chris when the front door opened and Greg passed through, looking both sheepish and 
a little predatory. 


She leaned away from Chris slowly, eyeing the tall man with disdain as he approached. 
"I really don't think you need to be here," she told him. 
"| just wanted to see David, please?" 


"No, you don't understand. | REALLY don't think you need to be here." The feisty woman dropped the towel she 
was holding and slowly, not taking her eyes off of Greg, rounded the bar. 


Chris stood, glancing between Jamie and the man, unsure of what to do but absolutely sure he wasn't going to 


stop her. 


The voices floated up to the loft and David found himself wandering down the stairs. Standing beside the door, 
he looked at the assembled group. 


"Please leave," he said, voice strong. 


"Why?" Greg asked 


"Because | asked you politely, and | was raised with manners. The rest of my friends." He nodded to Jamie and 


Chris. "I'm not so sure of" 

"| just wanted to apologise." 

David leaned against the wall, arms folded over his chest. "Apology accepted" 

"David, look-" 

“There's no David. No you. No you and |. | don't want arguments and fights in here. We're a coffee house, not a 
bar and | expect everyone to act accordingly. Which is with manners. If you've been asked to leave, then please 
do." 


"But, David-" 


"Nol" He turned to Jamie, his blood boiling, the anger rising. "You wanted to know why | couldn't hug you last 
night, right?" 


She nodded 
"My ex-boyfriend, the one | put behind bars, abused me so badly that | can't have strangers touch me" 
"But you let me touch you?" she said softly 

"| know," David replied with a nod. "Ever heard of a sixth sense? Your gut instinct so to speak" 

"Yeah" 


"Well, | can tell if someone's going to be nice or not. But, when they just come at me it scares me. Which is 


why | freaked and why I'm asking you to leave, Greg." 
"And if | don't want to," the short haired man said. 
Sighing, David looked at Chris and shrugged. "I'll have no part to play in what happens next." 


Chris gritted his teeth and took a step toward the man. He was too little too late however because Jamie was 
already in his face. She placed two hands on Greg's shoulders and shoved him back toward the door. 


"No. Means. No. It does not mean convince me. It does not mean you can be in the same room as me if you 
want. It does not mean you are entitled to try to intimidate me. It means no. You are not welcome here. That 
means anywhere on David's body or anywhere on his property. And this is his property. So he asked you to 
leave? Well, fuck that. I'm telling you to leave and boy, you do not want me to catch you sniffing around here 


again Cause you ain't got to be scared of this one" She hitched a thumb at Chris. "Or that one." Another 
thumb at David. "Or the loud one upstairs. No, sir. The bitch you need to be afraid of is me." 


With one final shove, she sent Greg back pedaling toward the door. 
After he left and the door closed, Jamie turned around and smiled sweetly at David. "I got family in the Bronx." 
"Ah." He nodded, as if that explained everything. 


"Damn, girl. | think we need to give you a raise and set you outside with a headset and a velvet rope," Dave 
said from the doorway. 


All heads swung around to find Dave standing there, arms crossed, leaning against the door frame. 


"| think | need to marry this girl," Chris uttered under his breath. "I'm afraid of what she'll do if | don't" 


That night, with his boyfriend curled around him, David thought out loud as his fingers traced slow, tender 


lines up and down Dave's forearms. 

"What do you think about asking Jamie to be a manager of sorts and hiring one or two new people?" 

"Can you afford to do that?" 

"Yeah, | think so. And you know, it would free up some time for me. | could bake more and cook more for the 
dinner services. I'd really like to get more involved with those folks. | feel awful that some of them can't get 
work and have no savings, barely holding onto their mortgages. It's awful and you and | are so blessed." 
"What if she says no? | mean, what if she and Chris really have something? He gonna move out here, too?" 
"Stranger things have happened. You did” 

"Well, that's because | got you. Jamie's great but she isn't you." 

"Are you sucking up to me, Grohl?" 

"Might be." 


"What do you want?" 


"| could want some sex," the younger man whispered into David's ear and let his lips drag along his neck. 


"You could or you do?" 
"I do." More lips tickling and nipping. "Do you?" 


"| could." David giggled as he rolled over, onto his back and pulled Dave on top of him. "You make me the 


happiest I've ever been in my entire life." 
"Right back at ya, beautiful." 
"What did you get me for Christmas?" 


Its not Christmas yet and how about a little less talking, a little more kissing?" Dave grinned and then lowered 
his lips to David's. 


When he finally let David up for air, the lighter haired man gasped and then said, "Don't you want to know 
what | got you?" 


"Nope. There is one thing | do want to know, though." 

"What?" 

"Why the fuck are you still wearing clothes?" 

The men wiggled and squirmed out of their pajamas and this time, Dave laid flat on his back and pulled David 
on top of him. The older man straddled his hips and sat up. Dave's hands were splayed flat against the 
bassist's chest, thumbs softly caressing the scars and welts. 

| want to be inside of you and watch your beautiful face as you ride me." 

For a moment, David sat and watched the man beneath him. He was so very lucky. After so many years of 
pain, he'd fallen on his feet. Dave's face was relaxed, dark eyes filled with serenity. Leaning forward he pressed 
the barest of kisses to his boyfriend's mouth, savouring the way Dave gasped, soft lips parting slightly. For a 
few moments that was all they did, kissing, touching, soft gasps filling the air. 

"Fuck... David." 

"Something you want?" he teased, grinding down on to Dave's cock. 

Calloused hands crept down his back and squeezed his ass. "Yeah." 

Sliding away, David sauntered across the room, knowing full well that there were eyes on him, watching his 


every move. Once, he would have hated it, knowing that the owner of the eyes saw him as nothing more than 
a piece of meat. Now the watching eyes saw him in a different light. They still lusted over him but it was 


much more different than before. There was gentleness, compassion, and love in each tender touch. 

Grabbing the bottle of coconut gel, he returned to the bed, a wicked grin twisting his lips. 

A hand touched his hair. "What are you planning?" 

"Wouldn't you like to know." 

Dipping his head, David pressed a kiss to the head of his boyfriend's cock. The fingers tightened in his hair, 
Dave letting out a low gasp. Squirting lube in to the palm of his hand, he began to work it around the base of 
Dave's dick, his lips still sucking at the head, eyes still watching the dark haired man, 

Beneath him, Dave hissed and arched his back, a slow "Fuck." escaping from between clenched teeth. Flicking his 
tongue into the slit, David pulled away, sweeping his slick hand along the rest of his cock. Kneeling back over 
Dave, he placed his hands against his chest, watching as eyes snapped open and stared at him. Slowly he began 
to lower himself until just the head pushed past his entrance. 

"Want me to do this?" he murmured, sliding a hand along Dave's jaw and giving him the tiniest of kisses. 
"Please... 

"| don't know. That didn't sound convincing to me, lover." And David raised himself up again. 

"No, no, no. Where are you going? Please." Dave grabbed at his thighs. 


"Oh, don't worry. | promise you'll like it. Now, lay still for me." 


David slipped from the bed and then scampered from the room. He stopped in the doorway and turned back to 


look at Dave. 
"You're stunning’ 

"Im hurting here, baby. Come back!" 

"In a minute." And then the older man left the room 


Dave could hear his bare feet padding across the concrete floor. He stopped. More padding, into the kitchen, it 
sounded like. 


A moment later, David returned to the bedroom. He laid his bounty on the bed and climbed back on top of 
Dave. David raised one wrist over the younger man's head and then the other and clasped the handcuffs 
around his wrists. Next he took the red scarf and draped it over his eyes. He kissed the younger man's mouth. 


"You look beautiful like this.” 

"Kiss me again," Dave whispered, raising his head off the pillow. 

David purred softly as he met his boyfriend's mouth again. 

He moved away, much to Dave's disappointment. A moment later, the flick of a lighter could be heard, 
"David." An anxious groan 

"Are you ready?" 

"Yes! Please!" 

The first, stinging drop of hot wax fell onto the top of Dave's right foot. He hissed and twitched. 

"You like that?" 

"Yes. More!" 

David's hand ran up the calf, massaging and rubbing gently. A stream of hot wax followed. The younger man 
groaned, his body tensing and writhing. David slid up his legs, straddling them as he tilted the candle more. Wax 
ran onto a thigh now. 

"Davidl" 

"Did that one hurt, baby?" 

"Stung a little but | like it. More." 

"More? Here?" And a drop fell onto his balls. 


A loud hiss was the response. 


And that gave the older man an idea. He slipped higher up on Dave's body, straddling his hips now. More wax 
dripped onto his chest as David carefully lowered himself onto his lover's erection 


David grunted as he clenched around Dave, another droplet of wax falling on to his lover's bare chest. Another 
hiss, the beautiful creature beneath him straining against his bonds, muscles shifting beneath firm skin Hands 
were curled into fists, fingers looping against the chains of the cuffs. It was a delicious sight, one which drove 


David crazy. 


Dave begged with him, pleaded with him to move, but still he refused. Tilting the younger man's head to one 


side, he brushed away the waves of dark hair and let a single spot of wax fall to his neck A hiss came from 


between gritted teeth. 

"David, fuck, please!" 

"Please what?" He gave an experimental wriggle, Dave trying to buck up in to him. 

"Please just move!" 

Placing the candle to one side, David leaned forward, hands sliding up Dave's taunt arms, feeling the way he 
moved, the way he squirmed. Closing his fingers around his boyfriend's cuffed wrists, David gave him the 
barest of kisses. 


"And if | don't want to move?" 


A pained scream tore from Dave's lips and David chuckled. "How about | gag you instead?" he murmured, teeth 


nipping at Dave's ear. 

Carefully picking up the candle, David straightened up, dripping wax along the younger man's chest, down his 
breastbone and to the firm expanse of his stomach. Letting out a long, low howl, Dave arched from the bed. 
David was barely doing a thing yet he could already feel his orgasm screaming towards him, a rush of hot 
energy which engulfed his body and mind and threatening to drive him crazy. 

The weight on his legs shifted, hands drifting from his wrists. They returned a moment later, this time 
pressed to his chest and the weight began to slowly rise and fall, David's delicious ass tight and warm around 
him. 

"David," he murmured. 

Warm lips brushed his own. "Yeah?" 

"lm not gonna-" He panted, long, laboured breaths. 

"Not gonna what?" David ground down on to him, ass tightening around him. Dave gave another low howl. 
"Not gonna last long." 

“That's okay." 


"Wanna watch you." 


"And if | say no?" David's lips whispered against the base of his throat, finding the dip and lapping against it. 


"I won't be held responsible for whatever delicious torture | inflict on you." 


He felt David's toes curl against his calves and it was at that moment that he knew he'd be blind for the rest 
of their love making. David became rougher, rising and falling, driving himself harder on to Dave. His own 
orgasm began to crest, Dave's words bolting through his mind. He wanted it. Wanted to let the gorgeous man 
have his wicked way with him over and over. Even if it did mean being blindfolded. He knew he was in safe 
hands, knew that there would be no pain unless it was asked for and approved. Knew that Dave would do him 


no wrong. 


Gripping his cock, he grunted, head thrown back and back arched as he came, warm seed splattering them 
both. His own orgasm caused a string of curse words to flow from his lover's mouth, filling the air as he 


stiffened, warmth flooding through David. 


Chapter 45 


The bassist popped one eye open and looked at the clock It read 6:28, Well, it was Christmas, after all. He 
grinned, slipped from the bed, glanced back at his boyfriend who was sprawled out on his stomach, and pulled 
on a pair of flannel pants. David slipped his feet into the bunny slippers Dave gave him as a gag. He shuffled 
out to the tree and plugged in the lights. Then he started coffee and popped into the oven the cinnamon rolls 
he prepared the night before. 


As he passed the window on his way to the bathroom, he glanced out and noticed it had snowed during the 
night. Not too much, only two or three inches, but it was fresh, pretty white snow on Christmas morning. For 
the first time in years, David glanced up toward the ceiling and whispered, "Thank you." 


Turning on the radio, he tuned it to a station which he knew would be playing nothing but old Christmas music. 
Appropriately "White Christmas" began to stream from the speakers, making his smile widen. Pouring coffee 
into mugs and loading the rolls on to a tray, he was about to make his way into the living area when a voice 
stopped him. 

"LOOK AT ALL THAT LOOT!" 

Placing the tray back on the side, David clutched the work surface, body shaking with laughter. 

It was quickly followed by, "AND IT FUCKIN: SNOWED!" 

Tears of laughter welled up in his eyes and he rubbed a hand across his eyes. 

"DAVID?! DAVID?! HAVE YOU SEEN IT?!" 


"Kitchen!" he called back. 


Dave bounded in, all messy hair and huge smile. David's fluffy Santa hat dangled from his boyfriend's fingers. 
The joy of the season sparkled in his dark eyes and David reached out to him, pulling him close. Arms hugged 
him tight, kisses raining down on his hair. He laughed as the hat was pulled over his head. Dave clasped his 


face and kissed him. 
"Merry Christmas, my little Elf” 


He jokingly bit Dave's lower lip before kissing it better. "Merry Christmas, sexy." Pulling back, he smiled up at 


the taller man. "How about we go and open some gifts?" 


He wasn't surprised in the slightest when Dave let him go and bounded back to the living area. Grabbing the 
tray, David took it with him. Dave sat before the Christmas tree, knees pulled to his chest, softly singing with 


the music. 


"| saw Mommy kissing Santa Claus 
Underneath the mistletoe last night. 
She didn't see me creep 

Down the stairs to have a peek" 


Placing the tray beside his boyfriend, David got up and returned to the kitchen Opening the fridge, he took out 
a sprig of mistletoe, hidden there the previous night when Dave had been taking out some pre-holiday energy 
on the drums. Kneeling back beside the softly singing man, he held the mistletoe above them and pressed a kiss 
to Dave's cheek It appeared to shock the younger man and he looked up, a smile forming as he spotted the 


green sprig above them. Tackling the brunette to the rug, he pounced on David, ignoring the protests as he 
kissed him. 


"Heyl" David said. "You might want to save that for later. Especially once you see your gifts." 

That was enough to send Dave back to a seating position, all excited bouncing a big smile. "Gifts! Gifts! Gifts!" 
Sliding the tray away, David grinned. "No coffee for you this morning." 

"No! Coffee! Now!" 

He held out a mug out to the grabby hands of his boyfriend, laughing as it was drunk, suspicious eyes 
watching him as though the mug may be stolen away at any moment. Rustling beneath the tree, he pulled out 
the first of Dave's gifts. He was worried, nervous even. What did you get for the man who had everything and 
could buy whatever he wanted? Biting his lower lips, David watched as it was carefully taken from him, shaken 
and squished before the paper was torn away. Dave looked at the folded black material, raised an eyebrow and 
shook it out. A huge grin broke his face as he held it against his chest. 


"Think it suits me?!" 


"Perfectly! David had to stop himself from laughing as he re-read the print, the relief of Dave's enthusiasm 


washing over him. 

| Have Attention Deficit.. 00000 SHINY was printed on the front in white letters. 

The shirt was carefully placed to one side and David reached for another gift. Holding out the box, he said, 
"The store said that if you don't like them, you're welcome to go in and swap them." He winked. "They'd be 
happy to have a celebrity customer like yourself” 


‘Oh, really now?" Dave raised an eyebrow and picked at the gift wrap. "And which store would this be?" 


‘Little local one. They were extremely helpful." 


The gold and red paper was slowly picked away. "I'm a little worried now." 

"Why?" David grinned. 

"You can be devious." 

"And don't you know it” 

Lifting away the lid of the box, Dave peered in Nestled in a bed of red tissue paper were three long boxes, all 
embossed with brand names. Taking one out, he opened it, the lid creaking and a smile sweeping his own face. A 
pair of tortoise shell glasses law inside and he took them out, trying them on. 

"How do | look?" 

The grin on David's face said it all, his eyes sparkling. Leaning forward, he gave Dave a kiss. "Gorgeous." 

"So this is why you came sprinting in here that day?" 


"Ummhmmm." 


Dave tried on the others, a pair of red wire half frames and a pair of thicker black rimmed full frames. Going 


to the bathroom, he inspected himself, the smile never leaving his face. David had done an awesome job 
"So why?" he asked as he sat back in front of the tree. 

"Why the glasses” 

"Yeah?" 


David crawled closer, all but climbing into Dave's lap as he gave him a tiny, tender kiss. "Because, like | said, | 


like you in them. And, they're like clothes, you always need more than one pair.” 

It warmed him to hear David murmur words like that. The bassist was coming out of his shell, declaring what 
he liked in another instead of hiding it away for fear of being hurt. Shutting them carefully away, he looked at 
David and waited, the excitement bubbling just beneath the surface. 


His next gift was a silver rope necklace, a silver plectrum hanging from it. Etched on the back were the words 


"Let me whisper in your ear". 
"David" His voice was little more than a gasp. "It's beautiful." 


"Just like you," was the quiet reply. "Okay. Last two for the moment." 


David held out two envelopes, both with Dave's name on them. 
"For the moment?" 
"Yeah." David shrugged. "There might be more. Now pick which one you're going to open first." 


Taking the one from David's right hand, he tore it open, letting out a whoop of excitement as it revealed a two 
hundred dollar gift certificate for High Voltage Tattoo. 


"You can get something when we go and visit everyone," David said. 

He looked to the brunette with wide eyes. "You'll get something with me?" 

Reaching out, David brushed hair behind his ear. "Of course | will" He held out the second envelope. 

Taking it, Dave looked at it for a moment, turning it over a couple of times before slowly opening it. Drawing 
out a piece of parchment paper, he read the computer printed certificate on it. It read, "For the man who has 
everything, | thought perhaps you'd really like to have me. Tie me up, blindfold me, gag me, whip me, fuck me. 


Anything you like." 


Dave felt his heart break before quickly healing. How far they'd come. How long the journey had been for David 
to say such a thing. 


"We don't have to," he murmured. 


David's face was soft, eyes lit with a love he'd never seen before. "It's there if you ever want to. | trust you, 


| love you, and | know you'll never hurt me." 


Crawling over to his boyfriend, Dave draped his arms around the smaller man's neck, the paper still clutched in 


his hands. "And those words are the best Christmas gift I've ever had. Thank you." 


David held the younger man's face in his hands. He pressed a kiss to his lips and then grinned. "My turn, my 
turn!" 


"Your turn for what, baby?" Dave gave him a puzzled expression. 
"Daaaave!" he whined and pointed at the gifts still sitting under the tree. 
"Oh. Gifts for you?" 

David smiled brightly and nodded, wiggling excitedly. 


"Hmm. There might be one." 


"Just one?" The older man pouted. 
"Let's see. Here's one" He handed David a small box. 


He slowly unwrapped it to reveal a small, black jewelry box. Inside was a small silver feather charm on a black 


rope necklace. 
"It looks like my feathers and reminded me of your blackbirds," Dave explained. 
The smaller man grinned widely. "It's beautiful." 


Another, larger, flat box was placed in his lap. Inside it was a pair of red flannel pants with gingerbread men on 


them that said ‘Bite me: 
"For baking’ 

"Ah. Maybe Ill wear them to bed and tell you to bite me." 

"Then don't be surprised when | do" Dave winked and put another box in his boyfriend's lap. 


A designer black zippered sweater that David could already tell would hug him snugly. The knit was medium 
gauge and very, very soft. 


"This is gorgeous." 


"I's gonna look incredible on you. | hope you like it. I'm terrible at picking out clothes which is why | live in jeans 


and t-shirts." 
"| love it. Thank you.” 


"And | had help with these two so if you don't like them, | cannot be blamed" Dave left these items in the 
shopping bag. A black, glossy bag with pink tissue. 


David pulled out a set of neoprene and Velcro cuffs attached to large suction cups. "For the shower?" 
Dave grinned and nodded 

"Hmm. | like them already" 

And then a large, silicone flogger with a red metal handle, scroll work etched into it. 


"Can take that in the shower, too." 


David looked at it as it laid in his lap, running his fingers over the fancy handle. "You're..Dave, you're really 


okay with this?" 
"At your hands? Absolutely," he softly said as he ran a finger down his lover's jaw. "I love you and | trust you, 


just as you trust me, remember? And," He grinned mischievously. "We can take it with us when we do this." He 


pulled a large, folder-sized envelope from under the tree skirt. 

"What the hell is this?" 

Open it" Dave's eyes danced. 

David slid a finger under the flap, ripping it open. He pulled a small stack of documents out and read. 
"ARE YOU OUT OF YOUR MIND??" 

"Yog" 

"Dave, this must have cost a fortune! You cannot do this!" 

"You said | can spend a shit ton of money as long as it's on you, didn't you?" 
"Dave, but -" 

"No buts. We're doing it" 

"Two weeks?" 

"Two weeks." 

"On a sailboat? Just the two of us?" 

"Just the two of us on a sailboat. You know how to sail, right?" 

"Nol" 

"Shit. Me neither." 

"Dave!" 

"Just kidding, | do." 


"In the western Caribbean?" 


"In the western Caribbean" 
"Stop repeating me!" 
"Well, then shut the fuck up and give me a kiss," Dave laughed. 


David shoved all the gifts aside and launched himself at his boyfriend. The pair giggled and kissed each other as 
they rolled across the rug. 


"Merry Christmas, angel," David murmured. 
"Merry Christmas, beloved." 
And then Boris and Maks wound themselves around Momma's feet and meowed. 


"Hey kitties." He grinned and picked them up, fingers running over their soft fur. "You want in on the fun as 


well?" 


With them still in his lap, David shuffled backwards and reached under the tree. Pulling out a couple of gift 
wrapped boxes, he placed them in front of the cats. Noses twitched, paws stretching out to rock them. 


| know you'll enjoy the boxes and paper more, but we had to get you something." 

"You spent more on the cats than on me, didn't you?" 

Looking up, David gave his boyfriend a grin "Of course. Would you expect anything less?" 
"No. Did you buy Marmaduke anything?" 


David fought back the urge to laugh. The little dog ornament was lavished with a lot of attention, up to and 
including his window specially decorated whenever Dave got the chance to raid every dollar store in town. Right 
now the bulldog was sheltering under a fake Christmas tree which spouted out polystyrene snow. He also had a 
little Santa on and his own strings of fairy lights. To say it was one of the most popular windows in Town was 
an understatement. People had come in to ask after the dog and his antics, causing David to mumble something 
about the stupid dog and point in Dave's direction. Of course, he never said it out loud. The dedication to the 


non-living creature was admirable and he wondered if it were time for them to add a canine to their family. 


And yes, he'd brought something for Marmaduke. It was hidden down in the coffee shop, along with the rest of 
Dave's gifts. 


"Here." He pushed a box towards Dave. "This is for Boris White Paws." 


The cat was lifted from his lap, purring contentedly as he flew through the air. 
"And this one is for you, Maks." 


Sitting the cat up, he pulled the wrapping away and opened the box. Inside was an array of toys, all bright and 
fluffy and jangly, as well as cat treats, and seeds. 


"David, what are the seeds for?" 

"They're for the roof garden. When we get around to doing it. They're some of the flowers we're going to 
plant. | want to secure it so they can go outside and get some fresh air. Can you see them sitting on the ledge 
and looking down. They're gonna love it!" 

"And what's this?" He held up a bag which looked suspiciously like weed. 

David chuckled. "Pot for cats." 


"You're serious?!" 


"Well, sorta Its catnip. They'll either love it or hate it. Some of my cats have gone crazy for it. Others it 


doesn't bother. Just don't let them have too much in one go, no matter how much they beg." 


Dave chuckled and tipped a small pile into the palm of his hand. Boris sniffed it, looked up at him, and then 
began eating it. Quickly. 


"So he's gonna get high?" 
"Most likely. Enjoy your stoned cat!" 


It was just past eight when Francis called to wish her boys a Merry Christmas. She asked David what he got 


and he told her toys and a two week trip on a sailboat. 
“Toys? 

"Mom, toys" 

"Ohh! Well, my goodness, you two" 


"So Dave and | will come down tomorrow. Later today, we're opening the shop to serve dinner to some of the 


folks from the shelter. | might even convince Dave to put on a Santa suit and hand out presents." 


"No, you won't!" his boyfriend yelled from the bedroom. 


"Still gonna try," David told his mother over the phone. 

Francis laughed gently. "David, you know something?" 

"What?" 

‘I've never been as proud of you as | am today. You've really come into your own and I'm so happy for you." 
"Happier than showing off all those magazine clippings?" he joked 


"Definitely. You chased that dream and you were so very driven and determined. But this new dream of yours, 


my darling, this is where your true happiness lies." 

"Thanks, Mom. Merry Christmas. See you Tomorrow." 

After a long shower and a little fun with those new cuffs, the men dressed and headed downstairs to begin 
preparing the Christmas dinner of glazed ham, roasted turkey and all the trimmings. David hit the light switch 
to the kitchen and gasped. 

"David Eric Grohll What did you do?" 

"Just figured you could use a few little gadgets." 

On the work bench in the middle of the room sat a new large mixer, several new pans and bowls and an array 
of spatulas and scrapers and spoons all tied together with a red ribbon Folded up neatly next to all of these 
things was a new apron. David picked up and unfolded it. In the center of it was the Fresh Pots logo and above 
that, in the left corner was David's name, followed by the word, ‘Owner: 

David ran his fingers over the embroidered letters and felt a tear prickle his eyes. 

"Dave... 

The younger man pulled the apron from his hands and laid it on the table. He pulled his boyfriend into his arms 
and held him tightly. "I get us an expensive, lavish trip to take together but its the twenty dollar apron that 


chokes you up. | see how you are, Ellefson" 


"Do you know how long I've waited to have something thats truly mine? In thirty years, do you know what's 


been mine? Shame, sorrow, pain and depression. Those are the things that have belonged to me." 


"Well now you've got a really awesome place where people come and feel accepted and loved, not to mention 
some great coffee and bakery. You've got a couple of cats upstairs that depend on you. And you know what 


else belongs to you?" 


"What?" 

"This guy." 

"I love you, Dave. Thank you for always believing in me." 

"| love you. Now, what can | do to help?" 

Wrapped in his new apron, David got the kitchen in order. He'd readied most of the food the night before, the 
turkeys left in the fridge overnight. Between them, they peeled, chopped, stirred, tasted, and cooked. Fresh 
pastries were baking, while cranberry sauce simmered. The heat rose, sweat prickling both of them. 

Wiping his face on a towel, David sighed and tossed it on to the work surface. "Nearly there. What time is it?" 
"Just before mid-day." 

"Fuck!" he laughed. "And we're nearly ready to go." 


"What time's everyone arriving?" Hands grabbed his hips and eased him on to a stool. 


Gratefully he sat, eager to rest his feet. He wasn't eighteen any more, muscles and joints all too happy to tell 


him. 

"They're coming at two." Lifting his feet, David rotated his ankles, sighing as they clicked back in to place. 
"Want me to rub those for you?" 

Laughing, David shook his head. "No, not yet. Not when I'm all sweaty and horrible." 


Arms wrapped around his waist, lips tickling his throat. Chuckling, he moved to push the man away but the 


embrace as only tightened. 
"You know | will," that voice purred in his ear. 


David allowed himself to be pulled from the kitchen and back upstairs. His clothes were peeled away and he was 
sat in the shower, the warm water flowing over his suddenly tired body. Leaning back against the wall, he 
allowed Dave to pick up his feet, resting them in his lap as he worked his fingers over the sole and between 


the toes. Softly, David purred, eyes falling shut. 


David was pulling a ham from the oven when his phone rang. It sat on the work table next to where Dave was 


preparing a sheet of dinner rolls to put into the oven. 


"Want me to get that?" 

"Would you? Thanks," David replied with a smile. 

"Happy Christmas from Minneapolis!" Dave bellowed into the phone. 

"Dave? Its Mark. How are you?" 

"Hey, Mark! We're great! Just finishing up cooking dinner for some forty odd guests of ours." 


"Forty?" 


"Yeah, residents of a local shelter. My boyfriend has a heart as big as Minnesota itself!" He smiled at David, 
who blushed. 


"Dave, um, | have." Mark paused for a moment. "I have Mustaine on the other line. He, uh, he asked if he 


might speak to David" 

"Oh. Oh, wow. Um, | don't know." Dave caught his boyfriend's eye. 

"What?" David asked. 

"Hore" 

David pulled his oven mitts off and took the phone. 

Mark repeated himself and David looked into his boyfriend's eyes. 

Silence fell over the warehouse like a fresh blanket of snow. 

David pulled the phone from his face and hissed at Dave, "I don't know what to do.” 


"Do whatever is in your heart, David. If you would like to talk to him, by all means, go ahead. If you don't want 
to, that's fine, too. Listen to your heart." Dave slid his hand across David's stomach. 


The older man pressed his hand over Dave's and held it there, against himself. 


"Mark, please tell him that l'm not going to speak to him but | wish him well and | hope he's feeling better. By 
the way, what did you send to him?" 


"Sent him a couple guitars and the extra cash. They tell me they have an old sixteen track tape machine he 


can use if he wants. He just has to pay for the tape and such." 


David smiled. "Good. That's good. | hope he does. Tell him | said that. Tell him | want him to. But I'm not going to 
talk to him." 


"Okay, David. | think that's a good decision. | will let him know." 

"Thank you, Mark. Happy Holidays." 

The bassist hung up the phone and put it down slowly. "Dave, do you mind if | just, um, can I." 

"Yeah, baby. Go ahead. Take all the time you need. I'll make sure everything down here is squared away." 

He smiled, took Dave's head in his hands and kissed his forehead. "Love you. Thanks." 

David slowly climbed the stairs and wandered into the loft to find himself standing in front of the Christmas 
tree. The gifts he had shared with Dave and the gifts Dave had given him still sat under it. Did he make the 
right decision? Would it have been okay to just talk to him for a minute? No. Not today of all days. Today was 
supposed to be a special day. A day for him and for Dave. 

Boris mewled at him and rubbed against his ankle. 

"Hey, Boris. Coming down off that high yet?" David asked and picked him up. Where's your brother?" 


The cat purred and rubbed his head against David's chin. Yes, he'd had made the right decision. 


Grinning, he set the cat back on the floor and turned to go back downstairs. Just as he hit the landing of the 


staircase and approached the kitchen, he heard Dave's voice. 
".| don't care. Why would you call me today of all days?" 


The older man paused and listened as Dave spoke. He had an idea of who he was talking to but didn't want to 


believe it. 
Until Dave said the name. "Look, Taylor, | don't want to talk about this. Please, not today, okay?" 


David felt his heart plummet. Why would he do that? On Christmas of all days? Why answer the phone to his 


ex? 


Chapter 4b 


Sitting on the stairs, he listened to the rest of the conversation, his heart aching. 
"| don't care," Dave continued. "And if you're gonna call at least have the courtesy of saying something nice." 
Another pause, the pain growing in David. Lifting a knee to his chest, he hugged it tight. 


"Don't you DARE fuckin’ call him that! Look, Taylor, | told you before; you call here, you email him, you say 


anything out of line, I'm having you arrested” 


Another pause and David felt the anger join his pain. He wanted answers. He'd turned down a call from 
Mustaine so that Christmas would be perfect. Yet, right below his feet, Dave was taking a call from his ex. 


Where was the justice? Or did Dave's moral compass just swing in a different direction to his own? 
What-fuckin'-ever, Taylor. You have NO right calling here today of all days. Happy Holidays." 


David heard the sound of something electronic slamming in to the bar, the dull plastic thud suddenly too loud. 
He heard Dave sigh and mutter something under his breath. He'd known that this wouldn't be an easy 
transition for them, that they would always have others watching over their shoulders, waiting for them to 
fuck up. That there would always be people clawing to get them back whether it was the media, old bands, or 
ex-partners. Still it hurt, hitting a raw nerve deep inside of him. All he wanted was to be happy, content. Part 
of David regretted ever going to Hollywood, ever chasing the fame. He should have stayed in Minnesota. Should 
have married some sweet girl and taken on the farm. But no, the lure of the bright lights and the music had 


been too much. Besides, if he hadn't gone, he'd have never have met Dave. 


Getting to his feet, he crept down the stairs and back in to the kitchen, desperately trying to hide the cold 
hurt which raced through him. Trying to distract himself, he began spooning the sauces in to pots, placing 
them on trays with the other condiments, ready to go on the tables. He didn't need to look up when someone 


else entered the kitchen The feeling of their presence was enough. 

"Why'd you do it?" David asked, another pot being dropped on to another tray. 

"Do what?" 

"Don't play dumb with me. Or have you forgotten that noise in the shop area carries up the stairs’ 
Desperately David tried to contain his anger, tried to keep it under wraps. But like the pots on the stove, it 
was beginning to bubble away. Still he refused to turn around, flinching away when hands touched him. Pushing 


the trays away, he began to work on the plates, counting them in to piles of five and putting them in the oven 


to warm. 


"Come on, tell me. Why'd you take a call from him?" 
"Because it's Christmas. Because he was a huge part of my past life. Because | wanted to." 


"You wanted to," David repeated. "I refused him because | wanted us to have a special day. But you go ahead 


and entertain a phone call from your ex." 


"David, | told you to do whatever was in your heart and that was your choice. | had a choice and | made it. It 
says nothing about how | feel about you." 


"Doesn't it? You could have refused to answer it." 
"| could have. But | didn't want to." 
"Because you still love him. You want him." 


Dave ran his hand through his hair and sighed. "Right, David. | still want him. Do you even listen to yourself 


sometimes? If | still wanted him, would | be here?" 
"Maybe it took coming here to realize how good you had it back there," the older man muttered. 
"David" 


"lts true, isn't it? You want to go back You want to go back!" David slammed down the utensils in his hands 


and lowered his head, tears stinging his eyes. 
"Come here, please." 
"No." 


The younger man rounded the work table. He stood in front David, reaching a hand toward him to grasp his 
shoulder. David shrunk back, never picking up his face to look at his boyfriend. 


"David, please. You know | will not hurt you." 
"If you're gonna leave, just go now." 

"l'm not going to leave." 

"Yes, you are." 


Dave attempted once more to touch David. He pulled away again. The younger man pressed his lips together in 
frustration He lunged toward David and wrapped his arms around him. David struggled and twisted and yelped. 


Dave stood firm, holding David in his arms. 


"Shh. Shh, David. | love you. | am not leaving you. Ever. | took the call simply to hear what he had to say, 
foolishly thinking it might be something civil and peaceful. It had absolutely nothing to do with you and how | 
feel about you. | love you very, very much." His voice dropped to a whisper as he ran his hand over the back 


of David's head, petting his hair. "I'm sorry that it hurt you but | promise | am not going anywhere." 
When he felt David's arms slip around his waist, he clutched the man even tighter. 


It was tough remembering that, for most of his adult life, David had been treated no better than an unwanted 
pet. He'd been told how to dress, who to speak to, what to do. His whole life had been dictated to him, a never 
ending cycle of psychotic abuse. To remember that he'd also had a partner who'd regularly walked out on him, 
choosing his bed partners at random, was another thing Dave was trying to keep in mind. David wasn't used to 
someone staying around for long and he suspected that the frequent outbursts of telling him to leave were 


more of a coping method than what the bassist really felt. 


Still he felt guilty as he watched David plaster on a smile and serve dinner to those from the shelter. Here 
were people with real needs, real problems, all similar to them. The persecuted and the rejected, kicked away 


because of something as simple as loving their own gender. 


David had hugged him. David had kissed him. But he could still feel a little coldness to his boyfriend's touch. He 
hated knowing that David was hurting, especially on what was supposed to be the most special day of the year. 


But they also both had people who'd been huge parts of the lives for a long time. People who couldn't be 
erased overnight. It was a catch-22 situation, one he hated finding himself in. 


Piling dirty pans beside the dish washer, he jumped when a hand gently stroked the small of his back Glancing 


over his shoulder, he found David, a small smile on the brunette's face, a plate of food clutched in the other 


hand. 

"Got your dinner." David's voice was soft. "Come on, lets go and eat" 

The brunette's hand took his, and Dave allowed himself to be lead from the kitchen and in to the shop. All the 
tables were full, people eating and chattering. There were two spaces at a table in the corner, David's meal 
already there. 

Placing the plate beside his own, David sat down, smiling at the two men who sat across from them. Both were 
painfully thin, eyes dark with bruises, skin pale and gaunt. He'd never thought he'd see anyone like that in 
America. Not in the land of the free and the home of the brave. 


"Dave, this is Bill and Simon" 


He was happy when Dave shook their hands, their earlier argument seeming to have been forgotten. Still, once 


dinner was over and everyone had gone, he knew he needed to have a real heart to heart with him, get all of 


his fears and anxieties out. He'd promised to keep nothing a secret. 
"How's it going at the shelter?" David asked. 


The younger of the two, Bill, nodded, hiding behind a fringe of raggy brown hair. His fingernails were filthy, skin 
etched with grime, and it broke his heart. 


"s alright," Simon eventually chimed in "We got there yesterday. 
"Yesterday?!" 

The older, with dirty blonde hair tied in to his neck, nodded. "Yeah 
"How long have you been out there for?" Dave asked 

"Since March” 

Fuck." 


The boy nodded. Neither of them looked like they were out of their teens, both kicked aside because they were 
gay. 


David nodded to the plates. "Eat up. There's plenty more where that came from." 
As soon as both boys' plates were empty, David hopped up. "More? Let me get you more." 


"This place is really cool. We heard about it opening and about you and Mr. Ellefson, we were pretty psyched. 
Passed by a couple times but couldn't really..well, we don't have ..” 


The other picked up where his boyfriend dropped off. Dave could see him swing an arm around the boy's back. 
"But when Roger mentioned that we could come by today, we both got really excited. It's really an honor to 
meet you. Thank you." 


The singer pulled at his mustache with nervous fingers as he looked on the boys with sadness and compassion. 
"What happened?" he blurted out in a low voice. 

"We, um, we got kicked out of high school, our senior year, kicked out because we decided we wanted to go to 
prom together. And when we got kicked out of school, his parents kicked him out. My parents wouldn't allow 


him to come live with us so | left with him. How could | stay at home, all warm and toasty and well fed while 


he was out in the street?" 


Dave watched as the boys gazed at each other. Simon began to lean into his boyfriend, who blushed and 


coughed nervously. 
David returned with two heaping plates of food and two slices of cheesecake. 
"Eat all you want. There is really plenty more and whatever you don't eat now is going back with you." 


As the boys dug in once more, a hand crept along the table until it covered David's. The men met each other's 


gaze. 
‘Love you," Dave whispered. 
"Love you more." David grinned. 


And then they weren't shy about kissing before all of these people. Simon and Bill watched and then smiled at 


each other, knees bumping underneath the table. 
After all the food was packed up to be taken away, some people begged and pleaded for Dave and David to play 
for them. Never one to shy away from stage time, Dave picked up his acoustic and sang a handful of songs 


while David begged off. He chose, instead, to slink into a corner to have a conversation with Roger. 


"Know anything about those two?" He nodded toward the two younger boys who were just enthralled with 
watching Dave play. 


"Seems they just ran out of friends and relatives who had an extra room, extra couch and they got busted 
for panhandling in the park about two weeks ago. A friend of mine downtown gave me a call. | went down and 
picked them up, brought them back with me. Smart kids and really, really devoted to each other." 

"How long can they stay with you?" 

"However long they want. | suspect after the winter, they'll take off, looking for something better." 

David nodded. 

| see the wheels turning, Ellefson. What are you thinking?" 

"We'll see. Please make sure to tell them, any of them, that they are always welcome here for a coffee or tea 


and a treat at anytime. | don't care if they have money or not. Anytime they need to come somewhere warm 


and have something to eat, | want to see them here." 


It was after ten when two very weary men climbed the stairs together. The younger of the two flopped onto 


the bed and yawned. The older of the two began pulling his clothes off. 
"Dave, can we talk?" 

"Course we can What's on your mind, love?" 

"Im sorry about before" 

"You dont need fo apologize. | hurt you by taking Taylor's call and | didn't mean to’ 


"No, | know. | just need to start trusting you when you say you love me and want to be here with me. | just.. 


am afraid, still, that it could all end one day." 
"Could, yeah. But it won't be because | want to leave you and go back to California. | promise you that.” 
David smiled as he climbed on top of his lover and straddled his hips. "You have entirely too much clothing on 


Clothes were shed, hands and mouths wandering. It was slow and sensual, soft groans filling the air. The 


perfect end to the nearly perfect day. 


Chapter 47 


The following day dawned bright, the sun bouncing from freshly fallen snow. Sipping a coffee, David sat in the 
window, watching the world wake up. Cars slowly drove by, people walking to see loved ones or, heaven forbid, 
return to work. It was something he hated about the modern world where everything, even the convenience 
store, had to be open every day of the year. Couldn't people have even one day off without someone 


complaining? 


Headphones rested over his ears, music softly playing. A smile spread and a tear welled up as John Denver 


came through his playlist. 


"So kiss me and smile for me. 
Tell me that you'll wait for me. 


Hold me like you'll never let me go." 
The song brought a lump to his throat. "Never leave," he murmured. 


Thoughts of Christmas Day cycled through his mind. The happiness, the joy, and his own insecurities. Damn 
them. Would they ever leave? Or would Dave eventually get sick of his bitching and go of his own accord? He 
knew that the younger man's words were true; that he would never leave. 


He didn’t realise he was singing until the headphones were slipped from his ears, a sultry voice joining his own. 


"There's so many times I've let you down, 

So many times I've played around. 

| tell you now, they don't mean a thing, 

Every place | go, I'll think of you. 

Every song | sing, I'll sing for you, 

When | come back, I'll bring your wedding ring.” 


Smiling, he wrapped an arm around Dave's waist, pulling the younger man in to the window with him. The music 
could just be heard piping from around his neck as Dave settled against him, back against David's chest, head 
under his chin. Smiling, he combed his fingers through the waves of dark hair, the ghosts of their reflections 
just visible in the window. Wrapping his arms around his boyfriend's neck, David pressed a kiss to the top of 
his head. 


Peace. This was what it felt like to be peaceful. To not be worrying. To not be running. To not be wondering 
when he'd have to duck away from another fist. 


Closing his eyes, he breathed deeply, inhaling the scent of the man he held in his arms, one hand slipping to 


rest over Dave's heart. 


The farm house was decorated in its usual glorious way. As well as a Christmas tree in the hallway, there was 
in the front room. Everything was traditional, red and gold, while Christmas music played from the radio. The 
smell of cooking instantly caught Dave's nose. Damn, the Ellefsons knew how to do Christmas. 

The house was full, too, of extended family. Food was plated and people milled in and out of the kitchen, 
laughing, telling each other stories of their children, their jobs, their lives from the previous year since they'd 
seen each other gathered like this. 

David's cousin Deena grinned at him as she ushered her young children into the kitchen 

"David." 

"Deena." 

"That's Deena?!" Dave hissed. 

“Shut up!" 


"No, man. It is too bad you're related to her and gay. She's gorgeous, dude." 


"Gorgeously straight and married. Her husband, Tracy, is a sportscaster in the city. Can get us into any games 


if you're ever interested" 

‘Not much of a sports guy, if you can't tell” 

"True. You are gay after all" 

"Gay guys can't be into sports?" Dave asked with a defiant lift to his chin. 


"Nope. We're supposed to be into Broadway and fashion and interior decorating. Don't you read the fucking 


manual?" 
"Nope. Ikea furniture, remember?" 

"Oh, right" 

When it was gift time, Francis corralled everybody into the family room and one of the kids began to hand out 
gifts. He handed Dave a large, flat, rectangular gift that was clearly a framed photo. He leaned it against his 


drawn up knees as he sat on the floor between David's legs. 


"What is this?" 


"Beats me, looks like it's from my Mom." 

"Uh huh. Act like you don't know. You, beloved, are a terrible liar." 

Another small gift wrapped box was handed to him, from Elliot. David also had one from his mother and one 
from his brother. They remained wrapped while the adults watched the children rip into their presents and 
soon, balls of wrapping paper were being batted around the room like beach balls at a concert. Dave took it all 
in with a smile on his face. He even whooped and hollered when the paper beach balls made their way toward 
him. It didn't matter a single bit that he was only meeting some of David's family for the first time that day. 
As far as they were concerned, he was part of the family and they welcomed him with grace and kindness. 
"Dave, dear, open your gifts," Francis called to him from across the room. 

"Francis, did you let your son talk you into something here that you know is going to get you in trouble?" 


"Might have." She grinned. 


Peeling away the paper from the frame, Dave turned it around to find an enlarged photo of him in his very 
ugly, very blonde early twenties. 


"| could have guessed. Ugh, | look awful.” 

"Aw, you look adorable. Look at the clueless little grunger!" David teased. "That's going up in the shop 
‘Like hell it is. Unless yours goes up there, also. Along with leaving the one in the bedroom up." 

"Babe, it's been up for three months and | haven't said a thing about it" 

"| think that's because, secretly, you love looking at yourself" 


"You're right," David lowered his voice to a low hiss in his lover's ear. "| really love it when I'm riding your cock 
and | look up and see a photo of myself from thirty years ago, staring down at both of us." 


Leaning back, Dave grinned and hissed, "And you know it's Hunk of the Month you I'm thinking of when we're 
you're riding my cock, right?" 


David's jaw dropped in mock shock and he swatted the side of his boyfriend's head. "I knew it!" he whispered. "| 
always knew it! That's it, tomorrow you're getting surrendered and I'm going to find that younger, hotter 
model. Perhaps that one." He pointed to the framed photo in Dave's lap. 


"You'd screw that?" He raised an eyebrow. 


‘Oh, hell yes. I'd teach him a few things. Break him in" 


He watched as a blush touched Dave's cheeks. Chuckling softly, he gently brushed the dark hair away from his 
eyes. "Open Elliot's.” 


"Did you have a hand in this too?" 
"Hand on heart, absolutely not. Although | may have made suggestions." 
"Oh, crap." 


The gold gift wrap was carefully peeled away, a box lying inside. Opening it, he looked up and frowned at Elliot. 
"Keys. Really now?" 


David's brother laughed and shuffled across the room. Hooking out each set of keys, he showed Dave the tags 
which were attached to them. 


"Barn, chicken shed, feed store, house, tractor, combine, off-road. And this one." Elliot held up a key which had 
been cut from red and green metal, a mischievous glint in his eyes. "Is to both of yours favourite building on 
the entire farm." 

Groaning, David pinched the bridge of his nose and lowered his head to his knees, knowing that the key was for 
the hay barn. He heard his brother continue, "Thought you might want them so you can get away up here 
whenever you want. Would be good to see you around again" 

"Thanks," Dave replied. "That's a cool idea" 

"David," his mother called. "Why don't you open yours?" 

"Do | want to?" He refused to lift his head, voice muffled. 

"Yes, you do." 

Sighing, he sat up, scowling at the glint in his boyfriend's eyes. "Did you help with these?" he hissed. 

"Oh no, your mother and brother know you too well. | didn't have to say a thing." 

David unwrapped his mother's gift first and right on top of the box was a gift card to Ikea. 


"Oh, ha ha, Mom. Very funny!" 


"Keep going." She said with a laugh. "Dave, | don't know how much David's told you about his father. When he 
was alive, Gordon loved playing chess. He taught the boys to play when they were both quite young. It 


never.well, it never seemed like something David had a good opponent for until now." An obvious reference to 


the redhead. "So | thought he might want to have a chess set his father made several years ago." 


David dug underneath the tissue to reveal a wooden board with the squares etched out and stained. Under 


that, in a wooden box, sat each piece, carved and painted, in its own little slot in the box. 

‘Mom.l..| remember this. Elliot, remember this? Daddy spent months on it downstairs in his workshop. | used to 
sit and watch him work. He even let me paint the eyes on some of the pieces." David choked on his words and 
finally looked up at his mother, who was beaming at him. 

"Enjoy it, baby." 

David pulled the king out of its slot and handed it to Dave. "Play with me sometime?" 


"Love to" 


Inside Elliot's box, were several new cookie cutters. All music related Guitars and drums, a saxophone, a grand 


piano, a music note, a double note. 

| made them," Elliot told his little brother. 

"They're awesome, Elliot, thanks you. Except this one.” And David held up a V-shaped guitar. 
"Sorry. My idea of a sick joke, | guess." 

David grinned. "Of course." 


In the car on the ride home, David was quiet. He wasn't even humming along to the radio, appearing to be lost 


in thought. 

"What are you thinking about over there, baby?" 

"Those kids we met yesterday. Pretty shitty story, right?" 

"Yeah." 

"| got an idea" 

"You want them to come and work in the shop after you make Jamie a manager, don't you?" 
David stared at his boyfriend. "How did you know?" 


"Because," Dave picked up his hand and kissed his fingertips. "| know you." 


"Bad idea?" 


"No. Maybe you want to find out more about them first, though. Just want to make sure they're 
trustworthy.” 


David nodded. "| can agree with that." 


At home, David fed the cats and turned off all the lights before finding Dave curled up in bed, waiting for him. 
He shed his clothes and hurried under the thick blankets, snuggling into his boyfriend. 


"Did you have a good Christmas?" the younger man asked. 
"I had the best Christmas ever. Thank you." 


"No, thank you. This feeling of warmth and love and closeness is exactly what | needed for a lot of years. I'm 


so lucky to find it in you" 


Fresh Pots reopened the day after New Years. David was baking when he heard the door open. 


"James? You back?" he called. He expected her around seven so it was no surprise to hear the door open at 


6:45. 

"Yeah, it's me." 

"Come in here. Tell me all about your time off" 

She appeared in the door way with a smile on her face. 
"Uh oh. Something's wrong, isn't it?" 

"Why?" 

"You're smiling.” 

"So?" 

"Oh. Oh, no. Okay, were you with him the entire week?" 


"Might have been" She grinned and turned to walk away. 


"Get back here! Details, | want them now!" 


While they prepared the shop, Jamie told him about her Christmas. It made David smile, hearing it. At least 


someone else had had a good time. 
Sliding some raisin cookies into the bar's container, David looked at her. "lve got a proposal for you." 


‘I'm not marrying you so you can stay in the country." She looked up and gave him a wry smile. "Sorry, you're 


not my type and I'm not that desperate for the money.” 


David felt his own smile widen. "Well, thats a shame." Filling the hopper of the grinder with coffee beans, he 


started it, grinding enough for the drip coffee. "No, | was wondering if you wanted a manager's position here." 
"WHAT?!" Her eyes were wide. 

David dumped a load of fresh grounds in to the drip machine and started it. "Yeah. I've got stuff | need to do. 
And ADD-boy upstairs brought me a two week vacation somewhere fancy and warm. So | need someone to 
look after the place while I'm gone. We've got a couple of extra pairs of hands lined up to help you." He 
shrugged. "So what do you think?" 

She looked at him, shoulders rising and falling. 

"They'll be more money in it for you," he added. 

"Because it's you, I'll do it" She patted his shoulder. 

"Thanks, Jamie. | appreciate it." 


"So a vacation, huh? That must have cost what? A whole day's wages for you guys?" 


Lining up two mugs on the bar, David cocked his head and listened. Hearing footsteps upstairs, he added 


another one to the line and began pouring in coffee. 


"Made a deal with him. He can blow huge amounts of cash but only if its on me." David grinned and held one of 


the mugs behind himself. It only took a second before it was snatched from his fingers and he grinned over his 
shoulder. "Isn't that right, dear?" 


Chapter 48 


Later in the week, Roger brought Simon and Bill around again. The three of them sat down with David for 


coffee and treats. 

"How would you guys feel about some part time work? The place has really been doing well and initially, it was 
just me and Jamie. Now, with it doing so well, I've promoted Jamie and | could just an extra pair of hands for 
both the mornings and at night. The problem is that you would rarely get to work together. | know it's 
important for you to have time together and | don't want to infringe on that but if you're willing, I've got work 


for you.” 


The younger men looked at each other. "And could we stay at the shelter until we've saved enough to get a 


place of our own?" 
"Of course," Roger replied 
"How many hours a week? What is the pay like?" 


David smiled at their bright eyes and happy faces. He went on to explain what he come up with. "And if | can 
teach one of you to bake, there's more money in it for you there." 


"| like baking and cooking,” Simon replied in a soft voice. 


"Cool! So you want to meet Jamie? She's kind of mean but if you butter her up, tell her she's pretty and 
maybe pay her, she'll be nice to you. That's what | had to do." 


| can hear youl" Jamie barked from behind the bar. 

"See?" 

The boys giggled and then one of them asked, "Where is Mr. Grohl?" 

"First of all, kid," Dave said loudly as he rounded the corner from the hallway. "My name is Dave. That's David. 
Dispense with the misters. Nobody calls me Mr. Grohl except him when he's mad at me. And second of all, 
either one of you play anything?" 

"I know how to play piano,” Bill offered 


"We don't have a piano. David, why don't we have a piano?" 


"Because we ran out of space and nobody's ever asked for one before." 


"We'll have to fix that. Have you met Marmaduke?" 


David rolled his eyes. "Just humor him," he hissed as he watched Dave cross the shop and teach for his 


precious ceramic canine. 

And then it was the Dave show. He kidnapped the boys and showed them around. Starting with the stage where 
he slipped onto his drum throne and showed off for fifteen minutes. Then he moved on to the kitchen, where 
he spoke a mile a minute about the Almond Joy recipe. And complained to David that he hadn't made them in a 
couple days. David trailed behind with Roger. 

"He always like this?" Roger asked at one point. 

"This, sadly, is nothing." 


"Hey, | wanted to take a second and apologize to you about Greg. | didn't realize he was like that.” 


"You're not his keeper, are you? How would you know? Don't worry. Not your fault. And it was taken care of. | 


don't expect him to show up again" 


"So tell me what we're doing again?" David asked as he was ushered into the van. 
"Shopping," his boyfriend replied. 

"For what?" 

"Piano. Or maybe electric keyboard. Depends on what we find." 

"You're serious?" 


"Yeah." Dave gave him a blank stare. "Makes sense. | can play it, you can play it. The kid can play. Anybody else 
who wants to have a go. And it'll be a great addition for jam nights." 


"You kill me. You really, really kill me." 
Dave grinned his big, goofy grin and leaned toward his boyfriend. "Oh, but you love me." And then stole a kiss. 


They trawled every music store in Minneapolis, David's response to each one being with "No", or "Meh". Sitting 
in the window of a Starbucks, David scrolled through Google. 


"Found anything?” A mug was placed in front of him. 


"Steinway," he replied. “That's what we need. If we're going to do it properly we need a proper grand piano. Not 


some cheap crap. 
"Okayyyy" Dave sat opposite him. "And you realise those cost a bunch of money, right?" 
David grinned. "Oh, | know how much they cost. Used to have one" 

"What happened to it?" 

"Three guesses. You'll only need one" 


Sighing, Dave took a drink of the coffee and nearly hacked up a lung. "This stuffs awful!" 


David's grin just widened. "Ours is so much better. We really should have gone to the mom and pop place 
across the road. Support local businesses and such. Hmmm." Picking up the phone again, he hit the search bar 
and began looking. "Yeah, they have a project for supporting local business. But doesn't look like it's huge." He 
sighed and put the phone down, fingers sliding along the rim of his mug. "Maybe we should go and talk to the 
chamber of commerce, see if we can really get something going.” 


Head against the window, Dave watched the traffic go by. "Yeah," he mused. "Sounds good. Get everyone 
working together.” He smiled. "Like a good band." 


"Exactly!" David dared to taste his own coffee. "Yeah, ours is better. Much, much better." 
"You know, | never thought I'd hear you say that, you ex-Starbucks junkie." 


"Well, what was | to know." David shrugged. "I was blind. | couldn't see. | thought they did the best coffee in the 


world. Obviously | was wrong." 


In the end, Dave called Steinway and ordered a baby grand. It would sit to the opposite side of the stage. The 
look of joy on David's face was worth the six hours they'd trudged from shop to shop. The thank you present 


he received in the shower was even better. 


It was gone midnight. Candles flickered on the tables and the blinds were still up. The shop was empty, the 
orange streetlights bouncing off the snow. Sitting on the bar, a pad and pen beside him, David quietly played his 
acoustic bass. Ideas rolled around his head. Ideas for songs. For an album. For the first real thing he'd ever 


wanted to record. 


It was after three when David saw the light in the stairwell flick on. He was just pouring coffee number four 


when his boyfriend appeared in the doorway with a fantastic case of bedhead and David's Bite Me pants pulled 


on 
"Darling, it's so late. Are you okay?" 

I'm fine. Just had these ideas pestering me to get out. Come here." 

Dave yawned as he shuffled across the floor. David invited him into his lap with a tilt of his head and a hand 
patting his thigh. When the younger man sat down on his thighs, David put the guitar in his lap and wrapped 


his arms around Dave. 


"Watch." He whispered and started to pluck out a few slow, aching chords. In a moment, he began to hum out a 


melody over top the chords. 

"| see where you're going,” the singer mumbled and lifted his hands to touch the guitar. 

"Nuh uh. Just listen," his lover breathed against his neck. 

Dave let his head fall back against David's shoulder as his eyes slowly closed. "Its beautiful." 

"Just like you." 

"Come to bed" 

"What's in it for me?" David laughed softly. His breath tickling across Dave's cheek 

The younger man took the guitar from David's hands and laid it on the bar. He turned around and straddled 
David's thighs, wrapping his arms around the man's neck. Their noses pressed together, Dave grinned. "I am. | 
am in it for you. | want those fingers dancing over me the way they danced over that guitar." And then he 


pressed his lips against David's, kissing him slowly. 


David's hands slid into the back of the flannel pants and squeezed the tender flesh of the dark haired man's 


Oss. 


"Forget the bed. Let's do it right here." Dave grinned as his hands traveled down David's chest to grip the hem 
of his shirt and pull it over his head 


One of the older man's hands snaked around the front of the pants and dove inside, finding Dave's cock and 
giving it a gentle tug. The younger man's fingers swiftly unbuckled David's belt and popped open the button 
Mouths returned to each other while tongues playfully twisted and wrestled. 


Fingers danced over bodies, legs twining around the others. Arching against the warm, wooden bar David 


groaned and reached beneath it. His hand patted around until he found what he was looking for and, with the 


press of a button, the blinds came down, shutting them away from the world. 

"Sorry," was panted in his ear. 

"No worries." He pulled Dave's mouth back to his. "Not your fault | like to watch the world go by at 3am." 
Warm lips moved and suckled his throat, leaving warm, red marks in their wake. They moved lower, dark hair 
trailing over his winter pale skin, pressing kisses to his chest and stomach. Growling, he brushed his hands 
over Dave's hair, clasping the back of his head and encouraging him lower. 

"I love you," he murmured. "Love you so fuckin’ much." 

Teeth scrapping over his hip was his reply and he gave a low grunt, one leg tightening around his lover. Lips 
found his cock, wrapping gently around the head as dark eyes gazed up at him. David's hands became delicate, 
reaching down to gently stroke over his boyfriend's head and cheek. With a soft snuffle, he rocked his hips, 
encouraging the other to take him deeper, suck him harder. His wish wasn't granted, Dave sitting back on his 
heels with a smirk. 


"Why you stop?" David pouted. 


"Come here." The singer stood and, as he did, pushed his pants all the way down and off. Leaving them in a 
puddle on the floor, he walked slowly toward the piano. 


"Dave, no!" David yelled at him but followed him anyway, curious to see what sort of dirty deed his lover had 


in mind. 

"David, yes," he purred as he pulled himself up and sat on the closed, glossy top of the baby grand. 

"This is wrong," David murmured. 

"But oh, so fucking right. Come here." Dave reached out and clasped a hand around David's elbow and pulled him 
to stand between his knees. He gently cupped the older man's face as he lowered his head to meet him in a 
kiss. He shivered when he felt David's fingers wrap around his cock and stroke it slowly. 

David pulled his lips away from Dave and gave him a cheeky grin as he stooped a bit and bent his head to take 


Dave in his mouth. The singer tangled his fingers into David's hair as he leaned back, placing the other palm 


flat behind him on the piano. 


Arms nudged his knees farther apart as hands urged him closer to the edge of the piano. And he knew exactly 
why. Falling back so that he was laying on the piano now, Dave gasped in pleasure when he felt David's tongue 


lap against his entrance. A strong fist replaced the warm wet mouth that was around his cock. 


"Oh, fuck, baby! Yes!" 


Sprawled across their piano, his boyfriend was a sight to behold, all long limbs and tight skin. Teasing Dave with 
his tongue, David slid his free hand along the swell of the younger man's thigh, nails scraping along his skin and 
leaving red raw lines in their wake. A hiss fell from Dave's lips followed by a quiet, "Fuck me." 

Teasingly slow, David took care of the dark haired man, fingers exploring, and stretching, and preparing. When 
he was finally happy, he gave Dave's cock one last, long stroke and pulled himself up onto the piano. It was 
small, it would be cramped, but they'd make it work. 

Kissing his boyfriend, David hissed, "You want this?" 


Dark eyes were still closed, head thrown back, breath coming in small pants. Somewhere, in the heady bliss, 
Dave managed to nod. 


"Really want it?" Another kiss, slightly rougher. Gently he tugged on Dave's hair, exposing his throat. Running 
his tongue over the beautiful, exposed skin, David tugged at his earlobe. 


"Really want it" It came out as one, long, breathy hiss. 

Tapping Dave's ankle, he murmured, "Pull your knees up for me, sweetheart." 

Long legs moved, muscles straining and, for a moment, David took a moment to admire what lay before him. 
Other than his chest rising and falling, the younger man lay completely still, one hand resting on his chest, hair 
almost invisible against the varnished black wood. Sliding closer, David gently eased himself in to his boyfriend, 
watching as his mouth opened in a quiet gasp. Slipping a hand between Dave's head and the piano, he gave him 
a tiny kiss. 

"Okay?" 

Dark eyes opened, Dave's chest rising and falling as he panted. "Always okay with you." 

David smiled and gave him another kiss. "Good." 

With slow, shallow strokes, he teased his lover, enjoying the way he whined and wiggled. 

"David, please!" 

"What, lover? 


"Fuck me, please!" 


"Eh eh," David clucked. "We don't fuck, we make love." 


"Well, then make love to me real fucking fast and hard," Dave growled as he took a firm handful of David's 
thick, honey colored hair. 


As David increased his rhythm and drove into Dave harder, the piano began to creak and inch across the floor. 
"Did you forget to put the brakes on the wheels?" Dave giggled. 


When the older man stopped to ponder that, Dave laughed a little harder and pulled David back down on top of 


him, wrapping his arms around his neck, and kissed him. 


By the time David finished and collapsed onto his boyfriend's chest, the piano, and the pair on top of it, had 


danced a good three feet across the floor. 


"I think you could say we broke in the piano," Dave whispered and pressed a kiss to David's temple. "Love you, 


baby." 


Chapter 49 


The younger man was sitting at a table by Marmaduke, reading his email on the laptop when a loud, confused, 
"Huh?" tumbled from his lips. 


"What is it, Mr. Grohl?" Bill bounded across to him and put another mug of coffee, just the way he took it, 
next to his outstretched hand as it rested on the table. 


"Call me Dave." He shot the boy a glance from over his wire frames. "And | just got an invitation to the 


Grammys next month. They want to give Foo Fighters a .lifetime achievement award?" 

David was in the kitchen, baking up a storm. No longer were the batch he made in the morning enough to 
suffice the hungry hoarded. They demand more, and they wanted them fresh. He couldn't wait to get one of 
the boys cooking. There'd also been moaning that he hadn't been making enough of the Almond Joy cookies. The 
moaning mainly came from Dave who had spent many a disgruntled hour staring between the empty cookie 


cabinet and David, as though willing him to go and make more. Today he was going to make an extra big batch 


and make sure he laid aside a few for the dark haired sugar monster. 
"David?" 

"Yeah?" He looked up to see Jamie leaning against the kitchen door. 
"Can | talk to you?" 


He pushed aside the utensils he'd got out and patted the work surface. Pulling himself up he waited until she 
was sitting beside him. 


“sup short stuff?" 

A fist hit him in the side. "Asshole." 

"Yeah, you know it. What's up?" 

She sighed and stared at the floor, hands balled in to fists. Whatever it was, it wasn't a laughing matter. 
"Look," she began before sighing again. "This is tough shit to talk about" 

‘Its okay, you don't have to talk about 

"Yeah, | do. There's a couple of things. First, | was wondering when | could start the manager's job." 


"Soon" 


"Good" She nodded. 

"Why?" 

Another sigh. "Dad lost his job. | need more money." 
"If you ever need money, we'll loan it to you." 

"Na-ah. l'm not taking any loans." 

"Fine, I'll give it to you." 

She snorted. "No way am | being dependent on a man." 


Smiling, he draped an arm around her shoulder. For once she didn't pull away, instead resting his head on her 


shoulder. 
"We'll get you sorted. What else is bothering you, James?" 
"This." 


She pulled out her phone and tapped the screen a few times. Bringing up a music website, she showed it to 


him. David nearly baulked at the headline. 

Foo Fighters Taylor Hawkins Seen Visiting Megadeths Dave Mustaine Behind Bars. 

"Looks like blonde roast fancies himself a bit of ginger" 

"Or they're up to something," David murmured. 

"DAVID!" The voice sounded excited. 

Jamie went to put her phone away but David stopped her. No more secrets. No more hiding anything. Dave 
bounded in to the kitchen, all smiles and holding his hair out of his face. He bounced from one foot to the 
other. 


"Lifetime Achievement Award! For Foo Fighters!" His boyfriend almost sang it. 


David felt a wave of happiness spill over him and he grinned. "What the hell for?! You guys were only going for 
like eighteen or nineteen years. What have you achieved in that time, huh?!" 


"Hey! A damn sight more than Megadeth did in their thirty years." 


Still grinning, David shrugged. "Check mate. Awwww"" He slid from the work surface and wrapped his arms 
around his boyfriend's waist, hugging him tight. The news washed away what he'd just read, a sliver of hope in 
another dark period. "I'm so proud of you! So fuckin’ proud!" 

"Yeah, you might be," Jamie said. "Still think he needs to see it. No secrets and no bullshit, right, David?" 
David nodded, a lump in throat. "Straight up." 

"See what?" Dave looked up, the smile falling. 

Jamie tossed her phone to him. "This." 

"l'm not surprised,” was all the dark haired man said before returning Jamie her phone. 

"You're not?" 

"Nope. Just another angle." 

‘ls he ever just going to stop, Dave?" 

"Eventually. But this means nothing, David. Do you understand?" 

"I know. | just wonder why." 


"He thinks it will make me jealous. Said as much last time | talked to him at Christmas. Remember?" 


"Of course | remember!" David laughed. It felt good to laugh about it now. Felt good to not let this news tear 


his world apart. If Dave wasn't concerned, then neither was David. 

Bill and Simon both appeared in the doorway. "What is all the noise?" 

"My ex is visiting David's ex in prison," Dave said with a little snicker. 

"WHAT?!" 

"Simon, stay here. Dave, let me have a word?" 

"David, no!" Jamie yelled at him, knowing full well she was going to be the subject of their conversation. 
The older man took his boyfriend's hand and pulled him into the garage. 


"Two things. One, Jamie's new salary is retro to the first of the year. And two, are you going to LA for the 


Grammys?" 

"Okay and ro 

"No???" 

"No. WE are going to LA for the Grammys. 

Wo 

"Yes, we. | want to parade you up and down the red carpet as my arm candy" 
The older man grinned. "Guess | better find a dress" 


"| like strapless. Something with cleavage and a big slit right up the front so | can see your balls." And he 
gently groped David before he kissed him. "Hey, Jamie okay?" 


"No. She needs some extra cash. Chris knocked her up." 
"WHAT???" 


David laughed. "Just kidding” And then he gave Dave a smack on his ass. "Gotta show Simon some recipes." 


The owner of the coffee house very slowly, very reluctantly handed over the reins to Jamie and Simon turned 
out to be a really fast learner and a damn good baker. So for the first time since the shop opened, David did 
not set his alarm. He woke up naturally, from the sunlight beaming into the window. Dave was curled against 
his back, snoring softly, one arm draped over his hip. David slid out from under his boyfriend and shoved his 
feet into his bunny slippers and pulled on a flannel robe. 


He padded into the kitchen to start their own coffee machine. Back in the bedroom, he put two mugs of coffee 
on the bedside table and then pounced on his slumbering boyfriend. No idea what got into him, but he went 
right for the soft, supple flesh of Dave's shoulder and sank his teeth in. 

"OW!" the younger man howled, 

David giggled. 


"You beast! What are you doing back there?" 


"Waking you up?" 


"Brat! Get over here." Dave reached behind him and grabbed his lover's arm. He pulled him down onto the bed 
beside him and proceeded to bite David's flank, causing him to giggle harder and wiggle. 


An hour later, Dave limped his way downstairs, rubbing the red bite marks on his neck. 


"Good morning, Dave!" Bill greeted him with a big smile. "How are you? Why are you limping? Are you hurt? 


Want a coffee? Maybe one of Simon's new cinnamon Grohls. Get it?" 
"Easy, tiger," Dave groaned. "You always this peppy in the morning?" 


"Yeah, sometimes. Especially when | get to come here to work. | been working on something on the piano. Want 
to hear it?" 


"Sure, kid. Sure, go ahead." 


The kid sure could play and Dave watched him, chin resting in one hand. Whatever he'd been cooking up was 


beautiful 

"So what do you call it?" he asked when Bill had finshed 

"The Ballard of Fresh Pots.” 

"Hs good, real good. | like it" 

The boy's face lit up. "Really?!" 

"Yeah" Dave smiled. "You've got talent. Keep working on it. Next thing you know we'll be selling your CD's here 
"Woah! That would be so cool!” A hand was laid on his shoulder, fingers closing around it. 


"We'll see about making it happen" Suddenly he was becoming a little comfortable with the way Bill was acting. 
It was more than about the music but he couldn't put his finger on it. 


Standing, Dave stretched. "Anyway, | better get on with some work Trust me, you don't want to be on the 


receiving end of crap from him in the kitchen" 


With a wink, he was gone, winding among the tables of people. Some looked up and greeted him. Many kept their 
heads down, drinking coffee and reading, or working, or thinking. It made him proud that David and himself had 
become a part of the community. That they could walk around unhindered, not being stopped every five 
seconds for photos and autographs. Not that he minded, but he'd kind of wanted this new life to be as normal 
as possible. 


David was, as usual, locked in the kitchen The demand for cakes and cookies was through the roof, people 


coming from far and wide to taste them. Swiping a cookie from a cooling rack, Dave pulled himself on the work 


surface. The older man gave him a glare and snapped his fingers, pointing to the floor. 

"That cookie's gonna cost you." There was a fun glint in David's eyes, a smile just twitching the corner of his 
lips. "See all that stuff in the sink? The stuff which can't go in the washer? Get on it. | ain't having you sitting 
around all day, young man" 

Rolling his eyes, he stuffed the rest of the cookie into his mouth and slid back to the floor. 


"And don't roll your eyes at me!" David laughed. "Get washing!" 


Just as the dark haired man reached for a towel to dry the things he had washed, another hand closed on it 
and pulled it away. 


| can get that," Bill with the ever sparkling grin on his face. 
"It's fine. | got it. You should be out front anyway." 

‘It's really slow. Jamie can handle it. | want to help." 

Dave shrugged and gave him a quick smile. 


"So you really think I'm good? That means so much coming from you. You don't know how much | look up to 


you." 


"Yeah, kid. You're good. Just keep working at it. Keep writing." Dave understood now. The kid thought he might 
get him connections, get him into the business. "But you know, I'm kind of retired now, right? | don't really want 
to get into that stuff anymore.” 

"Oh yeah, | know. | get it. You did it for what? Twenty-five years? Now you just want to settle down and have 
a simple life. | totally get that. | think that it's really sweet” At the word ‘sweet’, Bill gently snapped the towel 
across the older man's ass, causing him to yelp in surprise. 


"Bill" David called him from the doorway. "Jamie needs you up front. Now." 


The boy quickly dropped the towel and scampered away. David approached the sink and picked the towel up, 
waiting for the next clean item from Dave to dry. 


"He's flirting with you. You have to put a stop to it” 
"He is not. He's just a little amped up because | told him his stuff was good." 


"Trust me. He is flirting with you. | want you to tell him to stop." 


‘lm not going to have this conversation with you. He's not flirting with me and if | tell him to stop, it's only 


going to embarrass him. And me." 


"Oh, but forget about embarrassing me? You don't think | find it embarrassing that my boyfriend is 


entertaining a kid?" 


"Entertaining him? David, come on. He asked me to listen to a piece he wrote. It was good. | told him it was 


good. That's all." 


"So he snaps your ass with a towel in response?" David gave his boyfriend a glare, shook his head and walked 


away. 


David's prissiness was really beginning to grate on him. It was irritating and annoying and beginning to lose its 
sheen. Once it could easily be explained away. Now it was happening far more frequently. He could understand 
David feeling threatened by others being around them. But still. How many times did he have to reassure the 
brunette that he wasn't going anywhere? What would it take? A full blown proposal? Or one of them walking 


out? 


Leaning against the counter, Dave stared at the white tiled wall. His eyes focused on the "Please Wash Your 
Hands" sign and a spike hit his heart. Was that it would come down to? One of them washing themselves of the 
other forever? He didn't want it to happen, he'd worked too hard to keep David by his side. Worked too hard to 
build a brand new life. Yet still David's past reared its ugly head, always babbling away in the back of his skull. 


Kicking himself away from work surface, he walked through the coffee shop, ignoring everyone who was looking 
at him, and made straight for the garage. It may have still been the middle of winter. Didn't mean he couldn't 


take one of the cars out. 


Chapter 50 


Author's Notes: 
Wow! Chapter 50! Thanks to everyone who\'s keeping up with this one. We really appreciate it! 


Sitting up in the living space, David felt his heart clench as he heard an engine rumble through the building. 
Turning his attention back to his laptop, he stared at the screen. A partially written email was open, Dave's 
address in the To bar. Sighing, he gave Maks and Boris a scratch behind the ears and got back to work. 


"My Beloved," he wrote, "I know I've hurt you and I'm sorry. | don't know how often | can say sorry now before 
you stop believing it. | dread the day that it will take on no meaning and sadly that day may come. | hope and 
pray that it doesn't. | don't want to lose you, not now, not ever, and | know that l'm pushing you away. l'm 
truly sorry, from the bottom of my heart. My past still lives, not in the flesh, but in my mind. You've helped 
to break so many of the chains which once kept me prisoner. Yet there are ones which I'm still trying to free 
myself from, the locks rusted shut. | want to work through them, want to break them open and finally live. 
Looking back on this morning, | can see how stupid | was. Yet, in my mind, it was just another person for you 
to walk out my life with. | shouldn't have snapped. Instead, | should have teased you as you tease me when 
such things happen. That's one of the things I'm slowly learning from you; how to live and not to judge. Please 
forgive for my snap judgments and remember that it's not you, but what's happening inside of me. Never is it 


you and | hope that you'll remember that. 


All my love, 
David" 


Taking a deep breath, he hit the send button. It would go to Dave's phone. Picking up Boris, David gave the cat 


a hug, smiling as he purred. 


There was an uncomfortable, awkward silence hanging in the hair as the two of them jostled around each 


other in the walk in closet. They were throwing things into suitcases, barely paying any attention 


It'd been two weeks since the fallout about Bill's flirting with Dave. He spent hours just driving and thinking. And 
rereading David's email to him. He knew what he was signing up for in falling in love with the older man who'd 
been through hell and back. He knew, in his heart of hearts, that this would be a long and sometimes arduous 
battle. For every three steps forward David had managed, he might take one or two back. 


The day after that argument, David asked if he would go see Alice with him. Dave agreed and they had talked 
about some of the things that worried each man. Some of the fears and the insecurities and even some of the 


little irritants of day-to-day life. They arrived home feeling refreshed and renewed and.horny. 


Dave had pulled out the box of toys, reaching first for the furry handcuffs and passing them off to David. 
"Do your worst," he had told him, never fearing that he could handle David's worst. Maybe he was wrong 


about that. 


David took it to heart. He cuffed Dave to the bed, splaying him out on his back. He attacked him with, not only 
the hot wax, but also the new flogger and several other implements that the box held. He left deep, bleeding 
welts and thrash marks on Dave's chest and stomach. And then he rode Dave, so hard and so fast, that the 
younger man was howling and bucking in no time, coming so quickly and violently. He went limp and a small 
choking whimper escaped his lips as he stared up at David with a dazed, confused expression on his beautiful, 


sweaty face. 


And things had been awkward since. Dave wanted to ask David what the hell happened that day. David wanted 
to talk through what happened that day. But neither was willing to break their silence about it. 


"How long are we gonna be out there?" David asked 

"Four days. Got the suit, right?" 

"Yeah, put them both in the long bag, there 

"Okay. Jamie good with the store? | know Elliot said he'd come by tomorrow and make sure things are good" 
"She'll be just fine” 

"Ready, then?" 

TN 

No more private jet, they were flying commercial out of Minneapolis - St. Paul International this time. 

On arriving at the airport, they found themselves running the gauntlet of hungry media and fans. They'd been 
pretty much locked away from the world, the city, and their local community, keeping those who wanted to 
pry at bay. Now they had to face them. Taking a deep breath, they looked at one another and went for it 
There were the usual questions: How was the coffee shop doing? Why did they start it? How was Dave feeling 
about a Lifetime Achievement Award? When they started getting deeper, in to the "Why'd you quit your 


bands?", "What was the trial like?", "How does it feel to have been outed to the entire world?", they both 


smiled politely and moved on 


"Martina Knight, MSNBC. David, how do you feel that your entire life has basically been put on show for the 


world?" 


Smiling, David looked at her. "You know what, Martina, I'm not going to answer that right now. But, once we're 
back, | think we'll have a press conference and talk these things over a little more. Give us more chance to get 


a little more in depth." He flashed her another smile, thanked her, and moved on. 
"Brave move," Dave whispered. 
David kept his eyes on the door of the airport. "Needs to be done." 


They signed what felt like several thousand autographs before they were ushered in to the airport. Rather go 


straight to the check in desks, an attendant for American Airlines met them and lead them to a private area. 
"You organise this?" David asked. 
"Nope." 


Neither looked at one another as their luggage was checked, their tickets and ID verified and boarding passes 
issued. Another door was opened and they were lead into a private lounge. Bar them, it was empty. A smiling 
staff member stood at a bar, waiting to serve them drinks. Couches and chairs were dotted around tables, 


each with a little card detailing the food and drink options, as well as advertising the free wifi. 
"Do you want a drink?" 
"Sure. I'll have a beer." 


Leaning against the metal bar, David ordered their drinks and gazed out at the airport. Planes came and went, 
disappearing to exotic destinations. Just a few short weeks from now, he'd be leaving on one. At least he hoped. 
Sighing, he hung his head, fighting back the tears which began to form. The walls had come back up, the 
drawbridge slamming shut and he'd closed off the one person who'd wanted to help him. 


Grabbing their drinks, he turned and looked at Dave. The younger man was sprawled on a couch, one leg slung 
over the other, an arm draped over the back of the chair, eyes watching the airside activity. Feeling his heart 
ache, he walked over and placed the drinks on the table. For a moment, he was unsure of where to sit, his 


mind quietly chattering to him. Finally he settled beside the dark haired man, the silence falling over them. 
The voice got louder, screaming at him and slowly, he wrapped his fingers around Dave's hand. The other man 
barely looked at him, reaching instead for his beer. The bottle dangled from his fingers, swinging back and 
forth. Leaning closer, he rested his forehead against Dave's temple, just wanting to feel the other's warmth. 


Quietly, he uttered the words which seemed to have been lost over the past weeks, "I love you." 


The silence still hung between them, heavy and painful. Finally Dave turned to him and there, in his eyes, was 
something David thought had died, a sparkle, a glimmer, the one he'd grown so used to seeing. 


"Love you too." 


Lifting Dave's fingers, he gave them a quick kiss before standing and pulling the younger man to his feet. 
Looking around, David found what he was looking for and began to pull his boyfriend towards it. 


"Why are we heading to the bathroom?" 
"Because | want to talk to you. In private." 


Pushing the door to the single occupancy bathroom open, David all but tossed the singer in before following 
and slamming the door shut. Turning the lock, he stared at Dave, his heart hammering. 


"Dave, | am so sorry for the last weeks. l'm so sorry for injuring you that night. | should never have gone 


that far." 
"| told you to do your worst." 


David shook his head. "Doing my worst should not mean hurting you, whether that's physically, mentally, 
emotionally, spiritually, or however. You've trusted me with your life and | need to honour that, not make you 


bleed" 


Walking across the room, he backed Dave against one of the tiled walls and slowly ran a hand along his jaw, 


savouring the feeling of his beard beneath his fingers. 
"Can | kiss you?" David softly asked. 


"Darling, you know you never have to ask Whether we are way up here," Dave shook a hand above his head. 


"Or way down here." He lowered the same hand down to his knees. "I will always welcome your kisses." 


The older man smiled and leaned against his lover, hands found his face and held it gently as he pressed lips to 
Dave's jaw, sweeping kisses across his chin to the other side of his bearded face and the finding his mouth. He 
gasped against Dave's lips when he felt fingers work their way inside of his hoodie. 


"Dave!" 


"Come on, love. The flight doesn't leave for another hour and a half. Plenty of time to make my baby sing" And 
with that, he pulled the heavy sweatshirt over his lover's head. 


David knew they needed this. He knew it was another way of rebuilding the damage that had been done to 
them both. He also knew it had to be done carefully, tenderly, with loving caresses and sweet kisses. But 
something was building and growing deep in the pit of his stomach, a foreign voice inside of him that 
whispered, "Hurt him." 


Once their clothes were all shed, laying mingled on the cold tiled floor, David gripped his lovers hips and lifted 
him onto the counter that held the sink. With a hand in the small of Dave's back, he urged him right to the 
edge of the counter. David spread his knees far apart. He met Dave's nervous stare as he plunged two fingers 


into his own mouth. 


"It doesn't have to be like this, David," the younger man murmured as he reached a hand into his boyfriend's 
hair. The other hand wrapped around his wrist and slowly drew David's hand away from his mouth. With eyes 
gazing so deeply into the soul of the older man, Dave lowered David's hand and guided the spit-slickened fingers 
into himself. "Doesn't have to be like this, lover." 


But still, the rage inside of the older man boiled over and, far too quickly he replaced his fingers with his 
throbbing cock and he fucked Dave. Harder and faster, he plunged into him, Silently, tears spilled from his eyes 
as he laid his head against his beloved's shoulder. Dave could do nothing more than brace himself and hold onto 
David. The rage had turned to sorrow as he shook and shuddered. His erection gone, his cock slipped limply 


from Dave. 


It was a sight. Two naked men slipped to the dirty floor of the airport bathroom and simply clutched one 
another. One man limp and quiet while the other cooed and stroked him gently. 


"David, | don't know where this is coming from or why but we gotta get you together again. This is scaring 


me. 
"Me, too," the older man confessed. 


Nestled on the cold, tiled floor, they shook, the pain so evident in the air. Clenching his jaw, David fought it 
back, fought down the voices and the images which moved behind his eyes. 


"I'm not him," he murmured. "I'm not him." 


"I know, | know." Sweeping a hand into David's hair, he clutched the older man close. He could only imagine what 


was going through David's head, what he was seeing and hearing. 

| won't scar you," David hissed. "| won't leave anything behind” 

"I know. We gonna get you sorted. | promise." 

"Mean it?" 

"Yeah, | mean it. You know | do." 

The words warmed David, spoke to the part of him which wasn't slowly being torn apart. The past kept coming 


at him, slamming in to his brain and trying to take over. But he wouldn't let it win, not again. Wrapping his 


arms around Dave's neck, he kissed him hungrily, wanting to chase away the pain, if only for a moment. 


They were seated at the back of first class. Not that there was anyone else to share it with them. But it felt 
more private, more secluded. Blankets were draped over their knees and, beneath them, their hands were 


linked, fingers stroking over the other's. 


Leaning against the window, David gazed at the passing clouds, Dave cradled against him, one arm wrapped 
around the bassist's chest. Dark hair spilled over his shoulder, a stark contrast to his own, honey-brown 


strands. Soft snores reached his ears and he gently ran a hand along Dave's arm. 
Quietly he sang, whether to soothe himself, or Dave, or both of them, he didn't know. 


"You don't realize how much | need you, 
Love you all the time and never leave you, 
Please come on back to me, 

I'm lonely as can be, 


| need you." 


Chapter SI 


In what seemed to be a silent, mutual understanding, they put the events of the airport behind them. Checked 
into the Peninsula, Dave was busy with the Grammys, David was content to hang back, taking care of his 
boyfriend when he had a break from the never ending barrage of phone calls and emails. When Dave was 


hungry, David fed him. When he was weary, David pulled the man into bed and rubbed his back for him. 


When Dave had to leave to attend the rehearsal for the televised portion of the show, he frowned as he 
looked at his boyfriend. "Come with me?" 


"Do you want me there?" 

"Very much." 

"It will be a fucking circus." 

"L can handle it if you can" 

David smiled. "Okay." 

The bassist held firmly onto Dave's hand as they walked into the theater. He was afraid of seeing Taylor again. 
Afraid of how Dave's other bandmates might receive him. Afraid of how the media would treat them. Dave 


held onto him as tightly. 


As they were led down the corridor to their green room, David's heart beat faster and faster and he began 
to pant. His boyfriend, ever perceptive, gave his hand a hard squeeze. 


I'm right here. tm here. With you. | am with you, David. Always with you. We're going to be just fine. Look at 
me." He used his free hand to slide a finger under David's chin and turn his face toward himself. "Say it with 
me. We're going to be okay." 

David's caramel eyes searched the deep, dark chocolate eyes and his lips parted. 

"Come on, lover. Say it with me. We're going to be okay.” 


The bassist could not find his voice. Come on, he thought, just fucking say it Say something! Say anything! 


"David," the singer pleaded, an understanding now shone in his eyes. "Please. Please, David, say it. We're going to 


be okay.” 


Caramel eyes clouded with tears. His mouth closed and reopened, tongue licking his top lip. With every ounce of 
strength David could muster, he whispered, voice gruff and strained, "We're going to be okay." 


The dark haired man's eyes flashed in recognition of his boyfriend's lie. But he merely smiled and kissed David 
softly. He turned and opened the door, then, to find only their manager, John, Nate and Chris in the room. 


There were smiles and hugs and handshakes all around and then David shrunk back against the wall, watching 
his lover interact with his old friends. 


"Um, Dave, Taylor..well, he, um, he told me isn't coming.” John told him. 
At that, David pushed himself off the wall just in time to see Dave slump against the opposite one. 


Dont do it, David thought. Don't rejoice. Don’t look as though youre happy. This man was a huge part of his hfe. 
Dont fight. Dont push him away at this moment. He needs you. 


Slowly he made his way across the room and placed a hand on Dave's shoulder. "Call him," he said. "Find out 
what's going on" 


Dark eyes, glimmering with tears, looked at him. "You're serious, aren't you?" 


"Deadly. Do it. Before you lose him forever." David looked at the door. "I'll go and wait outside while you guys 


work this out" 

Leaving the room, he leaned against the wall and took several deep breaths. Why had he done that? Why had 
he encouraged Dave to call the man who had done nothing but hurt him? Why? Groaning, he tugged at his hair 
before looking along the corridor. 

He doesn’t need you, Ellefson He needs someone who isn’t a headcase. Needs someone who isnt going to beat his 
ass and freak out at every turn. Needs someone who can be strong for him when he needs it. When have you 
ever been strong for him? When have you ever stood up and defended him? All you've ever done is bring him 


down while all he's done is give freely of himself. 


At that moment, David hated himself, loathed what he was turning in to. Taking his phone out, he walked along 


the corridor and found a quiet area. Dialling Alice, he leaned against the wall. 

"Alice! Alice, it's David Ellefson, I'm really sorry to bother you. | just need to ask you something.’ 
"David, whatever you're going to ask me, you need to listen to your heart. But go ahead." 

"Well, | was going to see if | could book a session of intensive courses." 

"What's going on?" Her voice became low, compassionate. 


He felt the tears well up, his throat closing. "Dave," he murmured. "I'm hurting Dave." 


"How? David, what's happening?" 


"The past. Coming up and | can't push it back and | think I'm going to do something I'm going to regret and | 
don't know what to do." 


"Where are you?" 
"LA. For the Grammys." 


There was a pause on the line and he heard Alice sigh. "| would suggest you come home but it will say much 
more if you're there to support Dave. He'll want you there and if you're gone for the biggest night of his life 
then it will only drive a wedge between you. And you don't want that to happen because I've seen how you two 


are together. Never have | seen a couple who are so suited to each other. But David?" 
"Yeah?" 


"Come back as soon as you can. | want to see what we can do. Want to get you fixed so you can enjoy that 


relationship." 
"And until then?" 


"Go and support him as best you can Even if it's only holding his hand, do it. No one said this healing would be 
easy and he knows that, at times, your past is going to stop you from doing things. But don't let those walls 


come up again, not after you've come so far. David?" 

"Yeah?" 

"Dave's proud of you. So, so proud. Look in to his eyes and see it for yourself. Whatever's going through your 
head right now, don't listen to it. That man loves you far more than you can ever imagine and he will never 
leave you." 

"Thanks, Alice." 


"Later, David. Have a good night." 


Shutting off the phone, he looked at it for a moment before turning it off altogether. He didn't want any 


interruptions. 
Looking out of the room, Dave looked up and down the corridor, his heart chilling. David. David was gone. 


"David?" 


Footsteps echoed around a corner and the smaller man reappeared, 
"Everything okay?" Dave asked 

"Yeah" David closed in on him, finally reaching out to take his hand. "Was talking to Alice.” 
"Oh yeah. How'd that go?" He gently squeezed David's hard. 


Caramel eyes, swimming with emotion, looked up at him and he felt all the feelings which were flowing through 


David. 


"Good," he softly replied. "Good. I'm gonna have some intensive therapy, see if we can sort this once and for 


all." 
Leaning closer, he gently kissed David's forehead. "Good." 
"How'd it go with Taylor?" 


"I feel like maybe it was all just a strategy, you know? Make me reach out to him. But he won this one 
because he knew there was no way in hell I'd want to accept this without him, as my drummer." 


"| know that, | understand that. So he's coming down then?" 
"Yeah." 
"l'm glad." 


"David, | love you so much." Dave leaned against his boyfriend and lowered his head to David's shoulder, arms 


wound tightly around him. 


"I know, baby. | love you so much, too," he whispered and stroked Dave's hair. 


The rehearsal went about three hours, David sat in a chair in the front row of the theater and simply 


watched. 


Taylor had come and, after who knows what words were exchanged backstage, it appeared some of their 
trademark banter had returned. There were laughs and smiles all around. Part of David was happy for Dave, 


the other part was suspicious as all fuck. 


The following night, the Grammy event itself, was a whirlwind. They were smartly dressed in suits and ties, 
proudly wearing the white ribbons Roger had tucked into David's palm last he saw him. David had snuck up 


behind his lover as he pulled his jacket on in the mirror. He pinned the ribbon on his lapel and grinned at him 
through the mirror. 


"Maybe one day, they'll finally make it legal in Minnesota," Dave whispered as his hands covered David's. 
"Maybe." 


They were whisked down the red carpet, stopping for nobody, until they were safely inside the theater. They 
were ushered back to the same room they occupied the previous day. Taylor was already there, along with 
everybody else. He greeted Dave with a smile and David, he ignored altogether, even when David extended his 
hand in an effort to make peace. At least, for one night. 


David knew the cameras were all over him when his boyfriend took the stage to accept the Foo Fighters' 
award. He also knew he'd probably break down over hearing Dave's speech. And the cameras would have a field 
day with that. He tried to fight the emotion back because he wanted the focus to be on his boyfriend's 
extraordinary career. When Dave spoke of the band's struggles and successes, failures and accomplishments, 
David's heart swelled with pride. And he did managed to hold it together. Until he saw the tears in Dave's eyes 
when he reached for Taylor and held the blonde so tightly in his arms. 


He wasn't crying out of jealousy or anger or worry. He was crying because he actually was glad they had this 
moment. A moment of peace and understanding and release. Perhaps that's what he needed when he shared a 


last, regretful embrace with Mustaine. A moment. And some time to himself to work everything out. He hadn't 


been alone since he left Mustaine. He'd been kicked out of his home, set free, essentially, and not long after, 
he'd found himself with Dave. 


Yes. He needed some time to really work everything out. 


David wiped his eyes and stood up, clapping as loudly as he could. He gave his lover and best friend the 


standing ovation he so duly deserved. 


He suffered through party after party, hiding from men in the business who had had David in the most 
unsavory of ways. But he never let go of Dave's hand and painted that smile on, saying all the right things to 
the right people at the right times. His boyfriend needed his support. 


Thankfully, Dave could tell that the older man was withering and soon, they were in the back of a car, being 
whisked away to their hotel. David snuggled into Dave, nuzzling his face into the soft dark hair. 


"| am so proud of you, my angel." 
"Thank you. You have no idea how happy | am that you were here to share this night." 


"There's nowhere else I'd rather be. Will you kiss me?" 


"| may." Dave grinned. 


And the kissing and caressing and teasing didn't stop until they reached their room. And only then did it stop 
so that they might kick off their shoes and rip off their stuffy suits. 


Dave laid sprawled out on his back, watching with delight as his lover climbed up on the bed and hovered over 
him. A finger traced softly along his hairline. David smiled as he gazed into the singer's eyes. 


"You are, far and away, the best thing that's ever happened to me." 
"As you are to me." 
David shook his head. "Even after a night like this? Please, you do not need to say that" 


Hands firmly took David's face. "Even after a night like this. Even after everything, you will always be my 


greatest treasure." 

And then those hands pulled David down, into Dave's deep, hungry kiss. Dave spread his legs to allow David to 
settle in between them. They continued kissing while fingers wandered, caressing and tickling along those sweet 
spots that each man had come to learn about the other. 

There was no hurry; they had all night. Shifting from the younger man, David lay beside him, a hand trailing 
through his hair. He ached for these moments, longed for them, and dreamed about them. He never wanted 
them to end, wanted to be permanently lost in their beauty. And now, for a few brief moments, he wanted to 
memorise them, to have them permanently etched in to his mind. 

Gently he gave Dave another kiss, eyes forever on the dark ones before him. "Make love to me." 


A smile swept the other's face. "Like you have to ask" 


Hands clasped him and eased him onto his back. Spreading his legs, he pulled Dave close, fingers tangling in his 
hair as they kissed. Another groan, another sigh, fingers touching and moving him. 


Wrapping a leg around his lover's waist, David pulled him close, deepening the kiss. "Please.." 
"Its comin’. You don't have to beg." 
David chuckled and gave Dave the tiniest of nips. A hand gently swatted his thigh. "Hey! Behave." 


"| am. Badly." 


"In that case" Dave's tongue swept over his lower lip. "Keep it up. | like it when you're bad" 


He arched his back as Dave entered him, nails raking down his boyfriend's back, a guttural groan leaving his 
lips. As had become the norm, Dave teased with slow, shallow thrusts, David whining and pleading beneath him. 
It drove him crazy, to the brink of insanity, the pleasure rapidly building. 

As they tended to each other's desires and as David was driven closer and closer to his climax, an odd thing 
happened. Peace fell like rain, a sense of sweet serenity stilled his heart. He had no desire to hurt the man who 


so tenderly made love to him. 


But his mind was made up. This was something that had to be done. David needed to quiet the demons for good 
and he felt that, in order to do that, he need a bit of time away from Dave. 


As his orgasm crested, he latched onto Dave and held him tightly, body rocking and quaking, gasping and 
panting. David's eyes filled with tears and as one spilled down his cheek, it was caught by a finger. 


"Are you okay?" his lover whispered. 

‘lm going back to Minnesota alone," David quietly replied. 

"What are you talking about?" Dave sat back on his heels. 

The older man folded himself against the pillows and looked at Dave with great sadness. "I was thinking about it 
tonight as | watched you on that stage. I've never spent time alone. You know, at least not by choice. And 
something is growing inside of me, something that makes me lash out at you. | need to find out what that is 
and get rid of it. The last thing in this world | want to do is hurt you. So I'm asking you to not come home 
with me. Stay here." 


Dave instinctively leaned toward his boyfriend, reaching for him. David held up his hands. 


"Please don't think this means | don't want you or need you. | do, more than you'll ever know. But | need this 


time, too. | need it to ensure that | will have you for the rest of my life.” 


"But you will, David. | understand what you're going through and if you need to hurt me to get it out, l'm 


here." 

David smiled softly. "No, baby. You're not going to be come my whipping boy." 
Dave lowered his head into his hands. "How long?" 

"Two weeks. In two weeks we are supposed to take that trip, right?" 

"Yeah." 


‘If you still want me, meet me at the marina in Miami. If, after these two weeks, you have rethought this, 


don't come." 
"David, there's no fucking way I'm not going to be there." There was an edge of anger in his voice. 
"If ve not been able to work through this than | will not be there." 


"David." And the younger man could no longer keep his heartache in check His shoulders shook as he broke 
down. 


David moved to wrap his arms around the man "I love you. More than you will ever know, Dave. And | need 


you so much. But | really think this is what | have to do’ 

"What am | supposed to do without you?" 

"Whatever you want" 

"| want to be with you! 

"Except that," David laughed gently. "Now, come on. Let's go to sleep. In the morning, | will go home" 
"David, please” 

"Shh. Look inside your heart. You know this is the right thing to do. And you know that | love you" 
"Then let me come home, too. 

The older man urged Dave under the blarkets and spooned him, softly stroking his hair and whispering to him 
"Soon. This will all be over soon and I'l be so much better.” 

"You're perfect now." 

"Ill be more perfect. Do you trust me?" 

Ne 


"Then | will see you in Miami in two weeks." 


Chapter 52 


He felt like an abandoned child, the grief overwhelming. All around them, life went on, the airport its usual 


bustle of organised chaos. Everyone ignored them, leaving the two men to say their goodbyes. 
"Don't go," he quietly pleaded. "Please, don't go." 


The pain was evident in David's face, the heartbreak as raw as his own. He took Dave's hands in his own and 


squeezed them gently. 

| have to, you know this. I'm sorry for leaving you behind. | dont want to-" 

"Then take me with youl" His voice rose an octave. 

David sighed and shook his head. "I can't. Not this time. | know this is hurting now. It's killing me-" 
"Then stop it!" 


"That's what l'm going to do" The bassist's caramel eyes glistened with unshed tears. "| want to stop it before 
it kills you." 


A silence fell over them and, through it, he heard them call David's flight. Arms wrapped around his neck, 
fingers tangling in his hair. Lips kissed his throat, his jaw, his cheek, small, desperate kisses. Wrapping his arms 


around the smaller man's waist, Dave held him close, squeezing him tight. 


‘| will always love you," David murmured. "I will love you until the ends of time itself. But | can't do that if 


there's the chance that | may finish us both." 


The announcement came again, "American Airlines flight 3I5 to Minneapolis-St Paul is now boarding at gate 


nine. 
"I have to go. I'm sorry." David began to pull away. 


Dave knew he had to let him go, had to let him figure it out for himself. But it was hard, so painfully hard. 


Their hands were linked until the very last moment, fingertips brushing over palms before falling away. 


Dave kept looking at him as he walked towards the gate, shoulders rising and falling as he fought back tears. 
There was a tiny wave and then he was gone. Collapsing into one of the metal chairs, he did his best to fight 
back the waves of pain which crashed over him. Never had he felt so cold as he did at that moment, the sun 
doing nothing to lift his spirits. Resting his head in his hands, Dave stared at the plane, willing it to break 


Dont go, he thought. Dont leave me. | want you | need you. Need you fo fix what's broken in me. 


On the air bridge, David stopped, tears clouding his vision People moved past him, all ignoring him as he found 


his phone. Creating a text message to Elliot, he wrote a few simple words. 


h before Mom Googles if. Im coming home alone. See you in a few. 


He hadn't got more than a few feet before his phone whistled Fighting back the dark dread, he opened the 


message from his brother. 
Youd better have good reason for it. Mom's going fo kill you See you at the airport? 


"Shit!" He could have kicked himself. Their car - Dave's car - was parked at the airport. The keys were no 
doubt with his boyfriend. Roughly, he patted down himself in the vain hope that they might be on him. His 


hand closed around something in his back pocket. 


Pulling out the piece of paper, he unwrapped it, the tears beginning to fall freely. The keys lay stark against 
the white, a note scrawled on the paper around them. 


Youre gonna need these, it read. Ill always love you. See you in two weeks. D x 


St Paul's airport felt as cold and as soulless as he did. Dragging his suitcase behind him, David made his way 
towards the car park. Before him, he could see the hoards of news media, all waiting to interview the happy 
couple. Looking at them, David shook his head and turned around. He couldn't face them, not alone. They weren't 


there to see him anyway, they were there to interview Dave. And Dave wasn't with him. 


Finding a different route to the car, he stood for a moment and stared at it. While the outside was 
immaculate, he knew that, in the foot well of the back seat at least, there would be several of their take out 


coffee cups. 
Their. 


There was no "their" any more. It wasn't their coffee house any more. It was David's. It wasn't their car any 


more. It was Dave's. 


Sliding in to the driver's seat, the tears came again and he rested his head against the steering wheel. For the 
first time since he'd left LA, David could properly grieve and it came out in deep, shuddering wails, his voice 
sounding pathetic as it echoed around the car. Tears drenched his face, his hands clenched white around the 
wheel. His heart felt as though it had been shattered in to a million pieces. The desire to call Dave and beg him 
to come back was strong but David knew he couldn't do it, at least not yet. There was hope for them, 


flickering away beneath the pain. Straightening up, he wiped his eyes and took several deep breaths. 


Gazing out at the dark, snow laden clouds, he murmured, "Wherever you are, Dave, | hope that you're okay." 


Time stood still. Dave sat in the chair, staring out the window, watching a plane come in, watching another 
leave. As the sun set and it got darker outside, he realized he was no longer looking at airplanes. He was looking 
at himself reflected in the glass. His hair stuck out in every direction, his face was drawn and tired-looking. His 
eyes were red and scratchy. 


He understood why David had chosen to do this but it still hurt. Still shattered his heart. David was his home. 
Without David, the younger man felt lost, incomplete. 


"Sir, are you boarding this flight?" A gate attendant approached him with a big smile on her face. "You've been 
sitting here for quite some time. Are you waiting for a flight to leave?" 


Dave looked up, he opened his mouth to speak when nothing but a croak came out. He cleared his throat and 


tried again. "No, um, | let someone go earlier. Go home. And l'm just..thinking, | guess." 
"Okay." She smiled and turned and left him alone again 
‘Let someone go’ echoed in his tired mind. 


Outside, at the taxi stand, there were several reporters and paparazzi waiting for anybody they might get a 
glimpse of. Dave Grohl was certainly a good spot. They swarmed him as he walked out of the airport with his 


hands jammed in his pockets and head down low. 


"Dave! Dave! Where's David? Did he go home? Why didn't you go with him?" And the questions kept coming, 
about David, about Mustaine, about Taylor, about the Grammys. 


He wanted to scream at them, wanted to stick his fist down every single one of their throats. But Dave Grohl 
was always calm and collected Always the media darling. So he simply smiled and said, "David had some 
business to attend to at home. I've got a couple things to take care of here before | go home to Minneapolis." 


Make sure the emphasis was on the word, ‘home’. 


The hotel room smelled like David. He had sort of hoped that his beloved's idea to go home had been nothing 
but a cruel prank and he'd be waiting for Dave, candles lit, soft music playing, a bath drawn. And David, naked, 
spread out on the bed. Unfortunately, that was not the case. The room was still and quiet. Only the lingering 
scent of his lover filled the expanse of quiet and sorrow. Dave was pulled to the window. He'd gone from 


staring out one window at the airport to staring out this one. 


"H; um, do you mind if join your" The brunette grinned as he remembered how sweet David was that day they 


met. How he could clearly tell Dave was in distress. How shy he seemed. The smiles and the soft laughter had 
felt, to Dave, both genuine and forced at the same time. And how he nervously babbled. And then Dave 
frowned when recalled how he sat there listlessly while David tended to him, buying him more coffee. Right 


from the very beginning, David was taking care of him, attentive to his every need and desire. 


And from the very first moment, from the very first smile, he had begun to melt Dave's heart, making him 
feel again. Making him feel like it was safe to open up and let someone in. Someone he could give his heart to 
and not worry about it being discarded, thrown away and trampled upon. Even leaving Dave behind, David had 
made every effort to make Dave feel loved and invaluable. No, if David did not appear in Miami, it would not be 


because he no longer cared about the younger man, 


With a sigh, Dave turned from the window. He began to pull his clothes off as he headed toward the bed 
where he made love to David less than twenty-four hours ago. As he slowly crept onto the bed, he noticed a 
folded up piece of the hotel stationary on the pillow. On the front fold was his name written in David's script. 


Inside, it read, Angel, You have no idea what you have given me. The gift you have bestowed me is priceless. Life. 
And | want it fo be a long, healthy and happy life with you. I know you are hurting now and | am the cause. | 
promise to make it up to you, if you stil want me to, in two weeks. Until then, rest easy knowing that my every 
waking thought will be of you. Forever yours, David 


The singer inhaled deeply through his nose as he folded the paper back up and pressed it to his lips. His phone 
sat on the table beside him. Should he call? Text maybe? No. Not David. But there was one person he could call, 
Dave picked the phone up and scrolled through his contacts. 


"Mom?" 


An hour, and a fresh batch of tears later, Dave was finally smiling and even giggling a little over the silly 
things his mother was saying to him. He finally hung up with her after agreeing to meet her for coffee in the 


morning at the Starbucks in Encino. 


He hadn't slept in an empty bed by himself in several years. Try as he might, even hugging the pillow that 
smelled like his lover, Dave barely got any sleep. He looked terrible when he walked into that Starbucks. After 
he picked up his coffee and one for his mother, along with a large, still warm cinnamon roll, he headed straight 


to that table. 


Morning came to the coffee house and David knew that he'd have to face the music. He'd managed to miss 
Jamie by spending the rest of the day hiding around the city. Soon he'd have to face his mother's wrath. He 


couldn't decide which was the lesser of two evils. 


The building was hell without Dave around, a cold and soulless monument to its former life. When he'd arrived 


back, he'd wandered from room to room, the tears coming with every turn. Instruments, bikes, clothes, heck, 


even the coffee mug they hadn't had time to put in the dish washer. 

Sitting on the couch, David stared at what was his domain. Except it wasn't. It wasn't just his and the other 
piece of the puzzle which completed it was gone. Maks ambled up and jumped in to his lap. All night they'd 
stayed beside him, sleeping in Dave's spot. David hadn't slept but the comfort the cats had brought had been a 
great relief, the soft fur and deep rumbling purrs helping him to relax, if only a little. 

Downstairs, he heard the front door open and close. 

"David? David? Why the fuck aren't there any cookies made? l'm fuckin’ starving!" 

Quietly apologising to Maks, he got to his feet and walked down the stairs, bare feet padding against the 
wooden floor. He no doubt looked dishevelled. No doubt his hair was a mess. But he didn't care. Jamie stood 
taking off her jacket and stowing her bags away. When she saw him, a look of confusion swept over her face. 
"Davide" Her voice was soft for once. 

He felt his lower lip tremble, the pain and grief threatening to return. When she approached him, it all come in 
a wave of chattered words and sobs, his body shaking against hers as she held him close. Once he'd calmed 
down enough for Jamie to sit him down, he looked at her. 

"He's coming back, right?" 

David shrugged. 

"David, HE'S coming BACK, right?!" 

"Maybe." 

"Don't maybe me, Ellefson. You get your shit sorted and get him back here." 


David could feel his body begin to shake again and he clenched his hands in his lap. 


“cause you two are perfect," Jamie continued. "Absolutely fuckin’ perfect. People always come in here and 


comment on how wonderful you two are together. And you want to know something, David." 
"Go on" 
"You're helping him as well. Don't give up just because you're having a bad moment." 


She ruffled his hair and walked off. 


He spent the morning helping Jamie with the morning shift. They explained away the lack of cookies to a broken 


oven. Several people asked after Dave and Jamie quickly moved them on with a reply about him dealing with 
some stuff out in LA. The rush was dying down when the door went again. David looked up, his heart dropping 
as his mother and Elliot walked in. Round two was about to start. 

Elliot was carrying two large shopping bags while Francis had an old notebook clutched in her hands. 

"What is all of this?" 

"This is my version of therapy. Come with me." And Francis marched directly into the kitchen 

Elliot dropped the bags on the work table and glared at his younger brother. 

“Start talking." 


David groaned. How could he possibly explain everything to his mother and brother? 


"| think I've come to the conclusion that, if each of us is pushed or threatened in just the right manner, we 


could all become a Dave Mustaine” 

"What are you talking about? Did Dave hurt you?" Francis reached for him. 

"No, Mom. | hurt him" And he told them everything while they unpacked the shopping bags. Baking ingredients 
Francis listened and nodded or grimaced as David spoke. When he was done, Elliot gave his shoulder a squeeze. 


His mother merely smiled and said, "Orange rolls" She held up her notebook turned to the page that held the 


recipe. 


Chapter 53 


Dave checked himself out of the hotel and got into the passenger seat of his mother's car. She insisted that 
he come and stay with her for the next two weeks. That way she could keep an eye on him and they could 
have some fun together. 

It might do you both a world of good, you know?" Virginia patted the boy's knee and gave him a smile. "You've 
been inseparable basically since you met. Give him this time, Dave. Give him the chance to know what it feels 
like to stand on his own two feet. It will make him stronger, in turn making your relationship stronger.” 

"But, Mom, there's a chance he won't come back to me." 

"He will come back to you. | promise you that." 

"What if you're wrong?" 

"My darling, has your mother ever been wrong before?" 

Dave had to smile. No, she hasn't. 

Being at his mother's small Encino ranch home was just what the doctor ordered. There were things around 
the house that needed doing. The pool filter was clogged, the rain gutters along the garage needed cleaning out. 


There was a leak under the bathroom sink that he could fix. 


"Mom, were you ever going to get these things taken care of or were you just lining up projects for when 


your son needed some distraction?" 

"Might have clogged that filter myself, who can say?" 

He just grinned and asked what was next. 

"Car could use an oil change." 

Virginia sat on a small stool while her son was on his back on a mechanic's creeper underneath her car. "Can | 
ask how he came to the decision to return to Minneapolis by himself? Not that | think it was a bad decision 
As I've said, | think it will only make you both stronger." 

"Something happened in him. A change. He found strength and used it in the wrong way." 


"What do you mean?" 


Dave rolled out from under the car and looked at his mother. "He hit me." 


"He did what?! Dave, you ha-" 


"| don't have to do anything, other than wait for him. You realise we're dealing with someone who's entire life 
was dictated by the fists of another? From the age of eighteen until just a few months ago, he didn't even 
know what life was. And you know what's good?" 


"What?" He could hear the note of concern in her voice. 


"He recognises that there's a problem and he's willing to fix it. Unlike the fuck up he left behind. And l'm willing 
to stand by him through all of it, even if it does occasionally mean | have to take the brunt of his anger. 


Because, sooner or later, itll even itself out and life will go on" 


"And that's what | wanted to hear," she said with a small smile. "Keeping on fighting for what you believe in" 


David stared at the fish tank in Alice's office. His stomach was a tight knot, his blood running cold. This was it. 
This was the chance he needed. And it could go either way. Either he'd win, and fix himself. Or he'd lose, and 
that would be the end. He couldn't put Dave through what he'd been through. Couldn't do it knowing that he 
could lash out and hurt the one he loved. 


"David. Good to see you. Are you ready to begin?" 


Looking up, he gave her a strained smile and nodded. Alice offered out a hand and he stood, following her in to 
the office. Her dog lay on the floor, big eyes watching him as he walked in Instinctively, David sank to the rug, 
his hands finding the dog's fur. Lifting it's head, the dog gazed in to his eyes before laying his nose on David's 


knee. He smiled. 
"Okay, David, you know how it goes. Start from the beginning.’ 


And he did. He told her about what had happened. About the pain. About the anger. About the strength he'd 
found. Finally, with tears in his eyes, he admitted to hitting Dave. At no point did Alice judge him. All she did 


was make notes. 


Five long hours the session lasted for. Five gruelling hours of having his thoughts and actions analyzed. It would 
be the same for the next two weeks. A day on a five hour session, a day off to recover. Monday, Wednesday, 
and Friday with the weekend to do the tasks she set him. All were meant to change his thought patterns, to 

help him look at life in a different way rather than through the ways Mustaine had taught him. Art and music 
came in to it and, with an hour left, David found himself curled against a wall, his body aching from the day, a 


notepad balanced on his knees. 


"Write or draw something," Alice had said. "Music, poetry, art, whatever comes to your mind. Base it on how 


you feel right now. About what's going on in your mind. What do you see? What do you feel? How do you want 
this story to end?" 


Quietly he began to write: 


The darkest of nights, 

Became the blackest of days. 

The angel of death, 

Constantly on my back. 

Slowly it changed, 

From night to day, 

The angel of death, 

Becoming one of life. 

Yet | used you, abused you, 

Took your wings and clipped them. 
Halting your flight toward the sun" 


After twelve days of hanging with his mother, of visiting some old friends, of hanging out by the pool with a 
guitar he bought at Norm's, Dave had to admit that the time had passed quickly. His bags were packed and 
waiting by the front door. He would be taking a long flight to Miami in the morning. 

"Mom, come and let me take you out to dinner on our last night together.” 

"Well, only if you're paying." 

"Couple dogs from Pinks sound good?" He smirked. 


"Big spender. Got your cheapness from your father, I'll have you know." 


Instead, Dave took her to his favorite steakhouse. As they headed in the door, Dave gently guiding his mother 
through with a hand on her shoulder, he suddenly clutched hard enough to make her yelp. 


"Dave! What? Ow!" 


And across the dining room sat blonde roast, dressed in a crisp white button down with the sleeves rolled, 
tucked into a gorgeous pair of dark denim jeans that defied gravity as they barely clung to his sharp angular 
hips. The shirt was open to his breastbone and the tan skin between the collar was a sharp contrast to the 


bright white. He looked damn good. 


"Taylor" 


"Well, let us leave then. We'll find somewhere else." 


"No, it's okay." Dave tried to duck off to their table without Taylor spotting him but he felt those cold eyes on 


him. "Mom, would you go to the table. | just want to have a word. | promise no big deal. I'll be just a minute." 
"Dave, are you sure- " 

He kissed her cheek to silence. her. "Just a minute, | swear. 

Taylor didn't even get up. It was as if he wanted Dave to come all the way back to his table and see who he 
was with. The dark haired man could see Taylor had company but, from the back of the man's head, was 
unable to see who it was. 

As he reached the table, the man turned to face him. 

"Whoa Really, Taylor?" 

The blonde simply shrugged. "| assume no introductions are necessary." 

Dave held a hand out to the man. “What are you doing?" 

"Just having dinner with my friend, Taylor.” 


"Just having dinner," Dave repeated, shaking his head. "This is low, Taylor. Even for you." 


"Well, you know, since you took our lawyer with you. | decided to shop around for a new one. You know, in case 


| ever need one." 


"And you just happened to pick this one? One of the great big team that Mustaine hired. Look where he is, T. 


I'd rethink my choice if | were you." 


That flustered the blonde and Dave smirked. "Like | didn't see the little blurb online about you visiting him in 


prison, right? Whatever you have up your sleeve? It won't fucking work." 
“There's nothing up my sleeve." The blonde tried in vain to defend himself. 


Dave smiled and winked, rapping his knuckles on their table. "Enjoy your dinner, gentlemen. Stay away from the 


shark steak, though, | hear it's really shitty.” 


It was with a spring in his step that he returned his mother. She scowled at him and he just flipped her the 
bird as he sat. 


"So what did you say? Not stirring up trouble, | hope." 


"Not at all. Just warned them away from the shark steak," he said with a wink. 


They ate dinner with the atmosphere of two friends hanging over them. Tomorrow would be the beginning of a 


new life. 


Sitting in the living area, David stared at his luggage, hand tapping nervously against his thigh. He was in two 
minds about whether to go. While he felt he had done enough work and had healed enough, he still felt that 
there was that button deep within him which could be pressed. It was just keeping it under control, learning 
what the triggers were and remembering all the advice Alice had given him. He had to keep the dark thoughts 
at bay, pushing them away with positive ones. He wasn't Mustaine. He'd never be Mustaine. He'd never turn in 


to that. Never become the abuser. Never keep someone else in fear. 

His notebook, now battered with two weeks worth of use, lay beside him. It was filled with songs, doodles and 
poetry. Those at the beginning were darker, him leaning towards wanting to end it all. Those toward the end 
were better, while the last one made him grin and chuckle. It was a jokey song, meant to make Dave laugh. And 
maybe get a little horny. He'd already assembled a band, dragging in a few of the locals, and they'd composed 
and recorded it. They'd perform it one of the jam nights. 

A grin spread of his lips, his hand tapping out the drum beat as he quietly sang it, "Hey fallen angel with your 
long dark hair, 

If | get your number, then I'll call you | swear. 

Let me buy you a drink, 

We'll just talk for a while. 

As | lure you in with my Cheshire cat smile." 

David's phone buzzed and he picked it up. A message from Jamie was on the screen 

"Go to bed, loser, otherwise you're gonna miss that flight" 

Taking a deep breath, he sent her one back. 

"Maybe | want to miss it.." 

It only took a second before his phone was ringing. 

"No, no, NO! You're not missing that flight! David, NO!" 

"Calm down," he said softly. 


"No, I'm not gonna calm down, Ellefson. Not until you two are fucking like rabbits again 


He raised an eyebrow, his silence almost deafening. 
"Don't think | can't hear youl" she screamed. "You're terrible in the morning! You're like animals in heat. Keep it 


down, okay. Or wait until I've got customers and can't hear you. One or the other. And no, don't think of inviting 


me up there. Ewww! Do not want to see. But anyway, David, you can't not go." 

"Why?" 

"Because-" 

"Because what, Jamie?" 

"Because Dave messaged me, that's why. He didn't want to message you. Didn't want to interrupt your time. 
But he misses you. He sent me sad faces. Lots of them. And he made me go and cuddle the cats and stroke 
the bikes while you were out. He's dying out there without you. And you know it'll be the biggest mistake 
you've ever made if you don't go and get him." 


David couldn't help but laugh. "Okay, okay. | was going to go anyway." 


"Bastard! Making me sweat like that. You're paying when you get back, you know that, right? l'm gonna tell 


Dave all your embarrassing secrets." 
"Like?" 


"Like you jerking off while thinking about him. Don't think | don't know what you were doing in the shop 


bathroom that morning!" 

"| did not!" he retorted. 

"Oh, so the soft sighs and "Oh, Dave" were you, what? Talking about yourself? Yeah, right!" 

‘I'm going, Jamie! You can stop worrying now!" 

"Okay, night." And she hung up on him. 

Grinning, David dragged his luggage down to the main shop. The cab would be there at Tam, his flight was at 10. 


Leaning against the door, he looked at the bathroom. Yeah, they were going to have to utilize that when they 
got back. 


Chapter 54 


Virginia offered to take her son to the airport but he declined. It was better that she stay out of the media 
storm, though he had no doubt she would be able to handle herself with them. A cab came to pick him up at 
her house. They shared a long hug in the front door. 


"Now, go and get him, baby. And | want you to have a good trip. Be safe, don't get eaten by any sharks," she 
giggled. 


"Good one." 

"Dave, just be good to each other. And call me when you can. | love you, boy." 

"Love you too, Mom. Thanks." 

Returning to LAX made Dave feel excited and apprehensive. Excited because it was one step closer to reuniting 
with his love. Apprehensive because this is where he lost David. Also, what if he got on that plane, flew to 
Miami only to find that David wasn't there? 

While he was waiting to board the plane, he texted Jamie. "Did he go?" was all he asked. 

| was told I'd be fired if | interfered," was the reply. 

"Just say yes or no." 

| can't. Sorry." 

Shit. Dave knew better than to pester her. Well, nothing he could do but wait. And wait. And wait. It was the 
longest five hours of his entire life. The plane Touched down in Miami at three in the afternoon. He hurried 
through the airport and got a taxi to the marina. 

"How long will that take?" 

"Maybe thirty minutes." 

"Ugh, no faster route?" 

"Sorry! 

The brunette leaned back in the seat. What was he going to do if David was not there? Dont think about that, 


the voice in his head told him. That's not an option. He will be there. He has to be there. He will have gone 


home, met with Alice, got a good lashing from Francis and he will have sorted everything out. He will be waiting 


with a huge smile on his beautiful face. But if he isn't? 

If he isn't, then what? Then | fight for him. Then | do everything | can possibly think of to get him back. 
Dave was lost in thought when he heard a loud blast and felt the car suddenly swerve and buck. 
"Shit!" the driver yelled as he wrestled the car to a stop alongside the highway. "Flat tire." 


"What! No, no, no! No flat tire! Are you kidding me?!" Dave panicked and checked the time on his phone. "Okay, | 
have a little bit of time to spare here. Let me help you change it” 


"No spare.” 
"WHAT?! What the hell do you mean, no spare?" 
Sorry’ 

"Shit, dude! You're killing me! How far to the marina?" 
"Another four or five miles, | think’ 


The singer raked his fingers through his hair. "Four or five miles." He quickly did the math. "That would take 


over an hour to walk" 

"I will call dispatch. They will send another car." 

"How long? HOW LONG?!" The desperation becoming evident. 
Fifteen or twenty minutes." 


Dave was pacing beside the car as they waited. He decided he'd better try David. The last thing he wanted was 


for him to believe Dave wasn't coming. 


He dialed his boyfriend's number for the first time in two weeks and grunted in frustration when it went 


directly to his voicemail. 


"David! I'm on my way, | swear | am. The taxi got a flat tire but I'm coming, baby! I'm here! | will see you 


soon!" 


David pulled his phone out and looked at it. It was switched off and he refused to turn it on. He didn't want to 


hear from anyone. It was coming up for four. Soon the marina master would be coming to see if he was 


leaving or not. He would, of course, but it looked as though it would be alone. 

Beside him sat the boat, a huge catamaran complete with living quarters. Its sails were folded away and the 
marina master had already showed him around, explaining the outboard engine. David had explained that unless 
his friend arrived he'd be staying in the marina and just admiring the view. He'd said it with a small smile, 


suspecting that Dave wouldn't arrive. 


He checked his watch again and looked up. The marina master was walking towards him and David felt his heard 


drop. It was now or never. 

"Mr Ellefson?" 

"Yeah," he sighed. 

"Your friend not coming?" 

He shook his head sadly and held out his hand. A large set of keys was dropped in to them. 

"Well, enjoy the view." 

David gave him a tight smile and looked towards the boat. It really was beautiful. At least he'd sleep well with 
the sea beneath him. Dave didn't want him, and David couldn't blame him. He was broken, damaged goods which 
not even the kindest soul could handle. Sighing, he placed his hand on to the railing and began to pull himself up. 
"DAVID! DAVID!" 

He paused, heart leaping. Standing on the edge of the boat, he turned and looked, a smile breaking his face. A 
cab had skidded on to the marina, its trunk open and the most beautiful creature on the face of the planet 


heaving luggage from it. He was waving wildly, free hand holding his hair from his face. 


David screamed with joy, jumped from the boat and sprinted down the wooden walkway. Halfway along it, Dave 
met him, arms wrapping around him and picking him up. David held on to him, hot tears spilling from his eyes. 


‘I've missed youl" he cried "Missed you so much! | didn't think you were gonna come!" 


Hands raked through his hair and he met dark, bloodshot eyes. "I've missed you too," Dave said "Missed you 
more than you can ever imagine. God, l'm so fuckin’ happy to see you. Didn't think." 


"Didn't think what?" David softly said, thumb sweeping beneath Dave's eyes and catching tears before they fell. 
"Didn't think you'd be here." 


Cupping his lover's face, David brushed their lips together, barely touching. "Why not?" 


"Because ..well.because you don't." His voice became thick with tears and he had to stop and close his eyes, 


getting lost in the feeling of the shorter man back in his arms again. 

"Grohl, if you say it's because you think | don't need you or want you, | will throw you right in this water. | 
want you so badly. The months that we've been together have been the absolute best in my life. | will never, 
ever leave you behind somewhere again. | want to spend my life with you." 

Dave smiled and leaned into another kiss. "Things went well, then?" 

"Things went well. Now, we have an adventure waiting for us. Are you ready?" 

"So fucking ready." 

"Why are you so late, anyway?" 

"The cab got a flat tire. | left you a message." 

| had the phone off," David sheepishly replied. 


"So | realized" 


They boarded the sailboat and stowed away their bags. David showed Dave all the things that were shown to 
him. And then he handed Dave the keys. 


"Will you be my first mate?" 

"So I'm Gilligan?" 

"Yes!" Dave laughed. "And Mary Ann. She was so hot." 
| guess that makes you The Skipper.” 


"You know it. Now, | think it might be wise to sleep here tonight and shove off first crack of dawn. Make 


sense?" 

"Perfect." 

"Good. Now, come here, little buddy." Dave pulled the shorter man into his arms and kissed him deeply. 
"Am | going to be Gilligan this entire trip?" 


"Maybe." Dave snaked a hand under David's hair to cup the back of his neck. He nuzzled his face against 


David's throat and laid soft kisses there. "Come below with me?" he breathed into his ear. 

His free hand slid into David's. With one last quick kiss, Dave led him below deck. Down three steps, they 
entered a common area with an oval dining booth and a galley. To the left, there were three more steps down 
into a large cabin that ran the length of one of the hulls. One end held a queen sized bed on a low platform. 
There were large rectangular portals lining the outer wall of the hull. 

"Can we keep this boat? It's incredible," David asked just as Dave was laying him down on top of the bed. 
"What baby wants.." Dave grinned. 

"Want you. Oh, baby, | missed you so much. | even um, | thought about you. A lot" 


Fingers softly combed through caramel hair. "I thought about you, too. | thought about the day | met you." 


"No, Dave. | THOUGHT about you.." David blushed and let his hand trail down between their bodies to gently 


brush his fingertips across the younger man's groin 
"Ohh!" And with that, he stood and stripped away his clothes. 


David propped himself up on his elbows and watched. "Man, | really missed that body. Bring it over here. Let 


me worship it." 

"Aren't you forgetting something?" 

"What?" 

"Get naked, lover." 

"Oh, | will. Eventually." The older man flicked his eyebrows as he reached for Dave's wrist. 


He pulled him onto the bed and laid him out flat on his back. David, remaining fully clothed, rolled on top of 


Dave and pressed his lips to the singer's cheek. 
"I'm sorry | put you through this,” he whispered. 


"No apologies. If its what you needed to get over a hurdle, to sort things out, then it was necessary and l'm 


happy it worked What did you do?" 


"Spent a lot of time with Alice. We would work together for five hours a day, three days a week. We talked 
about everything. Like, everything. From my childhood, to the early, good days with Dave to the in between 
days, when things were sort of good but his behavior began to change, and then to the really bad, dark days. | 


realized that he was always the worst when there was a perceived threat. A record exec who smiled at me a 


little too long or another musician who complimented my playing or if he thought my talent was overshadowing 
him. It was when he felt threatened that he took his insecurities out on me. And that's exactly what began to 
happen with you. | don't know if it was just a learned reaction from being with him for so long or what. But 
yeah, | felt threatened by Bill. And it was only fed by your nonchalance, But | know now why you weren't 


concerned. You would never do that to me, would you?" 
Dave simply shook his head. 


The older man smiled as he touched Dave's face with tender fingers. "I know that now." And then he lowered 


his lips to Dave's. 

The dark haired beauty softly hissed when David's mouth traveled down his neck onto his chest. His tongue 
slowly traced the tattoo above his heart before moving down to his nipple. He took the dark pink hardened 
flesh into his mouth, grazing his teeth over it, flicking at it with his tongue. 

"David, yes." Hands dove into David's hair and clutched it into two fists. 


Sliding his mouth down the smooth expanse of his lover's breastbone, David looked up and smiled. "I've missed 


this body." 

"Just this?" 

His smile changed to a grin. "Yeah, just your body nothing else." 

"Always knew | was a bit of fun to you." 

He hissed when David's mouth attacked the other nipple, his hands tightening in the caramel hair which spilled 
over his skin. He'd truly missed these moments, the ache of David's leaving a red raw wound in its wake. Never 
did Dave think he'd see the small man again, instead choosing to live out the rest of his days alone. David had 
grown stronger, had fought the odds and won. Yet, beneath Dave's skin were wounds, much like David's, which 
still needed healing. He'd hidden them well, instead focusing on David and helping him better his life. Now he 
seemed to be fixed from whatever had caused him problems, it was Dave's turn. 

Warm lips trailed down his body, picking out ever curve and sharp angle. They kissed and suckled, leaving small, 
red marks behind. David danced around his already hard cock, refusing to touch it and he arched his back from 
the bed with a deep hiss. 

"Please?" 


"Please what?" 


"Please just." 


"This?" The tip of a wet tongue licked a slow, teasing trail from the base of his cock to the head before pulling 


away. 
"Yes! Yes! Yes!" His hand clamped into David's hair, trying to push him closer. 


A gentle kiss was placed to the head, tongue briefly flicking out to lap away the pre-come. Then, like a whisper, 


it was gone again 
"Fuck, please David. Please." 
"What is it, baby? What do you want?" 


| want you. All of you. Promise never again." Dave was surprised at the desperation in his voice. A strong 


wave of emotion rolled over him. 


"| promise. Never again" The older man pressed a kiss to Dave's abdomen before running his fingers tenderly 


over his lover's cock 

"Take your clothes off. | want to see your beautiful body.’ 

"| will, lover. Soon" 

Dave let out a frustrated grunt. 

"Are you getting anxious, darling?" 

"Yes! | want you so bad." 

David laughed softly. His mouth then settled at the base of Dave's erection He kissed and licked his way to the 
tip before letting his lips slide over it while his tongue flicked against it. The lips slipped further down while 
hands tickled down Dave's sides to his hips. Dave's hands petted the soft light brown hair as he sighed. His 
pelvis rocked beneath the older man's touch. 

"David." 

"Shh, baby. Relax and enjoy it” 

One hand slipped under and softly squeezed Dave's balls as David's mouth engulfed him fully, wet lips sliding all 
the way down to the base of his cock. Back up very slowly to the tip to let his tongue press against the slit. 


Slowly he built a rhythm, up and down, varying the pressure of his lips. 


The hands in his hair tightened as hips bucked up off the mattress. David heard a hoarse grunt and a groaned, 


"Baby" from above him. A moment later, David's mouth was flooded with the most wonderful release. 


With a long sigh, Dave settled into the bed His eyes were squeezed closed as he felt David withdraw. He opened 
them to find his lover slowly shedding his clothes. 


The person which stood before him was nothing like the one he'd met all those months ago in Starbucks. Gone 
were the drab baggy clothes and the long sleeved black tops. Gone was the fear which had haunted his eyes. 
Gone were the hunched shoulders and clenched hands. Instead, a beautiful, confident creature had replaced it, 


one hand placed on their hip, a serene smile on their lips. 

"Fuck, David." 

The creature sank to the bed, knees sliding along his legs until he was hovering over Dave. Hands crept in to 
his hair, lips finding his in a heated kiss. Cupping David's head, he pulled him close, deepening the kiss and 
listening to the brunette whine appreciatively. 

Rocking his hips, David rubbed his erection against his boyfriend, sighing happily as he felt him harden again. 
His kisses whispered across Dave's cheek and to his throat. Fingers stroked through his hair before slipping 
down his back. They cupped his shoulders and clasped him close, Dave's hips rocking up to meet him. 

"Wanna make you come," the dark haired man whispered. 


"Don't worry, you will” 


Arms tightened around him and he found himself sprawled on the bed, the younger man smiling down at him. A 


smile broke his own face and he reached up to stroke Dave's face. 

"Hey." 

Dark eyes twisted at the corners, a smile breaking Dave's face. "Hey." 

Another heated kiss, those damned teasing lips covering his body with kisses and nips, pausing at the spots 
Dave knew made him howl. David bunched his hands in to the sheets, body spasming as he pleaded for that 
sweet, aching relief. When Dave's calloused hand brushed over his cock, he nearly exploded, back arching from 
the bed. 

Dave rested his chin on David's hip. "Do you want me to?" 

Nodding, he almost shyly spread his legs. The two weeks had felt like two years and suddenly David felt like a 
teenager again; nervous and unsure, wanting to please the person he was with. He knew he didn't have to 


worry, but still it lay there, a fluttering in his chest. 


The exotic scent of coconut wound around them, fingers carefully brushing against his entrance and breeching 


him. He gave a low hiss as they stretched them, his hips rocking. 


"Okay?" 
"Yeah," he murmured. "It's okay. I'm okay." 


When Dave slowly entered him, his eyes fell closed, a soft sigh leaving his lips. It felt like heaven 


Chapter 55 


It was after midnight when Dave lured his lover above deck. Sitting in two deck chairs side by side, Dave 
enjoyed a beer while David sipped water. The view of the cityscape at night, lights reflecting off the water of 


the bay, was gorgeous. The air was warm with a gently breeze tickling their skin 
"This is beautiful," David sighed as he let his head fall against the younger man's shoulder. 


"It is beautiful but | really can't wait to get going in the morning. You're going to love it. I'm going to teach you 
how to sail." 


"Really?" David lifted his head and looked at his boyfriend's face. 
"Yeah, you can move up from first mate to skipper.” 
He lowered his face again with a soft giggle and pinched Dave's side. 


"Owl" Dave yelped and placed his hand on the side of David's head to pull him closer and kissed his temple. "You 


know how much | love you, right?" 
"Nope. How much?" 
"A bit." 


A comfortable silence fell between them as each man gazed at the city lights. Dave's fingers tenderly played 
with David's hair as his mind drifted. 


"David?" 
"Yeah, babe?" 


"I kind of used the two weeks to really think about what happened with me. You know, like you, | thought my 
life was mapped out. | thought Taylor and | would be together for the rest of our lives. Initially, that thought 
thrilled me. Then, as you know, things changed and | wasn't thrilled anymore. But, strange, | still thought that 
was going to be my life. And that thought never left me as | felt my heart hardening and cooling. | guess | just 
stuck with him because he was familiar. He was home even if | wasn't enjoying home. That morning that | met 
you, | sat in the corner thinking that the previous night was the final nail in my coffin But in you walked. | 
know we've talked about all of this before but the more | thought about it, | want to know that l'm safe in 
thinking that you are the rest of my life. Because if | can't feel secure in that, David, | can't allow myself to 
spend years of my life with you simply because you're familiar and I'm too complacent to do anything about 


it." 


"You are safe and secure with me. | want you to be my life, too. | know Taylor was reckless with your 
gorgeous heart. | promise | will not be reckless with your heart. And no matter how much | might torture you 
in the bedroom, | will never torture you outside of it." David grinned and stole a kiss of Dave's shoulder. 
"Thank you. | think Did you, um, did you bring..?" 

"Might have." The older man giggled and stood up. "Let's get some sleep. We sail at dawn!" 

"Aye aye, Gilligan." 

Dave wrapped his arms around his love and held him tight against his chest. He nuzzled his face into David's 


hair and closed his eyes. The scent of David's shampoo, the warmth of having his baby back in his arms and 
the gentle rocking of the boat lulled the younger man right to sleep. 


He inhaled deeply and stretched as he awoke, the delicious, familiar aroma of coffee tickling his nose. 
"Good morning, beautiful," David greeted him with a kiss and a mug. 
‘Morning, baby. Is this your coffee?" 


"Nope. It's ours. It's a little after six, whenever you're ready, show me what | can do to help get us out of 


here." 

Grinning, he drank the offered coffee and got dressed. Taking David above board, he quickly walked around, 
checking the boat and making sure everything was present and correct before he began prepping the sails. 
David was by his side, taking everything in. Dave would see the older man's mental note taking working on 


overdrive, learning everything he could. 


"We're going to make for Havana." Looking up, he checked the wind direction indicator on top of the mast. 
"Wind's looking good so hopefully we'll make it before nightfall. Ever been to Cuba?" 


David smiled and shook his head. Dave could feel the excitement brewing from the bassist and his own smile 


returned. 
"You're gonna love it. Here." He held out a life jacket. "You'll need this." 
Taking it, David raised an eyebrow. "Why? | can swim." 


"Because if this." Dave patted the boom. "Smacks you, you ain't gonna be swimming. And, as much as | like 


kissing you, my idea of a good time isn't pumping the water out of your lungs." 


He donned one himself just as a precaution until they both knew the boat well enough. Once David was able to 
read the winds, or had found a space at the bow, they could probably do away with the life jackets. Leading 


David to the boat's wheel, he pointed out the various instruments. 


"Radio for talking to the harbours and other boats. Quickest way to get help if there's a problem. These 
buttons raise and lower the anchor. That's the GPS." 


There was so much and David could feel himself getting overwhelmed. He loved learning but there was so 


much to know about. 

When Dave had finished he asked, "What do you want me to do now?" 

Dave pointed along the boat. "We're going to raise the anchor. When it's settled against the side of the boat 
and if there's no kinks or knots in the chains, give me a shout and we'll get moving. We'll use the outboard 
motor to get out of the marina and once we're on the open sea we'll really open her up." He grinned a goofy 
grin. "Ready?" 

David smiled. "As l'll ever be, Jack Sparrow." 

As he walked along the decking, he heard Dave put in a call to the harbour master, telling them that they 
were leaving. A moment later and there was a shuddering cough and the chains began to move. Watching them 
slip back inside the boat, David carefully checked them. They came up perfect. 

"Clear!" he called over his shoulder. 


Another engine started and, ever so slowly, the boat began to push away from the wooden walkway. 


David sat on the bench behind Dave as he stood at the wheel on the flybridge and navigated the boat out of 
the harbor. 


"Ready?" He glanced over his shoulder and grinned at his lover. 

"Ready." David returned the grin and stood up. 

The younger man killed the engine and the boat went quiet. Working quickly the two men raised the sails and 
both held their breath and looked up at them as the wind caught the main sail and the boat began to glide 
over the water. 

David then held out a tube of sun cream. He squirted a large amount into his hand and then rubbed both 
together before taking it to Dave's back and shoulders. More was rubbed onto his chest before Dave did the 


same for him. 


"Go relax out there on the nets. | want to watch my baby bake in the sun," the younger man told him as he 


resumed his spot at the wheel. 

The weather was absolutely gorgeous. There was not a single cloud in the deep blue sky. As David made his 
way to the bow and the netted trampoline, Dave watched the gorgeous, half naked body. He stretched a towel 
out and laid down on his back, facing up toward the flybridge. Sunglasses hid his eyes, but the singer knew he 


was looking at him. He blew David a kiss and smiled. 


He watched as one of David's hands slid down his naked chest and hesitated at the waistband of his swim 


shorts. 
"Nol" Dave breathed. "He wouldn't!" 
With a giggle, David pulled his hand away and appeared to settle back, face now pointed directly toward the sky. 


After a long six hours of sailing, they arrived at Marina Hemingway just outside of Havana. Dave showed David 


how to lower the sails before engaging the engine to power them into the marina and to their rented slip. 


It was just after lunch time and Dave was starving. David brought him a beer before he powered up the 


infrared grill that was on the deck. 


"So what do you think of sailing? Enjoying it?" the younger man asked as he watched David put some chicken 
and vegetable kabobs on the grill along with foiled wrapped corn on the cob. 


"Enjoying it? | get to lay back and watch my half-naked man sail this gorgeous boat under a beautiful sun and 
sky. What's not to enjoy?" David grinned as he lowered the lid on the grill 


"Come here." Dave invited his boyfriend into his lap. 


David did as he was asked, arms draping around his neck. Their skin was still slicked by the sun and the bassist 
smiled as he slid his fingers down Dave's back. 


A kiss was pressed to his shoulder. "Fancy the night life?" 

He shrugged, purring as lips moved to his arm. 

"Come on, you can't come to Cuba and not take in some of the night life. Trust me, you'll love it” 
"Really?" 


Dark eyes, glinting with mischief looked up at him. "Yeah, you're gonna love it” Hands slid down to his ass and 
squeezed it. "Go on, go get ready." 


"Do | have to?" David pouted. 


"Want to have a good time tonight?" 
"Yeah." 


"Then go get ready. Food'll be finished by the time you get back." 


Havana was a mishmash of buildings, old meets new, with a vibrant atmosphere to match. The heat of the day 
still hung in the air and it sounded as though music was flowing from every corner of the city. People crowded 
the main streets, the tables outside of bars and cafes already occupied. David looked back and forth, drinking it 


all in, the music feeding his soul. 


"Where do you want to go?" he asked. A wicked grin flicked his boyfriend's lips and David shook his head. "Oh 
no, better not be anywhere bad" 


“Trust me, it won't. But if you want to experience this city properly you've got to go off the beaten track." 


Dave was just reaching for him when a hand wrapped around David's wrist and pulled him away. He was about 
to say something when he turned and looked at a woman dressed in a long red dress. She grinned as he shook 
his head, pulling him towards a group of people. All of them were dancing the salsa and he gave in as she took 
both of his hands in hers and began to sway. 


Watching those around him, David gave it his best shot, swaying and moving. From the corner of his eye, he 
watched Dave get his phone out and hold it up, no doubt recording the moment forever. He should have been 
embarrassed; instead, he went with it, the beats of the music infecting him. Eventually, he pulled away, grinning 
and laughing and gave the woman a quick hug and a kiss. She smiled in return and patted him on the ass as he 


turned to leave. Swaying back to Dave, he held out his hands. 

"Put your phone away and dance! This is great!" 

He was always amazed at how easily Dave gave in to his silly, and often humiliating, suggestions. Mustaine 
would never have danced in the middle of the street. He'd have laughed at the mere idea of dancing in private. 


Instead, he was now with someone who enjoyed the little things in life. 


Rejoining the group, they danced and laughed, tripping over their feet and leaning on one another. Eyes sparkled 
with happiness as the moon and stars looked down on them. The woman who'd danced with him stopped them. 


"Are you two?" She moved perfectly manicured fingernail between them. 


Nodding and smiling, David replied, "Yes, we are." 


Her hands cupped their faces and she smiled warmly. "You're very beautiful together. And we'll make dancers 


of you yet!" 
They laughed and she left them, going to stop another random tourist and pull them in to the melee of music. 


"Well, that was fun" David's feet were still tapping as they wandered a side street, the buildings impossibly 


close. 
"You think that's fun? You've seen nothing yet!" 


They ducked through a low doorway and into a cramped cafe-come-bar. There was one empty table, pushed 
right in to a corner, a candle stuck in a wine bottle at its heart. There were no other lights, just candles 
everywhere. The rickety bar was stacked with alcohol, a coffee machine sitting behind it. Somehow, a band had 


been crammed in to one corner, three men playing a piano, double bass, and saxophone. 
"Go grab the table," Dave laughed. "I'll grab us some drinks." 


Weaving his way through the packed room, David apologised profusely to everyone he accidentally knocked. All 
of them smiled and waved a hand. That, it seemed, was the way of the city. Don't worry, be happy, enjoy the 


music. 

The Cuban coffee was second to none. David inhaled the aroma as he brought the mug to his lips. 
"Oh. Oh, wow. Dave, smell this." 

"I know." The younger man grinned as he raised a bottle of Bucanero. 


They watched the band play on and on as the empty bottles stacked up on their table. David had moved on 
from coffee to water as he plied his boyfriend with alcohol. Sure, he had a plan. It was get Dave drunk and 
take advantage of him back on the boat. It turned out Dave was, indeed, not a mean drunk but a really handsy, 
affectionate drunk 


"I love you so much, my baby," he breathed into David's ear as he pulled the smaller man into his lap. His 
hands slid under David's shirt, thumbs finding nipples and circling around them, making them taut. 


"Dave!" he scolded with a giggle. He tried to push Dave's hands out of his shirt but they wouldn't cooperate. 
Instead the hands pressed flat against David's stomach, pulling him closer. 


A sloppy mouth caught his in a deep kiss. David could taste the beer on his lover's tongue and he fought the 
instinct to recoil. The taste caused instant flashes of drunken Mustaine forcing himself on David. But this was 
okay, this was different. This was Dave, his amazing, gorgeous, sweet and kind boyfriend. He could do this. It 
was safe. So David wrapped an arm around his boyfriend's neck and returned the kiss, just as fevered and 


voracious as Dave. 


"Lets go back to the boats" David whispered in his ear. 
"No, here!" 

"No! Not here, Dave. Let's go back to the boat and | promise we'll make love.” 
"Promise?" 

"Uh huh." He nodded with a smile. 

"Okay, one more!" 

"More?" David groaned 

"No more?" Dave pouted 

"Fine! One more!" 


He smiled and kissed David's cheek "You're the best boyfriend ever!" 


Out in the street, David wrapped an arm around Dave's waist and held him against his hip. 

"You know | love you." The younger man laid his head on David's shoulder. 

David laughed. "I know. | love you, too." 

"Let's hurry back because | want to get you naked and run my tongue all over your body." 

"Damn, baby." The bassist shivered as Dave's warm breath tickled his neck. 

Fuck it. Just the feeling of the singer leaning against him was turning him on. There was no way they were 
making it to the boat. Grabbing Dave's wrist, he dragged them both down a dark, narrow alley and slammed 
himself against a wall. Pulling Dave to him, David kissed him, hands tangling in hair. 

The kiss was willingly returned, Dave hissing in to his mouth. "Fuck, David" 


"Shut up and kiss me." 


Hands rode over his shirt, unpicking the buttons and pushing it away from his body. David gasped as Dave 
moved from his mouth, lips finding his throat and working their way down his chest, Tongue flicking across his 


ripples. He groaned and leaned heavily against the wall, one hand working in to Dave's hair. His cock strained his 
jeans and he almost died when Dave's nose nudged against it. 


"Fuck me," he hissed. 

There was a low, husky chuckle and he looked down In the low light he could see Dave kneeling before him, face 
a picture of light and shadows. Fingers wrapped around his groin, squeezing his cock, and David let out a low 
groan. 

"Want me to suck it?" 

"No, | want you to get up here and fuck me." 

The zipper of his jeans was slowly tugged down and David felt his knees begin to give way. Fingers hooked into 
the belt loops of his pants and tugged them down to his ankles. One foot was lifted, his leg slid completely out 
of it. Feeling exposed did nothing to his libido. Instead it ignited it, and he yanked Dave to his feet, dragging down 
his lover's jeans before looping his hands under the younger man's shoulders. Pressed against the wall, David 
lifted himself, legs settling around around Dave's waist. Their lips slid together in a frantic, heated kiss. 

"Not gonna hurt you, baby," Dave hissed, swaying slightly. 


David chuckled. "| know. | know. Just do it before you fuckin’ fall on your fuckin’ drunken ass." 


Using his spit as best he could, Dave coated himself with it before he entered David, using hands on the back 
of David's thighs to both hold his lover up and gain better leverage. 


"Shit!" David groaned, letting his head roll back. 
"Does it hurt? Am | hurting you?" And Dave almost withdrew. 
"No, it feels so fucking good. Harder, go harder!" David's hands clamped down on the back of Dave's neck. 


Drunken Dave had no sense of the volume of his own voice. As he thrust deeply into David, the guttural 
howling grew louder and louder until it echoed in the streets. 


"Shh, shh, quiet, baby!" 
"Uh uh!" Deeper and harder he pounded until David joined in the howling. 


The older man's body shook, the knot in the pit of his stomach tightened and throbbed, threatening to snap at 
any moment. His cock ached, his balls were tight. He pulled Dave closer so that he could wrap his arms around 
his boyfriend's neck and just hold on and wait to be sent over the edge. Each thrust of Dave's cock inside of 
him stroked against his prostate. Closer, closer. Until the knot snapped violently and he came with a deep, long 


growl of his boyfriend's name. 


The dark haired man continued to thrust, stretching out David's orgasm, not allowing him to being that freefall. 
Dave held him up high, his rhythm increasing, his yelling now coming in clipped panting. With one final thrust, 
Dave's hips bucked and he cried out, "David, fuck!" 


Shaking legs disengaged from the younger man's hips and lowered slowly. Both mean wearily bent to pull their 
pants up. They looked at each other and burst into giggles as hands clasped and they continued on toward the 


marina. 


Chapter 56 


David took his wasted boyfriend and guided him onto the boat and below deck to the cabin. He sat him down 


and pulled his shoes off and then undressed him and himself. 

"Warm shower, baby. Come." 

"| did," the drunken man said with a grin. 

"| know, that's why we need a shower. Give me your hand." 

"No, let's go to sleep." Dave flopped back onto the bed and tried to pull David with him. 


"Stop before | spank you for being bad!" the older man playfully scolded the drunk. "If you're not going to 
shower, | still am. Get in bed and go to sleep. We're leaving bright and early, remember." 


"Hmm. Kiss me." 

David rolled his eyes. "You're a pain in the ass." 

"You love me." 

"| do, but you're still a pain in the ass." He swiped a hand over Dave's hair and kissed his forehead. 
"No, no, no. Real kiss." 

"Fine, real kiss." And he pressed his lips to Dave's. 

"| love you, gorgeous." 

"| love you, too. Close your eyes and go to sleep. I'll be five minutes." 

"lll be waiting." 

"Hal You'll be passed out." 

"No, gonna wait up for you." 

"Uh huh." The smaller man grinned as he shed his own clothes and crossed to the bathroom. 


Five minutes later, Dave was sprawled on his back in the middle of the bed. David shook his head and climbed in 
alongside him. Gonna wait up, my ass, David thought. The younger man snorted and instinctively rolled to his 


side and curled himself around David. 


He was the first one awake again and imagined Dave was going to be hurting when he awoke. Instead of bringing 


him coffee, he brought a bottle of water and two Tylenol. 

Placing them at the side of the bed, he kissed Dave's cheek "Wakey wakey.” 

He grinned as the younger man grunted and rolled away from him. Giving him another kiss, David chuckled 
softly as the bed clothes were pulled higher, Dave disappearing beneath them. A sudden mischievous streak hit 
him and, walking to the end of the bed, he grabbed the sheets and pulled them clean off the bed. The dark 
haired man instinctively curled into a ball, head buried in to the pillow as he felt around for the missing 
material. 

Crawling up the bed, David pressed a kiss to Dave's shoulder. "Gonna get up?" 

A muffled, "No." 

"Come on," he purred, a hand trailing down Dave's back and to his ass. 

"Meh." 

"Hurting?" 

Hands clutched the pillow closer, Dave nodding. 

"Remember what you did last night?" 

Shoulders rose and fell in a shrug. 

"Well" David pressed himself closer, arm snaking around Dave's waist. "We went out, danced on the streets, 
went to a bar, where you got ridiculously drunk, had sex in an alley and then came back here and had crazy, 
amazing sex with a bunch of people from the city until the sun came up and we passed out." 

Dave groaned and the pillow was clutched tighter. "We didn't." 

"We did. Well, everything except for the last part" 

Eventually, David left the younger man to sleep off his hangover. Filling a travel mug with coffee, he left it 
beside the water and pairkillers while he made breakfast beneath the welcoming rays of the sun. There really 


was nothing better than freshly picked tropical fruits and pancakes for breakfast. He'd made sure to have 
bacon and eggs delivered to the boat. Something to stave away the cravings of the hungover. 


Sitting back, he admired the view, hands wrapped around a mug. It really was beautiful and he'd be sad to 
leave. They made the best coffee and David wondered if there'd be room for their brand of home brewed 


craziness on the island. Life seemed to be so much more laid back than life in the States. 


Finally a creature appeared from the depths of the boat, sunglasses hiding their eyes, a towels wrapped around 


them like cloaks. David couldn't help but laugh. 
"Well, if it isnt Ma Babooshka's youngest son. How you feelin?" 


Dave just grunted and poured himself another coffee before sitting beside David, head down so as to avoid the 
glare of the sun. An arm was wrapped around his shoulders, a soft kiss pressed to his head. 


"We have to get out onto the water in an hour if we're going to make it to Grand Cayman by the time it gets 
dark," David gently said. He didn't want to appear like he was rushing the hungover man but he also was eager 
to get back on the water. 


"Ill be good to go in an hour," Dave reassured him as he uncapped his second bottle of water. 


And he didn't lie. David suspected he still felt like shit but he sucked it up and steered the boat out of the 
harbor and back out onto the open sea However, once the sails were up and it was easy sailing, David took 


over at the wheel. 

"Go back below and get a nap," he suggested. 

"Nah, | don't want to be hiding out when we have all this gorgeous weather and sun. I'll go lay in the trampoline. 
Remember to watch the GPS. If something happens or you're not sure what to do, just yell” He started to 
turn and then stopped. "David?" 

"Yeah, babe?" 


"I'm sorry | got drunk. | hope | didn't...” 


"You didn't. It was fine. Come here." He pulled the younger man into his arms and kissed him. "Go get some 


rest.” 


After a little while, baking in the sun, David pulled his shirt off and did his best to coat his warm, tan skin with 
a layer of sun screen His boyfriend was sprawled out on his stomach on the tramp. David took in the hard 
lines of his calves and thighs, the dip in his spine which curved upward to his shoulders. Dave's arms were 
littered with tattoos that David found so sexy. He glanced at his own. More. Definitely need more tattoos. 
Perhaps something to celebrate this trip? 


It was just after six in the evening when they arrived in Georgetown on Grand Cayman Island. There was no 


marina, this time they dropped anchor in the bay. To get to land, they'd have to take the dinghy with the tiny 


outboard motor. 


But that could wait until morning. David had another idea. Dave was feeling mostly better by now. He was 
upright and mobile at least. 


"Hey, had an idea. Let's just have a quiet dinner here on the boat and after that, we could do a litte night 


swimming." 

"Sounds like a plan" The ache of the headache was still there, resting at the back of his brain. 

He watched as David scuttled off, no doubt to start cooking. The sun was already beginning to set, pinks and 
oranges painting the sky. It had been a beautiful day and he didn't want to leave. Wanted to stay forever, 
bobbing on the ocean like modern day Robinson Crusoes. They could find an island. Set up home. Be happy living 
off the land. The perfect life. 

Settling a couple of steaks on the barbecue, David tossed together a salad Sauces were pre-made. As much as 
he enjoyed making them, they were on vacation. The quicker and easier the better. Keeping one eye on the 
meat, he laid everything out on the open air work surface. Taking deep breaths, he savoured the fresh, crisp 
air. It really was perfect. 

When Dave wandered up, he asked, "How much would one of these cost?" 

"New?" 

David shrugged. 

"Between two and three million, depending on what you wanted." 

He flipped the steaks, the fat sizzling on the flames. "Not bad" 

"Why? Thinking about getting one?" There was a note of excitement to Dave's voice. 

"Thinking about it, yeah." 


"You realise Minnesota's landlocked, don't you?" 


Grinning, he flicked the younger man with a spatula. "Nice to see you're feeling better. No, | was thinking about 
having it moored down here. Maybe renting it out to select people. Get it to pay for itself." 


Arms wound around his waist, sun warmed skin pressing against his back. "You're liking this life, aren't you?" 


"Yeah." 


"Good. ‘cause you ain't the only one. We'll make some calls when we get back." 
David glanced over his shoulder, eyes wide. "You're kidding?!" 
"About things like this?" Dave grinned and gave him the smallest of kisses. "Never." 


They ate dinner sat at the bow, legs danging down the side of the boat, the sun having finally touched the sea, 
the stars and moon beginning to dot the sky. 


"Gorgeous," David murmured. 

He was pulled in to a hug, lips touching his temple. "Just like you." 

He leaned his head against Dave's, one hand wrapped around the back of his boyfriend's head. A year ago he'd 
never thought he'd see such sights. Never thought he'd leave California Never thought he'd be happy. Yet 
here he was, happy and content, without a care in the world. 


Taking Dave's plate from him, he stood and smiled "Come on. Lets go swimming.” 


The younger man balanced his toes on the edge of the swim deck, a big grin on his face. David stood beside 
him, clutching his hand. 


"Ready?" Dave asked. 

"Ready." 

And together, naked, they jumped into the ocean. The water felt so great, it was just cool enough to offer 
relief from the warm, humid air. David closed his eyes and let it envelope him as he floated back to the 
surface. He still held his boyfriend's hand and let himself be pulled into an embrace. Their legs tangled beneath 
the surf as Dave leaned into kiss him, their lips wet and salty. David's hands crept up to his cheeks and then 
higher, on top of his head and he pushed his boyfriend back under the water. Then he tried to make an escape, 
he began to swim away. A hand wrapped around his ankle and tugged him back. 


"Where do you think you're going?" Dave growled as he wrapped his free arm around David's waist. 


David giggled and played along with the game. He pretended to struggle and push the heels of his hands at 


Dave's shoulders. 


They played and wrestled in the deep water, howling and laughing. Each man would push the other under the 


water and try to swim away before being captured again 


And then David got an idea. "Come over here," he told Dave and pulled him back toward the swim deck. 


He positioned Dave against the ladder with his back toward him. David swept the wet hair away from his 
lover's neck and placed his open mouth against it, sucking away the salt water and letting his teeth graze 


against the wet skin. 

His lips closed over the smooth, wet skin, sucking gently. When he pulled away, a mark could be seen in the 
moonlight. Come morning, it would be red. Pushing his arms through Dave's, he gripped the ladder, holding 
himself steady as he kissed his way across his lover's shoulders, lips and teeth leaving marks. Beneath his 
onslaught, Dave hissed, hands tightening around the metal of the boat. When David's teeth closed around his 
vertebra he let out a low groan, his cock stirring in the cool water. 

A rose nudged at his hair, David leaving kisses against his throat. "Want you," the older man hissed. 


"Take me. Take everything you want." 


He felt David press himself close, wet skin sliding together. The bassist's erection pressed against his thigh as 
David tilted his head back and stole a heated kiss. 


"Fuck, Dave." 

Wet fingers moved down his back, making him shiver as they dipped beneath the water and clasped his ass. 
Then they were in him, pushing and gently stretching. Throwing his head back, he let out a deep, guttural 
groan, one which was whisked away in another kiss. 


"You can make as much noise as you want out here, baby," David murmured in to his mouth. 


The fingers continued to work at him, his head falling forward against the ladder. He could feel the sweat rise, 


only to be cooled by the water. 
"Ready?" David pressed a kiss to his cheek 
He nodded. "Yeah. Ready." 


A hand grasped his right leg, moving his foot up another rung. And then David was sliding in to him, the water 
washing around them, making everything feel unreal. Hands were laid over his, fingers lifting and knotting with 
his own as the bassist began to rock his hips. His lover's head rested against his shoulder, David mumbling 


almost incoherently. 
"Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. You feel so good. So fuckin’ good." 
Dave was able to crack a smile and shifted so that he could nestle his head against the crook of David's 


shoulder. The slight movement had David gasping, a long, low hiss brushing his cheek. One hand unwound from 
around his own, drifting down his body and to his cock. Wet fingers danced around it before slowly closing 


around him, stroking in time to his lover's deep thrusts. He heard himself calling to the older man, his voice 


growing in volume, echoing around the water. 


The knot in his stomach grew, tightening, threatening to snap. And, when it did, Dave out a low howl, body 
slamming back against David. Teeth sank in to his shoulder, his lover's orgasm breaking. David continued to 


rock, pushing their orgasms on, the pleasure rolling over them in waves. 


Finally they drifted away from the boat and back to the sea. Lying on their backs with their hands linked, they 
stared at the sky, picking out constellations in the perfectly clear sky. 


Chapter 51 


In the morning, they lowered the dinghy into the water and powered it to shore. Dressed in white t-shirts and 
shorts and sandals, showing off their sun-touched skin and hair, the couple wandered around Georgetown, 
ducking into shops here and there. They walked a couple blocks inland, off the tourist path, and found a cute 
little local cafe. Sitting on the veranda, they enjoyed a lunch of local seafood and beer. And water. 

On the way back to the main street, Dave stopped in front of a candy store. He pulled David to a stop. 
"Candy?" 


The younger man's eyes lit up. Homemade, local chocolate. "Chocolate." 


A half an hour later, the pair emerged from the store carrying more treasures. Chocolate bars, truffles and 


chocolate covered strawberries and raspberries all sent the younger man into an almost orgasmic state. 


As they approached the tiny marina where the dinghy was waiting for them, they passed another storefront. 
Learn to SCUBA dive a placard in the window advertised. 


"You wanna?" David asked. 

"You?" 

He smiled and nodded his head. 

They made arrangements to drop off their purchases on the boat and return for a lesson with an instructor. 
After an hour long safety demonstration and instruction, Dave and David were led by an instructor into the 
deep. Dave watched his boyfriend become a fish, so happy and comfortable and carefree David became as they 
swam deeper and deeper until the instructor led them to a sunken ship. They explored the ship and all its 
wonders, taking sight of stingrays and fish of every color and size. Even a tiger shark swam past without even 
paying them mind. 

As they sat on the deck of the boat, enjoying David's grilled swordfish, Dave smiled at his lover. 


"You really enjoyed the dive today, didn't you?" 


After he popped another forkful of the delicious fish into his mouth, he smiled. "Every moment of this trip 
has been better than the previous. | honestly don't know how we're going to go home after this.” 


"We don't have to." 


David nearly dropped his fork. "I'm sorry? Don't have to go back? Have you forgotten that there's a sh-" 
A finger to his lips silenced him, a wolfish grin on Dave's lips. "Made a couple of calls earlier. She's ours now." 


He knew he should have been mad. Knew he should have been as pissed as Hell. But the excitement began to 
bubble up, a grin breaking his face. 


"You're kidding, aren't you? You're actually kidding?" 

Dave shook his head, the smile still in place. "You wanted her. You got her. She's going to stay moored in Miami 
and the rental company will continue to look after her. They'll call us before they take any bookings to make 
sure we're not using her. We can come back whenever we want. Or." 

‘Or what?" David raised an eyebrow. 

"Or we can take her somewhere else." 

"Like?" 

"Well, when we're comfortable enough, how do you fancy taking a couple of months off and sailing her through 


the Panama Canal? Or we could carry on down and visit Venezuela and Brazil" The infamous grin returned. "| 


hear they're big Megadeth fans in that part of the world” 


Shaking his head, David laughed. "You really are one of a kind." Stepping away from the table, he cupped his 
boyfriend's face and gently kissed him. Gazing in to those dark eyes, he murmured, "And | love you so fuckin’ 
much. Just the way you are." 


They made love beneath the stars, the warm, night breeze tickling their skin. Curled around the younger man, 
David finally asked, "So, when did you get the chance to make those calls?" 


A hand brushed through his hair, tilting his head back. "Now that would be telling." 


From Grand Cayman, they sailed to Kingston, Jamaica. From there, they went on to Aruba. On the way back 
north from Aruba, they made stops in San Juan, Puerto Rico and Turks and Caicos before making their last 


stop at Cat Island in The Bahamas. 


"Just for you, we're spending a night at Cat Island. We'll go home and tell Boris and Maks about it," Dave told 
his boyfriend as they dropped anchor in the bay. 


The island turned out to be Dave's favorite stop. It was largely unspoiled by tourists and uninhabited. There 


was an old deserted monastery on top of a hill. The men were able to walk a large part of the island, visiting 


the ruins and taking a lot of photos and video. They took a short video clip together and sent it back to Jamie 
and Francis. 


As they were walking the trail back to the beach, David was fiddling with his camera, Suddenly the 
unmistakable sounds of his boyfriend in the throes of passion filled Dave's ears and he looked at David and the 
tiny screen of his camera. 

"I didn't know you still had that!" 

"Of course | still have it. It's so fucking hot. | love listening to you." 


"You do?" The younger man's cheeks flushed. 


"Yeah. That groan you do when | first enter you is so amazing, I'm so lucky; firstly that | even get to have sex 


with you. And secondly, that | don't come right then and there when | hear you do that" 


Dave had an idea, then. He grinned at David and took the camera from him. He figured out how to record and 


then turned it on David. 


"David, tonight I'm going to film you doing something you'd normally do by yourself. And I'm not telling you 
right now what it is but | promise you will enjoy it" He watched his boyfriend through the camera lens. 


"Are you? And what if | don't like it?" David gave the camera a sassy grin 
"You will" 

"Do | have to do it by myself? Why can't you join me?" 

| could. After a bit" 


Back on the boat, the men donned trunks and dove into the clear, warm water for more swimming. And then 


they collapsed in the trampoline for an afternoon nap in the sun. Seemed only appropriate at Cat Island. 

After a light dinner of grilled chicken breast and salad, the boyfriends brought a thick blanket out onto the 
tramp and snuggled up to watch the stars. David laid against Dave's flank and rested his head on his shoulder. 
Dave's arm wound around the older man and casually ran a finger up and down his upper arm and shoulder. 
"What were you talking about before?" 


"What? On the camera?" 


"Yeah." 


"Not ready to tell you yet. Let's stay here and look at the sky for a little while longer. Soon we'll be back in 


Minneapolis and we won't be able to lay outside like this and enjoy the peaceful silence.’ 


"Keep stroking my arm like that, it won't be peaceful or silent for long," David giggled and snuggled deeper into 
Dave. A hand snuck under the blanket and found Dave's stomach. 


Dave ceased his stroking and reached his hand under the blanket as well to still David's hand. "Shh. Just be still 


and look," he whispered. 

David tried. He tried really hard. He should be able to do this. What did it say about him that whenever he was 
this close to the dark haired man, his libido went into overdrive? No, he could be still and just enjoy this time 
with his boyfriend. The gentle rocking of the boat coupled with Dave's warmth lulled him. If he focused hard 
enough, he could check his libido for the time being. David floated, breathing in Dave's scent. He watched a star 
shoot across the sky and gasped. 

“Beautiful, isn't it?" 

"Mmm. Not only the shooting star but this very moment. Everything about this is beautiful. Most of all, you." 
"You did well. l'm proud of you." Dave kissed his boyfriend's forehead. "Now would you like to go below deck?" 


"Yes!" 


Once below, in the cabin, Dave took off his clothes and then held up the camera. He trained it on David and 
asked him to get naked also. 


"Why are you filming me taking my clothes off?" 

"Gonna film you doing more than that, lover. Trust me" 

"What? Davel 

"Strip, now. And then tell me about that thing you did while we were apart! 

"What thing?" David asked as he pulled his shirt over his head. 

"You know what thing. The thing you did while you were by yourself In the bathroom" 
"OH!" David shrieked and immediately blushed. "No" 

"Please. Lay back on the bed and touch yourself. | want to film you jerking off" 


"No. No. Absolutely not." 


"Why not?" The hard plastic of the camera, followed by warm lips, brushed against the side of his head. 


"Just because." Already he could feel himself beginning to give in, his knees buckling as a hand swept down his 


back. 

"Please," Dave whined in his ear. "| want something just in case." 

"Just in case what?" 

"Just in case | have to go away without you again. Want something to remind me how fuckin’ hot you are." 
David chuckled softly. "And if | still say no." 

He got the infamous, patented pout, all big eyes and stuck out bottom lip. There was absolutely no way he 


could refuse that and, sliding a hand along Dave's cheek, David gave him a gentle kiss and stretched out on the 


bed. 


Drawing up one leg, David wrapped a hand around his cock, sighing softly as his eyes fell shut. Thoughts of the 
camera faded to nothing and soon he was stroking to only a beat only he could hear, fingers playing over his 
velvety hard flesh. In his mind, the same film as before played. Wandering hands, teasing lips, soft sighs and 
deep groans. His hand tightened around his cock, and he groaned, rocking his hips, the knot of pleasure building. 


"Shit, baby. You are so hot," Dave hissed as his own hand found his cock and began rubbing it. He watched 
through the lens as David pumped himself hard. 


David merely groaned in response. His free hand now cupped his balls and his legs spread wide. His shoulders 
pushed down into the mattress and his hips rocked upwards. 


"Tell me what you're thinking about." 


"The time we filmed that. On the plane. Remember | had you against the wall? Thinking about how warm and 
tight you are when I'm fucking you." 


Dave put one knee on the edge of the bed, then the other. He trained the camera on David once again, moving 
it away from his face only to lean over David and let a large glob of spit fall from his lips onto the head of 
David's cock. David swept a thumb over it and brought it down against his long shaft, working it into his fist. 


"Fuck, Dave." 
"Stroke that cock good and hard. Come for me, lover." He swept the camera from David's toes, up his leg, to 


his fist pumping feverishly over his dick From there he panned up the man's stomach and chest and settled on 


his face. 


David's eyes were screwed shut, his teeth were gnawing on his bottom lip and his nose was scrunched up. 


Dave kept the camera focused there while he encouraged David more. 


"Wanna see you come, David. Keep going, baby. Wanna see you come for me and then | wanna make love to 


you. 


"Oh, God, Dave!" the older man muttered. The hand that cupped his balls tightened its grip as he gave his cock 
one more quick stroke. Heels dug into the bed as his hips rose and, with a long, gritted grunt, warm, pearly 
come splattered onto David's stomach. 

The younger man was immediately between David's legs, camera focused in on the bright white come against 
David's bronzed stomach. He moved the camera to the side, still filming as he lowered his tongue to lap and lick 
it all up. David giggled as the tongue tickled him. 

"Give me the camera. | will film you as you fuck me." 

The camera was taken from his hands, David lazily sliding his hand through the strap. For a while, he ignored 
the unblinking eye, gently moving and preparing David. Beneath him, the bassist sighed and moaned, one leg 
stretching around Dave's back, foot stroking the gentle dip. 


"Come on" David pouted up at him. "Don't like being kept waiting. Plus.” He tilted his head to check the camera 


"There's only an hour of video time left." 
Grinning, he placed a kiss to David's stomach. "You really are a brat.” 
"Yeah, but you love me. You want me. You think I'm hot." 


Laughing, he leaned forward and kissed the older man, teeth nipping at David's lower lip. "You're a brat, you 


know?" 

‘Oh yeah, | know that. Now just fuck me!" 

It didn't take much encouragement and, sliding his hands under David's shoulders, Dave slowly entered him. 
Teeth nipped at his shoulder, David's free hand sliding down his back, nails clawing at his skin. Legs wrapped 
around his waist, feet hooked together. David had pushed his head back in to the pillow, eyes closed, gentle 
pants leaving his lips. The arm supporting the camera was buried against the bed, the glass eye watching them. 
Brushing his lips against his lover's cheek, Dave murmured, "Want this?" 


"Yes. Please." David's voice was breathy, husky. 


He thrust once, watching as David's eyes snapped open, lips pouting. "More." 


"More, huh? | thought this was a porn flick? Got to draw it out" 

Fingers tangled in his dark hair, David's lips crushed to his own, hips rocking up to meet his. Grunting, he 
stretched a hand around the back of David's head, cradling him as the kiss deepened, teeth and tongues 
fighting. David stretched beneath him, legs untangling, muscles tightening. There was no way he could hold off 
much longer. No way he could resist the squirming beauty beneath him. 


David pulled the camera back in front of his face and said to Dave, "Sit back on your heels and really give it to 
me. And don't take your eyes off the camera" 


The younger man giggled. "Now you're a porn director, too?" 
"Do it. Now." David told him in mock sternness. 


"You asked for it" Dave gave the camera a lascivious smirk and licked his lips as he gripped both of David's 


knees and thrust into him very slow and very deep. 
"Foster!" 

Ae 

"Faster, damn you!" 

"No" And another teasing deep thrust 


"If you disobey the director, he can always hire another actor. You gay porn actors are a dime a dozen, you 


know." 

"Hire. Does that mean you're paying me to fuck you?" 

"Not anymore. You don't know how to follow direction” 

Dave stuck his tongue out as he flipped off the camera. And then he began to pick up the pace. Slowly building 
his speed until he was driving fast and hard into his boyfriend. When he felt himself near his peak, he pulled 
out of David and began stroking himself. 


"Ready for the money shot?" he asked with a smirk. 


"Almost," David replied and shifted so that he was on his stomach, his mouth open and waiting underneath the 
head of Dave's cock. He handed the camera back to Dave and took up stroking for him. 


"Fuck, baby, this looks so hot" And then a loud cry of his lover's name, he thrust forward, into David's mouth 
and spilled his seed 


Chapter 58 


When they arrived back in Miami, there was a mountain of paperwork to sift through in order to finalize the 
purchase of the boat. After, they spent a night in a hotel before returning home the follow morning. Walking 
through the airport, David took his boyfriend's hand and gave one last glance over his shoulder. "Have a good 
time, baby?" 

"Best two weeks of my life. Without a doubt." 

"Ready to go home?" 

"Yes and no. It'll be nice to get back into our routine but not looking forward to the cold and snow." 

"Don't worry. I'll keep you warm and toasty." 

"Mmm. | know you will." 

"Boris and Maks will, too. Bet they'll be happy to have their Momma back." 

"And their Daddy. He's been gone for a month." 

"They don't care about me." 

"Course they do." 

"Bet Jamie will be glad to see you, too. She was worried" 

"About us?" 

David nodded. 

"Were you?" 

Again, he nodded. 

"Still?" 

Smiling, he shook his head. 


"Good. | love you, David. Always." 


It was after eleven when they climbed into a cab from the airport in Minneapolis. The shop was relatively slow. 


Jamie and Simon stood in the doorway when they walked in from the garage. 


Jamie couldn't hide her joy at seeing the dark haired man. She launched herself into his arms and kissed his 


face. 


"Wow, someone's happy to see me. He didn't even greet me like that when | met up with him." Dave chuckled 


softly as he set Jamie back on her feet. 
"Yeah, it's pretty cool, | guess. Welcome home," she replied, feigning disinterest. 


Chuckling, David swatted the back of his boyfriend's head. "Didn't greet you like that?! Next time remind me 
not to go running across a marina screaming your name, won't you? Hello, Jamie." He gave her a quick hug and 


a kiss. "Everything okay?" 


She shrugged. "Meh. Your house is still standing, isn't it? But | crashed one of your bikes into a police car and 
the cats ate the fish." 


"WHAT?!" Both of them stared at her in shock. 


"Just kidding!" Her face became dark, an eyebrow raised. "Or am |?" Chuckling, she patted them both on the 
shoulder. "Night, guys. Sleep well. Oh, and welcome back to Hell." 


Shutting off all the lights, they crept upstairs, David whistling the cats. He wasn't surprised when they didn't 


come running. 


Their living space was just as it had been left, except for the addition of a small pile of mail on one of the 
kitchen counters. When David reached for it, Dave stopped him and shook his head. 


‘Leave it. Itll be there in the morning.” 


They'd only been back a few moments but stressed David was beginning to make an appearance. He no doubt 
wanted to know what hate mail had been sent to him. It had started small in the wake of the trial, but had 
steadily grown until Dave had taken to intercepting the mail. Leaving the bills, and the nice fan mail, he'd 
dumped the rest of it in to the shredder. And it wasn't just Davis who was getting the mail, it was him as 
well. He could handle it; he hadn't sent down Dave Mustaine. Needless to say, the police were well aware of 
several threats on David's life. 


"Fucking typicall" David's voice caught his attention and he wandered to the bedroom, leaning on the door as the 
laughter caught him. 


Amber eyes blinked at them, one of the cats yawning and stretching. They were curled up in their usual place; 


Dave's pillow. 


David glared at him and he gave the older man a shrug in response. "What can | say? I've always been a pussy 


magnet." 


Once David was sound asleep, the younger man crept from the bed and down the stairs. Switching on only the 
bare minimum of lights in the coffee house, he knelt down beside one of the fridges and reached behind it. His 
fingers brushed against something and, with a heavy heart, Dave pulled out a bundle of letters. A note from 
Jamie was taped to the top of them. 


This shit has got to stop. 

Leaning against the fridge, knees drawn up, he quietly read over each of the letters. Some were from repeat 
offenders. Some were new. Some were written in blood. Some sent images of what they wanted to do. The 
death threats were placed to one side, ready to be dropped at the police station. But they were all horrific. All 
detailing what they wanted to do. And they all broke Dave's heart. 

In the morning, of course, David was back in his natural habitat. As he crossed the shop to feed the fish, he 
noticed there was a soft, gentle snow falling. Part of him was warmed by the sight. Part of him wished he was 
back in the Caribbean. 

He had gifts of local, island trinkets and such for Bill and Simon. But he had an envelope waiting for Jamie. 


As he was stacking cookies in the cases along the bar, he heard one of the bikes fire up. Dave was tending to 


his babies. 
Jamie walked in and shook the snow off her hair and stamped her booted feet. 
"This snow sucks! I'm so tired of it!" she grumbled. 


‘Its almost over," David quietly replied. "But if you're really sick of it, maybe this will help." He held up the 


envelope as she crossed and shrugged out of her coat. 
"What the hell is this?" 

"Don't know. Someone left it for you" 

She snatched it from his hand and ripped it open "This is a plane ticket to Los Angeles” 
"Want to see Chris?" 


"No. I'm not taking your charity just so | can fly out for a booty call" She laid the ticket on the bar and walked 


away. 


"Hts not charity and its not a booty call, Jamie!" 
‘Leave it alone, Ellefson | said no 

"Jamiel" He followed her into the kitchen "I | thought.well, | thought you two." 
"What? Fell in love? HAI" She laughed sardonically. 

David was crushed. "Did something happen?" 


"No, nothing happened. He's just." She struggled to keep it together. The facade faltered for a moment and then 
snapped back into place. "Nothing happened. We just had a little fun and that's it, you know?" 


"Look at me," he demanded. 

She did everything but look at David. 

"Please look at me." 

"Please leave it alone, David" 

"Fine. But take the ticket. If you decide to use it, whenever, just call me." 
As David turned to leave, he heard a mumbled, "He's too good for me." 


"What?" He turned to look at Jamie again. Her fingers were toying with the envelope as it sat flat on the work 


table. Her head was lowered and her hair hid her face. 
"| don't want to fall for him any more than | have because he's out of my league." 


David's heart cracked. He knew exactly how she was feeling. He inhaled deeply and, for a moment, closed his 


eyes. 


"He is not out of your league, Jamie. If anything, you are out of his. But it doesn't even matter. You like him 
and he likes you. That is all that matters. But you know what?" 


A hoarse voice whispered, "What?" 


| know how you feel. | know what it's like to have that sort of hopeless excitement. Happy to have him but 


terrified he'll wake up and walk away from you." 


She nodded. 


Leaving her to it, he got to work, starting up the kitchen. Soon empty bowls and used utensils cluttered the 
work surfaces, the delicious scent of baking filling the space. Of course, it drew others from their beds and a 
mug of coffee was placed beside him. 

"Trade you that for whatever's in the oven." 

Raising an eyebrow, he looked at the younger man. "All of them?" 


He got a grin in response. "Hey. Its been a month without your cooking. Thought | was going to starve." 


"Yeah fucking right! David laughed and began dumping the dirty dishes in to the washer and sink. "You wouldn't 


starve. You've got, like, steak radar or something. It rolls over to Spm and it switches on. I'll tell you what" 
"What?" 

"Do the dishes and I'll bake you a special batch." 

"Really?!" 

"Yeah, really. Call it a welcome home gift" 

A sloppy kiss was pressed to his cheek and Dave all but danced to the sink. Leaning against the work surface, 
David watched him get to work. Never had he known someone so easy to please. With Mustaine it had been a 
constant struggle, as though David had never been good enough. Everything he'd done had been looked down on 
and criticized. He couldn't cook. He couldn't play bass. He couldn't write. He couldn't drive. He couldn't fuck. All it 


had been was constant negativity. Now someone loved him merely for being there and being himself. 


Walking up behind Dave, he wrapped his arms around his lover's waist and hugged him, head resting against the 
back of his neck. 


"Alright back there?" his lover asked. 

"Yeah" 

cis 

"Absolutely. Not allowed to give you hugs any more?" 

"Yeah, but if you keep it up | might have to bend you over the sink and fuck you 


David laughed and playfully swatted the back of the younger man's head. "Do you always think with your dick?" 


"And my stomach." 

Brushing the hair from Dave's shoulders, David left a few kisses before pulling away. Rifling through 
cupboards, he began to prepare the special batch of cookies. They were going to be extra special, ones which 
would make his boyfriend die from their heavenly taste. And, if they were successful (which they would be) 
then they'd introduce them to the coffee shop. From the sink came the sound of clattering dishes, soap suds 
dancing through the air. 

"What do you want to call your cookies?" he asked. 

"My cookies? You're baking them, what do you want to call them?" 

‘lm baking them for you." 

"What's in them?" 

"A little bit of our trip." David grinned. He lifted the ingredients one by one: butter, sugar, vanilla, flour, flaked 
coconut. And then he bent down and reached for the secret ingredient: a bottle of Bacardi rum picked up in 
San Juan. 

"Coconut rum balls?" 

"Coconut rum balls." He nodded. 

"Hmm..call them David's sunburned balls," the younger man giggled. 

After David threw a towel at him, his smirk faltered. 


"What? We can call them that if you're really set on it" 


"No, it's not that. | heard you talking to Jamie before. | feel bad that she believes that. Worse that you 
believed it as well. You really thought I'd walk away?" 


David shrugged. "In the beginning.’ 

"In the beginning, |, um, | thought you might go back to him." 

| thought you might go back to him," the bassist repeated as he began measuring out the flour. 
"Do you think she'll go?" Dave asked in a lowered voice. 


"Don't know. He sounded like he wanted to see her very much when | talked to him last. He's got a new band, 


though, and can't get away for a while. Thought sending her out there was a good idea 


"It is a good idea" 
"| don't know, maybe l'm meddling. She doesn't meddle with us except to tell us to stop being assholes.’ 


"So tell her to stop being an asshole." Dave laughed, although he knew that wasn't the truth. Jamie did meddle 
in their life, at least to protect David 


When the first batch came out of the oven, the dark haired child bounced over and peered at them, 


practically drooling. 

"They look good." And he reached for one. 

His hand was batted away. "Still too hot. Back off, Grohl." 
"Want!" 

"You want my sunburned balls?" 

"Yes! | want them in my mouth!" 

"Whoa" Jamie was in the doorway. "I'll come back." 
"James, wait. Try one of these with me." 

"What are they?" 

‘My sunburned balls," David replied with a giggle. "Coconut rum balls." 
"Rum?" She raised an eyebrow. 

‘Oh, you know, only a tiny bit." 


David's sunburned balls were a big hit, especially since people were sick and tired of winter and looking for 
anything that reminded them that summer was on its way. 


Chapter 59 


As they headed into March, the plane ticket hung pegged to a cork board in the kitchen. Every day David 
looked at it and a pang of guilt and sadness ate at him. 


"Jamie, get your ass in here, please?" he finally called her. 

After she entered the kitchen, he closed the door and locked it so it was only the two of them. 
"Ticket's still sitting there. Have you spoken to him?" 

"No." And she started for the door. 

"Jamie, please." He grabbed her elbow. 

"David! | asked you to leave it alone. Now I'm telling you. Leave it alone." 

| can't do that" 

"Why not?!" 


"Because, not only do | love you, | love him, too. | spoke to him yesterday. He misses you and says you won't 


return his calls. Why?" 

"Because its not going to work! | don't know why the fuck you people don't understand that!" 

"Why isn't it going to work?" 

"Because people like me don't get to be with people like him." 

‘Oh, you're so fucking stupid to believe that shit. Please tell me you don't really believe it" 

‘It's the truth. | live in the real world, David. Not a fucking dream world like you." 

"What?" 

"You live in a damn dream world where you probably wake up to little bluebirds circling around your head, 
singing sweetly and bunnies scamper out from under the bed, pushing slippers onto your feet. Everything's all 


fucking rosy in your world but you have no idea" 


"What are you talking about?" 


"You get fucking death threats every goddamn day! You walk around here with a fucking grin painted on your 
face but you have no fucking idea that this world is so goddamn sick and ugly, do you? And do you know why 
you don't know that?" 

David took a step backwards, his mouth gaping in shock. 

"Do you? Do you know why? It's because we hid that shit from youl It's like we've just all collectively decided 
that you're the only one that gets to live in this dream world. The rest of us are forced to see this sick 
fucking shitbag of a world for what it truly is.” 

"But..but..Chris.." 


"Chris what?" she snapped at him. 


"He's not shit," David muttered. "Take the ticket and get out right now. If | find out you didn't go to see him, ll 
fire you." He laid a flat hand against the work table and hung his head. 


The door of the shop slammed shut as Jamie left and David followed in her wake, flicking the lock shut. There 


was no one in and he slumped against it, staring in to space, her words hammering through him. 
He felt sick; was what she'd said true? Were they receiving death threats? 


Slowly he wandered through the empty store and into the garage. The sound of someone working reached his 
ears and he leaned against the wall. 


"Death threats," he said. 

The sounds stopped and an eerie silence fell over the area. 

David looked at his feet. "Dave?" 

‘I'm sorry." His lover's voice echoed from across the other side of the room. 

His eyes snapped up, heart suddenly thundering. "What?!" 

"| said, I'm sorry." 

Striding across the garage, David rounded one of the bikes. The younger man was sat on the floor, an array of 
engine parts spread over an old sheet. A tool box sat open beside him. Wide, dark eyes stared up at him, a 


flicker of something akin to fear flashing through them. 


Clenching his fists, David felt his jaw tighten, the anger beginning to grow. Desperately he thought back to 
everything they'd spoken about, everything he'd worked through with Alice. Already the old reactions were 


beginning to surface, the fight or flight response strong. 

"We've had death threats?!" he demanded, 

"No, you've had death threats, and | took the executive decision to keep them from you" 
"WHY?!" 


Dave shrank back a little at his outburst and the voice inside of him laughed. A rush of power swirled over 
him and he fought to keep it down. He would not become Mustaine, would not instill fear in to another. 


"Why?" David calmed his voice. "Why'd you hide something from me?" 


The dark haired man scrambled to his feet, tossing the wrench back into the box. Wiping his hands, he held 
them out, hoping that David would take it as a sign of surrender. 


"Remember when Mustaine came after you?" he softly asked. His heart was thundering, the fear he'd felt at 


David's outburst chilling him. "Remember how stressed you were? Remember how much it hurt you?" 
The look on David's face said it all. His eyes had narrowed, jaw set, knuckles white. 


"Why'd you lie to me?" It appeared nothing he'd said had gone through to David. "You promised me you'd never 


lie!" 
"I didn't lie! | was protecting you!" Cool if, he thought. Cool it otherwise he's going to flp. 


It was like handling a bomb, the timer ticking down. One wrong move, one wrong word and he knew David would 


lose it. 


"You hid something from me!" the bassist screamed. "You're treating me like l'm stupid. Like I'm a kid. | can look 


after myself." 
Dave felt his heart sink. "I'm not." 


Tears glistened in David's eyes and he desperately wanted to stop them before they fell. Wanted to kiss them 


away. 
"You arel You're just like him. You think I'm dumb and can't do anything for myself. Fuck you!" 


Turning his hands palm upwards, he took a step closer to David. The older man pointed a finger at him. "You 


come one step closer and I'll slug you." 


He took another step. 


"Last warning! | won't let you treat me like this! Won't let you treat me like I'm some fuckin’ idiot!" 
"David, I'm not." 


Stars burst behind his eyes as David's fist connected with his jaw, head snapping to his shoulder. Pain flared 
through his skull, something warm and wet trickling over his lip. Behind him, he heard the sound of an engine 
starting. Tears sprang to his own eyes. They weren't from the pain. Weren't from the hurt of having David hit 
him. They for himself, for fucking up, for knowing that he shouldn't have kept something hidden 


Sinking to the floor, he ran his fingers through the damp patch on his face. Blood. 


The garage door opened and tires screamed against the concrete floor as David powered the car recklessly out 
the door. The last thing he saw was his boyfriend slumped on the floor, eyes filled with pain as he watched 


David run away again 


The garage was silent and still except for the swirling wind sending in the snow that was falling. Dave stood 
slowly and walked to the door, his finger on the button to lower it. He noticed there was already an inch or 


two of snow on the ground and it showed no signs of stopping. And David took the sedan and he was driving 
angry. 


But Dave didn't try to call him, didn't try to call Francis. As much as he worried, this was a test. Let David be 
his own person, let David have the chance to make a mistake. He hauled himself upstairs and washed his face. 
Dave then brewed some coffee and sat down on the couch. Boris and Maks slowly and curiously made their 


way over to him and climbed into his lap. Boris cocked his head and mewled at him. 


"Where's Momma? | don't know, buddy. | don't know." 


The first rays of morning sunlight danced across Dave's face and he awoke with a start. He had fallen asleep 
sitting on the couch, still fully clothed, still with two cats in his lap. And no sign that David had returned to the 


loft. He heard movement below, however. 
When Dave stumbled down the stairs, he saw the car was returned to the garage, albeit with a dented fender 
and driver's door. His heart pattered harder inside his chest, wondering if David was okay. He heard his 


boyfriend talking to Bill in the kitchen 


The older man stopped mid sentence when he noticed Dave in the doorway. Dave's heart sank when he saw the 


bruise on his lover's cheek and the small bandage over his eye. 


"What happened?" he quietly asked. 


"Ice," was all he got as a reply before David turned his back and made busy work out of washing the dishes. 
Dave crossed the room. "I can do those for you," he meekly said 

David shrugged, dropping a pan back into the water, allowing it to splash Dave. "Whatever." 

He could feel his heart breaking. "David." 

The bassist sighed, turned and walked out. The kitchen door slammed behind him. Dave felt cold. So cold. It 
wasn't helped by Bill being in the room, witnessing the true force of whatever lay inside David. Sticking his 
hands in to the water, he continued washing up. 

"Is he okay?" Bill asked. 

"No." 

There was a moment of awkward silence. 

"Sorry," the young man murmured. 

"What for?" The pan all but slammed into the draining board. 


"For whatever's happening. You two seem so.." 


Fucked up? Mismatched? Go on, he thought, say it You won't be the first, and you won't be the last. Dont think | 
havent weathered every "So, how the hell did you two wind up hooking up?" look 


"So perfect,” Bill finished quietly. 
Feeling his heart melt a little, Dave smiled at him sadly. "You think?" 


Bill smiled and stacked the clean pans away. "Yeah, and everyone says so. People missed you guys while you 


were away. They said you make this place." 
He could feel himself beginning to choke up. "Thanks. | needed to hear that." 
"Any time." 


Crouching down, David examined the damage to his car. He'd been driving too fast, way to fast for the season 
He'd neglected to put snow tires on, something he'd forgotten about with everything which had been happening. 
He was driving recklessly in a sedan in the middle of winter. He'd skidded and hit a post. He'd never made it 
back to the farm, instead choosing to limp back. He hadn't wanted to see his mother's face. Hadn't wanted to 


feel her wrath for ditching Dave again. He could hear her voice, “Sooner or later that man, the best thing 


which has happened to you in a long time, will up and leave, David" 

Grabbing his phone, he scrolled through until he found the number for the local repairs garage. Sure, he could 
have done it himself but he wanted to get it checked properly. Behind him, he heard the door open and close. 
There was no need to look up; he already knew who it was. 

"I'l fix it for you, if you like," Dave's voice was soft, the one he'd come to know so well. 

Yet it did nothing to quash what he was feeling and, with an unearthly scream, he launched the phone at the 
wall. It slammed into the brickwork, shattering and falling. David saw himself as the plastic and circuitry, a 


perfect life which was threatening to shatter. 


"You fixing yet another one of my fuck ups is the last fucking thing | want. | don't understand why its so hard 
for you to get that through that thick fucking head of yours." 


"Because | love you.” 


"No, you don't. You love being in charge of something. You love being the boss. | mean, you're better at it than 


he was but, essentially, you're exactly the same." 
Dave lowered his eyes to the dented fender. "Don't say that," he whispered. 


"Why not? Its the truth. But you know what? At least he never tried to disguise it. At least he never fooled 
me into believing | could be anything different.” 


"David, please don't say that." Dave's voice was a broken hiss. 

"l'Il say whatever | want to fucking say, Davel I'm so fucking tired of this shit from you! This, this, this." He 

stammered, trying to find the right words to convey just how fed up and sick he was. "..fucking charade! You 
need something to take care of and babysit so it makes you feel needed? Something weaker than you to make 
you feel like a good guy? Go get a fucking puppy. I'm a human being. l'm a man. It's about goddamn time | get 
treated like one." 

"Then start acting like one," Dave whispered as he turned away. 


"What did you say?" 


"| said start acting like a man!" This time Dave raised his voice and whipped back around to stare David in the 


eye. 
"Fuck you.” 


"No! Fuck youl | have done nothing but love you. That's all. Love you. From day one, | loved you. And these 


things that you think stifle you and keep you under my control? They are things that men, people, do for the 
people they love. | do these things because | love making you happy. | love seeing you smile. | love knowing that 
you're getting healthy and | have a part in that. But if you see them as controlling and stifling, then | don't 
know what to do. Stop? Stop loving you? ls that what you want me to do?" 


The anger, along with the heartbreak, stirred through him in a dangerous mix, a chemical reaction waiting to 
blow. Scrambling to his feet, he stared at the younger man, daring him to back away. The memory of the 
previous night, of the power which had flared through him Dave had flinched, came flooding back. When he 
didn't back down, David launched himself at him, a hand clamping around his throat as he slammed the dark 


haired man against the wall. 

"Don't fuckin’ tell me what to do!" he bawled. 

He felt his fingers spasm, tightening, the voice in him screaming as Dave took a gasping breath. For so long it 
had lain dormant, desperate to hand out the pain which had been handed to him. Everything which had been 
him had been stripped away; his dignity, freedom, looks, confidence. Torn and tossed away, leaving him nothing 


but an empty husk 


"You want me to act like a man?" he growled, his free hand fumbling with the zipper of his jeans. "Then I'll act 


like a fuckin’ man" 

Another gasping, rattling breath. Dave didn't react, didn't try to fight him. Dark eyes locked on to his own and, 
in them, David saw the serenity he remembered. There was no fear in Dave's eyes. No fear that his death 
could be seconds away. Setting his jaw, David stared deep in to them, searching for himself, searching for what 
he needed. Strength to finish what he was doing? Or the strength to step away? 


Whispered words passed his ear. "Take these broken wings." 


Something else crawled and scratched its way to the forefront of his memory. Mustaine's face. The awful look 


of remorse and confusion on his face when David had asked him why. 
"| don't know why. Just always did it." 


David didn't know why he had Dave pinned to the wall by his throat either. Didn't know why he was trying to 


claw his pants open. 

Suddenly horrified by his actions, his eyes widened and he gasped as he stepped away from Dave. 
"Are you done?" Dave calmly asked in a voice so soft and quiet. 

"l'm turning into him." 


"No, you're not. You're still you. | thought you worked on reining that in, though." 


"| thought | had, too." 


I'm not one to make ultimatums, David, but that was the last time you will put your hands on me in anger. 


Are we clear?" 
David lowered his eyes to the floor and nodded. 
‘lm going upstairs. Come up when and if you want to. And my offer to fix that still stands." 


Dave slid away from the wall and out the door. The older man stood still as a statue, keeping his gaze fixed on 
the floor. He wanted, needed to remember this moment. Needed to burn into his memory the look of detached 
serenity on his lover's face. The next time David stood at the brink of terror, he needed to pull up the 
memory of how low he had sunk and how Dave had been able to pull him back with only the expression in his 
eyes. Yes, he needed to lock away this violent tendency for good if he was going to get on with his life. And 
keep the only good thing in it. 


Chapter 60 


Author's Notes: 
Thank you so much to everyone who\'s keeping up with this! Going to try and work a little something special in 


to one of the future author\'s notes for you all. :) xx 


Slowly he ascended the stairs and opened the door to the loft. Dave was nowhere in sight but the shower in 
the bathroom was running. The older man thought of shedding his clothes and joining his boyfriend but declined, 
wondering if perhaps Dave might not welcome him just yet. So he sat on the edge of their bed and waited. 
The older man inhaled sharply when Dave slid the door open and stepped into the bedroom wearing nothing but 
a pair of flannel pants. His chocolate hair hung in wet tendrils around his face. There was still a damp shine to 
the skin of his chest and stomach. The waistband of the pants sat loosely at his hips. Even the man's feet 
were gorgeous according to David. 

‘lm sorry." A quiet murmur. 

"Why?" Dave coolly strode past him to the closet. 

"Because | lost control and | hurt you." 

"Because you lost control," Dave said loudly from the closet. 

"But Dave," The bassist stood now and crossed to the closet. He stopped in the doorway and leaned against the 
frame. "| did overreact. | know you were not trying to control me. | said some shitty things, comparing you to 


Dave and I'm sorry about that. Your intentions were good, you didn't want me to know about the letters and 


threats. But | need to know about those things. Do you know what Jamie said to me?" 
Dave shrugged without looking at him. 


"She said | live in a dream world. She said that you had all collectively decided that | should live in that dream 


world while the rest of you live in the real world and all its shittiness. | want shittiness, too!" 

Dave huffed and shook his head. 

"What? What was that for?" David demanded as he bristled. 

"Just the age old problem. | had someone who wanted everything from me. Now | have someone who wants 


nothing from me." Dave finally gave up pretending to look for a t-shirt. He turned and faced David. "David, | 


love you. | love you so much, it hurts. Taking care of you, protecting you, nurturing you, providing for you, 


these are the ways in which | show my love. As | said before, what would you have me do? Stop?" 

"| don't want you to stop but Dave, | need you to allow me to live. That means everything that life has to 
offer, the bad as well as the good As much as | adore you for wanting to do all of those things for me, the 
one thing it doesn't do for me is allow me to grow into the man | want to be." 


"What kind of man do you want to be?" 


"The kind that you can be proud to be with. The kind that | can be proud of. Right now, | don't feel very proud 
of myself." 


Dave's brow knotted as he gave this some thought. "| was always so very proud to be with you, barring the 
last twenty-four hours or so. But | think | understand now. You want balance. You want reality. You want to 
hone your coping skills." 

"YES! Because, as you know, they're kind of shitty right now. Something happens and I'm on either end of the 
emotional spectrum. Either devastated and sobbing or pissed off and ready to kill. The only way | can get 
better is if you let me deal with shit. It might be the wrong way but it's better than keeping things from me." 
The younger man nodded but made no reply. 


"So now, can | see these letters?" 


Chocolate eyes filled with heartbreak met David's. Every instinct told him to shake his head no. No, it would be 


too much for David to bear. No, it would break the man's heart. No, David mustn't ever feel this pain again. 
"Please." 


"Come with me," Dave told him. He pulled a shirt over his head and slid his bare feet into David's bunny 
slippers. 


He led his boyfriend down into the kitchen and reached behind the fridge 

"Jamie puts them in here and | fish them out and either send them to the cops or shred them" 

"Right under my nose, were they?" 

Ashamed, Dave nodded 

For the next hour or more, the men sat side by side on the work table as David went through each wretched 


letter. Some he laughed at, some made him extremely angry, some made him hurt and sad. But there was one 


that stood out from all of them. He held that one out toward Dave. 


"This one didn't worry you?" 
"Not any more than the rest." 
"It says that you, me, and everyone and everything we love is going to burn in the flames of hell." 


"Another one said you were going to die a violent death at the hands of the most devoted Megadeth fan on 
earth: Lars Ulrich. They're so outlandish sometimes, you just have to laugh." 


"But that's just it, babe, this one is not outlandish in the least. This one sends a chill down my spine." 


"Then, in the morning, | can take you down to the police station and introduce you to the detective I've been 


giving all of these to. Will that make you feel better?" 

"Might" 

Dave raised a hand to his neck and rubbed it as he twisted it, his face scrunched up in pain. 

"| hurt you, didn't |?" 

"Nah." 

Tentatively, David raised his hand and slid it under Dave's damp hair and gently massaged the back of his neck. 


"If you wanted to, we could go back upstairs and | could really rub this out for you," David offered in a soft, 


guilt-ridden voice. 


"| think I'd like that" 


Oil slicked hands slid slowly over his shoulders, the soft scent of summer wrapping around them. Rounding his 
shoulders, they slid back down the curve of his back, knuckles kneading into to the small of it before resuming 


their journey upwards. 

The pain was still there. The raw hurt at seeing David turn so violent so suddenly. Yet with each sweep of the 
bassist's hands it began to disappear. There was no way he'd go the entire way. The switch inside of him, the 
one which controlled that side of him, was obviously still faulty. 


Dave purred as the knuckles pressed in to the knotted muscles of his back. "Feels good," he murmured in to 


the pillow. 


"Good" The hands slid up his skin and in to his hair, fingers gently pressing in to his scalp. "Now hush up and 


enjoy.” 


The fear, David could still smell it. Yet it was his. The fear for what he'd turned in to. What he'd become. 
Despite all of it he'd been given another chance. Another chance to live and love, and he wasn't go to fuck up. 
He was going to make Dave feel as though he were the only person alive. Was going to make him feel just as 
loved and wanted as he did to David. It didn't have to be expensive, it didn't have to be lavish. It could be the 
little things. An unexpected coffee. A batch of cookies. Dinner out. Little notes left in unexpected places. 


Sliding his hands back down Dave's sides, he kissed the younger man's back. "I love you so much." Slowly he 
moved his mouth, kissing his way lower. "Love you more than you imagine. Admire you. You're so beautiful, so 


wonderful. l'm so lucky. 


Hands rested at Dave's hips. The older man's mouth dipped into the small of his back. He nuzzled his face 


against the smooth, warm skin there. 
lm so tired of fucking up with you. Never want to fuck up again. You're too important" 


"Is okay to fuck up here and there, baby. You're human. l'm human. | fucked up, too. | gotta start trusting 
you better. Knowing you can handle bad things." A hand reached back and gently petted David's hair. 


"Want to make it up to you." 
"You are. You're doing a fantastic job." 
"Not done yet" David laid one more kiss against his lover’ back and then scooted down his legs. 


He pushed Dave's legs apart and urged him to raise his hips off the bed, sliding his knees underneath for 
support. Two hands landed softly on Dave's ass and pushed the cheeks slightly apart. 


"Okay?" David murmured just before he let his tongue dip and tentatively lick his boyfriend's exposed and 


sensitive skin. 


Dave groaned and all but melted into the bed. David took that as a yes and plunged his tongue again, lapping at 
the entrance. He moved to kissing and nibbling the sweet spot underneath Dave's balls and the younger man 


quivered, letting a long hiss escape. 


Twisting himself so that he was lying on his back, he took Dave's cock in his mouth and gently sucked on the 
head, tongue flicking across the slit. Happily he swallowed his boyfriend's pre-come, enjoying the taste. Above 
him, Dave groaned and a hand touched his hair, stroking through the messy waves. 


Opening his throat, he swallowed Dave's cock, mouth and tongue massaging him. His boyfriend hissed, fingers 
tugging on his hair. After a few moments, he slid from beneath the younger man and lay beside him. Reaching 


out, he ran a hand over the silky dark hair and gazed in relaxed dark eyes. Dave's shoulders rose and fell as he 


drew in deep, shuddering breaths. Cupping Dave's chin, David drew him in for a kiss, moving them both so that 
he was lying beneath his boyfriend. Stretching his head from the pillow, he deepened the kiss, arms wrapping 
around Dave and moving him until he lay over David. 


"Take me," he murmured, still gazing in to the chocolate covered eyes. "Make me yours." 


The words, so little to so many, meant so much to them, a soft declaration of lives which were changing once 


more. 


Dipping his head, he pressed a kiss to David's shoulder, shuddering as his boyfriend's words repeated 


themselves in his mind. "Are you sure?" 
"Absolutely." David shuddered, hands running down his back. "I've never been sure." 
"And you trust me?" 


Fingers tightened around his shoulder blades, pulling him closer. He could feel David's erection pressing into his 


thigh. 
"Of course | trust you.” 


Gently he kissed his way to David's mouth, the older man straining against the bed, rearing up to meet his 
mouth. "Not going to hurt you." 


"Do what you must," David quietly replied. 


Reaching a hand behind himself, he linked his hand with David's and pressed it to the bed. He repeated it to his 
boyfriend's other arm, hand wrapping around his wrists, straining his arms above his head. A small smile 


played on David's lips, peace resting in his eyes. 
Giving David one more kiss, he murmured, "Stay like that.” 


Slipping from the bed, Dave rifled through the drawer in which they kept the toys. Taking out handcuffs, 
several silk scarves, lube, and a candle, he returned to the bed. Laying out everything on one of beside tables, 
he knelt beside David and carefully locked the cuffs around the older man's wrists. Sitting back, Dave studied 
him, watching for any indication of panic. Nothing came, David just watching him, the tiny smile still on his lips, 
his arms stretched deliciously above his head. 


"I think | forgot something," the younger man whispered and hopped off the bed. He returned the the drawer 


and pulled another item out. 


When he returned, he asked David to lift his head for a moment. He slid his collar around the older man's neck 


and buckled it loosely. 


"Just for tonight. After, | will wear it for you always." He kissed the tip of David's nose. "But it looks delicious 
on you. Okay?" 


David smiled and nodded. 

"Can | blindfold you?" 

"Yes." 

Dave opened his mouth to ask again, to get reassurance and then decided not to. If David said yes, he meant it. 
And Dave was going to trust that. Starting now. He picked up a white silk scarf and carefully wrapped it around 
David's head, knotting it on the side so that he may put his head back against the pillows once more. 

And then David heard the hiss of a cigarette lighter and knew Dave was lighting that candle. It was a long, red 

taper candle and the dripping wax was almost immediate. A single, experimental drop directly onto his sternum 

made David quietly gasp. 

"Okay? You have to tell me anytime you need me to stop, baby." 

"| will” 

"Good, here comes more." 

Another drop fell, hitting David's stomach. The older man hissed and stretched, back arching from the bed. 


"Okay?" 


David nodded. His stretched arms trembled, muscles reacting. It was a delicious sight and he leaned forward to 


lick along the beautiful, stretched skin David hissed, body squirming against the bed. 
“Take me," he hissed again. 
He heard Dave chuckle. "Not yet. But | will” 


There was another sting, this time at the top of one his thighs. His cock throbbed, painfully hard. He wanted to 
touch himself, wanted to feel the heady rush of relief. But tonight he belonged to another and they, 
momentarily at least, owned his body. And it was a thought which excited David. The collar lay around his 
throat, the leather warm and worn. It wasn't an unpleasant, rather it only heightened what he was feeling, 
knowing that he was powerless, restrained, and owned. And it was nothing like it had been with Mustaine. Now it 


was completely pleasurable. 
pletely p 


More wax dripped onto his naked skin, down one leg and up the other, several small dots. For a while, they 


stopped, and he took several deep breaths, willing his body to relax, trying to push back his impending orgasm. 


Finally another drop fell, this time onto the sensitive flesh of his cock. He let out a low groan, hips rocking 


from the bed. 

"Do it!" he begged. "Finish it!" 

"Not yet, babe. Got something else for you." 

The smell of an extinguished candle floated to his nostrils and the bed depressed beside him. The collar pulled 
slightly, the sound of something being clipped to it. When the collar pulled at his throat, forcing him to follow, 
he knew that the leash had been attached, and he smiled, willingly following. 

Dave used the lead in one hand and the chain on the cuffs around David's wrists to pull him into a sitting 
position 


"Come on, on your knees," he told the man and helped him down onto the floor. 


The older man was pliant in his hands, he allowed Dave to guide him onto his knees, his cuffed hands hung in 


front of him and his blindfolded head hung low. 

Dave swept a hand over his lover's hair. "Are you okay?" 

"Yog" 

"Pick up your head for me" 

David raised his head and purred when he felt fingertips slide along his jaw. "Dave." 

"Shh, baby," he cooed gently as he let his thumb brush along David's bottom lip. 

The bassist let his lips part slightly and the thumb pushed slowly past them. He closed his lips around it and 
sucked on it. He could feel the dark haired men step closer to him. And then there was a hard cock pressed 
against the side of his face. 


"Want my dick, baby?" 


David turned his head, ignoring the thumb. "Yes, please." And then the cock was in his mouth. He felt Dave's 


hands cup his face and a thumb push into each corner of his mouth. 


"Hold your mouth open wide, please" And Dave began rocking, thrusting his cock deep into David's throat, 
causing him to gag and choke. He would pull out for a moment, let the man recover and then plunge right back 
in. The warm, wet throat contracting against his cock felt heavenly and Dave let his head fall back and a long 
groan fell from his lips. He moved a hand to the back of David's head and pressed it forward, forcing his cock 


deeper down his throat. He held him there until David gagged hard and shoved away. 


The older man lowered his head and coughed. Dave waited patiently until his boyfriend raised his face again 
The silk scarf collected wet tears and David's nose ran a little bit. 


"More?" Dave asked quietly. 
"If you desire," was the reply. It sent a shiver down Dave's spine. 


The younger man was touched by David's willingness to submit so wholly and totally to him. He quietly backed 


away one step and sunk to his own knees. He tenderly removed the scarf from his lover's eyes. 
"Hi." 
"Hi," David replied and smiled. 


Dave found the key for the cuffs and unlatched them. He held his boyfriend's wrists in his hands and rubbed 
them gently. 


"Want to get back on the bed?" he asked as he nuzzled David's neck. 
"Why'd you stop?” 


| haven't" Dave grinned. There was a mischievous glint in his eye. He helped David to stand and climb back on 


the bed, on his hands and knees. "Stay like that, please.’ 

He returned to the draw for the flogger and the tube of warming lube. He held the flogger up and made sure 
David was okay with it. The first blow was soft, almost caressing. The next one that landed across David's ass 
was a little bit harder but not much. Not enough to register even a glimmer of pain. And the older man 
actually whined and wiggled. 

"Harder, lover?" 


"Yes, please." 


A lash rang out against David's thighs and he yelped Another hit the small of his back immediately followed by 


another hard one across this ass. 
"Six more, okay?" 
"Yes " 


The sixth and hardest one made David shriek and drop his head into the pillow. A quiet sob broke from his 


throat. His boyfriend dropped the flogger and hurriedly climbed onto the bed and gathered his lover in his 


arms. 
‘lm sorry! David, | did it too hard, I'm so sorry!" 


The older man shook his head. "Not too hard. It's okay. Its good. Dave, please take me. Please make love to me. 


Please." 

Dave smiled and swiped a thumb across his cheek. "No more begging, my darling." 

He set David back on his hands and knees and took the tube of warming lube. He slathered it onto two fingers 
and then tenderly approached David. The fingers slipped inside of him and pumped back and forth, spread apart, 
pushed as deep as they could go. David squirmed and something close to a giggle of glee escaped his mouth. 
"Good, baby?" 

"Mmm so good. More, please?" 

"Such nice manners you have, Mr. Ellefson." 


"Why, thank you, Mr. Grohl. Now, could you please just fuck the shit out of me?" 


"Can do." Dave squirted more of the lube onto his cock and slid up behind David. "Mmm, this warming lube is 


really fucking good. Try it. Give me your hand." 


David reached back and received a squirt of lube, he then tucked his hand underneath himself and began to 
stroke himself in time with the rhythm Dave set. 


Hands slid up David's back and clutched his shoulders. They yanked David up, crashing his back against a hard, 
firm chest. Arms wound around him and held him tightly as his lover continued to thrust into him. One hand 
crept down his stomach and covered the hand on his cock. Together, the two hands moved in unison. Teeth 


ripped at David's ear, warm breath breezed against his cheek. 


‘| love you. | love you more than you will ever know and you will never, ever feel the need to raise your hands 


to me except in this bedroom. Understand me?" Dave hissed as he thrust harder and faster. 

"Yes! Yes!" David cried as his head backwards against Dave's shoulder. 

The younger man dipped and pressed his lips to David's, a long moan passed between them as Dave thrust 
once more and released inside of David He squeezed his fist tighter around David's and stroked faster. Dave's 


free hand slipped up to his nipple and pinched it harshly. 


David grunted and hissed as he came into Dave's hand. 


Panting, they both sank to the bed. Limbs curled around one another, glazed eyes gazing in to the other's. 
David smiled wearily. "Thank you." 


A hand clasped his face, drawing him in for a kiss. "No, thank you." 


Chapter bl 


He woke aching, but it was a good ache, not like the ones Mustaine had left behind. Showering, he admired the 
few fading marks, a small smile on his lips. Dragging on some clothes, he walked downstairs, started the coffee 
machines, put on his apron, and got to work. An hour later and the first batches of cookies were ready to go 
out. Clasping two trays, David pushed his back against the door and walked out. 

Jamie was gone. She'd sent him a message saying she was using the ticket and she'd be back in a couple of 
weeks. He resisted messaging her to see how things were going. Pouring himself a coffee, he began to prep the 
shop, refilling sugar and napkins. The daily delivery arrived and he pulled it in, body groaning. He just smiled as 


he dumped milk, sugar, and take out cups in their appropriate places. 


Soon it was time to open. The boys had arrived, working around him. Filling a travel mug with coffee, David 
piled a plate with cookies and made for the stairs. 


"You're walking like John Wayne!" Bill laughed. 

Turning, David grinned and raised an eyebrow. 

Bill's grin widened. "Oh!" 

Walking in to the bedroom, he had to smile. Dave had sprawled himself out, hands tucked beneath the pillows, 
legs spread beneath the covers. Placing the coffee and cookies beside the bed, he bent down and gave the 
younger man a kiss. 

Going back downstairs, David could feel two pairs of eyes watching him as he unlocked the front door. 

"So?" Bill asked. 

"So what?" 


"What happened?" 


Grinning, David grabbed the daily newspapers and dropped them on one of the tables. "That's for me to know 


and you never to find out. Trust me, you might discover it one day." 
He repeated the motion, taking one the newspapers upstairs, and tucking it beneath the cookies. Dave still 
hadn't moved and, although he could see his shoulders, rising and falling, David gave him a experimental prod 


with a finger. A long, low groan came from beneath the mess of dark hair. 


"Oh, good." David smiled. "You're alive." 


Chuckling softly to himself, he wandered back downstairs to help the boys with the morning rush. 


An hour or so later, the three of them heard banging from the garage. David entered and saw his boyfriend 
sitting on a low stool, rubber mallet in hand, banging out the damaged fender. 


"Gonna need to take it in, after all, | think. | can get the dent out but it needs repainting," Dave said without 
looking up from his work. 


"That's okay. | appreciate you trying.” 
"Did you find a place?" 
"There's a guy down in Jackson my brother uses all the time or we can find a new guy here in the city.’ 


Dave picked up his metal travel mug and stood up. His eyes caught David's face and immediately sought out 
the bruises. He stepped forward and touched the man's yellowed cheekbone. 


"Maybe you should see a doctor’ 

"Hts fine. Im fine" And he nestled into the tender touch. "Dave?" 
ia 

"Im so ashamed of myself" 


"No, baby. Don't go there. It's over, it's in the past. You're going to move forward" And the narrowed, piercing 
look in his eyes told David that he would, or else. 


"Why are you so good to me?" 


"For the millionth time, David, because | love you. | swear, l'm going to get that tattooed on my forehead. 


‘Because | love you’ Anytime you ask me something like that, I'll save my breath and just point at my head" 


"Now who's the brat?" 


"Still you." Dave smirked and gave his boyfriend's ass a nice, healthy swat. "Now, still want to go see the 
detective about the letters and such?" 


"No. As long as you keep telling me about them, | will let you handle them how you see fit" 


‘| will, | promise. How the boys doing today? Any news from Jamie?" Dave wiped his hands on a rag and then 


turned David toward the door back into the shop. 


"The boys are doing great. Baring up without Jamie to boss them around. And Jamie." David sighed and ran a 
hand through his hair. "| haven't heard from her since she stormed out and | don't want to disturb her while 
she's away." 

"Fair enough. You sound worried." 


Sighing, David leaned an elbow against the wall. "Yeah. I'm feeling it for arguing with her." 


"So message her to apologise. I'm sure she'll understand and, even if she doesn't reply, at least you know she's 


got it" 


David chuckled. "As always you're right" Stepping up to Dave, he slid his hands along the younger man's face 
and gave him a whispered kiss. "Always right." 


He clasped David's back, pulling close. "Not always. Just sometimes. You're the wise owl around here.” 
David's teeth tugged at his lower lip. "And what do you mean by that exactly?" 

‘Just that you're level headed. You always think things through." 

"A little too much," David sighed. 

"Not all the time. And it's a good thing. You don't run headlong in to things like | do.” 
The teeth returned to his lips. "Not always a bad thing. | enjoy your impulsiveness.” 
"Yeah?" 

"Yeah." 

"Want to do something impulsive?" 

David raised an eyebrow. "Now?" 

He gave David another kiss, lips curling into a smile. "Yeah, now." 

David's hands wound around his neck, tickling into his hair. "I thought you'd never ask." 
"Get your jacket and hat," Dave said. 

"Wait, what?" David was dazed and confused. He thought Dave meant.. 


"Yeah, go get your jacket. | got an idea" 


"Is your idea gonna make me cold and grumpy?" 

"Probably. Go. And bring me a caramel, please?" Dave shot his boyfriend a grin. 

David climbed into the passenger seat of the 4x4 truck and handed Dave a paper cup of hot caramel coffee. 
"Tell the boys we're going out?" 

"Yeah, Bill's gonna leave at four, though, so we have to be back by then 

"No problem. Thanks for the coffee." 

The older man sipped his own mocha latte. "Where we going?" 

“Surprise.” 


They drove for a few minutes in comfortable silence until Dave pulled the truck into the parking lot of the 
small lake they visited last fall. It was frozen over and there were kids playing a pick up game of hockey. 


"We don't have skates. Do you know how to skate?" David asked as he watched the kids play. 
| know how to skate. And we do have skates." 
"How?" 


Dave merely flicked his eyebrows as he opened his door. David watched him walk to the back of the truck and 
open the lift gate. 


"Are you just gonna sit in there?" 


David shook his head but got out to join his boyfriend at the back cargo area. There were two old pairs of 
skates just waiting to be used. David could tell the blades had been cleaned and sharpened recently. 


"You never cease to surprise me, Grohl." 
"Good. | hope | always manage to surprise you." And then he gave David a quick kiss. "Your skates, sir." 


It had been years since David put on a pair of ice skates and even longer since he held a hockey stick. He 


played some pick up games when he was a teenager but never since. 


"We're not going to play hockey, are we? These kids will kick our asses." 


"Might ask to take a few shots on goal. I'll save the body checks for when we get home later." 

The men stepped onto the ice and they were both a little shaky at first. After a little while spent getting their 
legs back underneath them, David was chasing his boyfriend around the perimeter of the hockey game. The 
dark haired man was laughing and looking over his shoulder at David when he tripped over a younger boy and 
sent them both sliding across the ice. 

"Watch it, man!" the kid yelled at Dave as he tried to stand. 

Dave held the boy the elbow and helped him up. "Sorry. Totally my fault, | wasn't watching where | was going." 


"Seriously, dude!" The kid continued to give Dave a hard time until he looked up. "Oh. Oh, shit. Sorry, man. | 
didn't know it was you. And David, there." 


David skated up and slid to a stop beside Dave. "You okay, kid?" 

"Yeah, fine." 

"Listen, you think David and | could take a few shots?" 

The kid smiled. "Sure." He held out his stick. "Have at it." 

The time since he'd last played showed and David found himself skidding across the ice several times. But it 
didn't stop him, the competitiveness quickly coming out. They were hauled on to opposite teams, both laughing 
as they faced off. It wasn't long until they were battling it out, bodies crashing in to each other. There'd be 
bruises come morning but David didn't care. There was no way he was going to let his team down. 

The skates cut in to the ice, legs pumping as he steered the puck toward the goal. From the corner of his eye 
he could see Dave approaching. Flicking the puck, he cheered as it slid between the keeper's legs and straight in 
to the goal. 

"You're cheating!" Dave yelled 

“Since when?!" 

"You said you were shit!" 

"| said | hadn't played for years!" Dave jokingly huffed and David laughed. "Jealous?!" 

Wrong thing to say and, moments later, as he skidded over the ice, the puck was stolen from in front of him, 


his skates crashing in to Dave's stick. Pain flared through him but, compared to his laughter, it was short 


lived. Lying on his back, he stared at the sky, ribs aching as he laughed. 


"Okay down there?" Dave appeared in his line of sight. 


He nodded and took several deep breaths, trying to stop his laughing. “Yeah, fine." He held his hands out, taking 
Dave's and pulling himself upright. Wrapping an arm around his boyfriend's waist, he leaned heavily against him 
as the laughter started again. 


Sitting at one of the tables, David sipped at a coffee and stared at his laptop. He hated doing all the paperwork 
but it needed to be done. Taxes, safety checks, food checks, fire checks. It didn't help that his body was 

beginning to protest following their earlier ice hockey match. Flicking through the papers beside him, David ran 
through a check list, pen marking off each one. Pushing it away, he groaned and pinched the bridge of his nose. 


"Wanna give up," he mumbled to himself. "Can't be fucked with this." 


He checked the time on the computer. After three AM. He sighed. David hadn't seen three AM in a while. And 
for good reason That bed upstairs was warm and full of love. The thought of drudging up there and climbing 
in with that gorgeous man who managed to hang by him through every ugly thing made David smile. This 


paperwork shit could wait until the morning. 


David stood and with two palms against the small of his back, he stretched up onto the balls of his feet. When 
he inhaled, he caught the faint scent of something..off. What was that? All the coffee machines and grinders 
were turned off. Had been for hours. One of the stoves in the kitchen? Picking up his mug, he ventured into 
the hall to check the kitchen when he caught the scent again. It wasn't coming from the kitchen. It was the 
garage. Just the exhaust from the truck maybe? 


He unlocked the door and pushed it open a crack when the smell of burning rubber and plastic filled his nose. 


There was smoke and flames in the far corner of the garage. 

"Shit! Fuck! What???" David cried. He swung the door fully open now and raced into the garage to find the 
source of the fire. With the handheld extinguisher, he tried in vain to put the fire out and when it spread, he 
panicked. Dave and the cats were sleeping away peacefully upstairs. David had no choice now but to call “Il. And 
he had thought he'd never need to dial that number again. 

After he the made the call, he closed the garage door, giving one last glance to Dave's beloved toys. 

Once the door was shut, David realised something. 

It was quiet. 


Eerily quiet. 


Both the kitchen and garage were fitted with fire extinguishing systems. The fire should never have reached 


that capacity, the system dumping thousands of litres of foam on to it. His heart pounded as he raced for the 
fire panel, punching one of the small red boxes as he ran by. The sirens began to wail, an ear splitting two tone 
sound which echoed around the empty building. 


Yanking open the small door, metal door, David felt his heart go into free fall. A message flashed on the LCD 


screen, "Fault: Garage." 
Yet the fire system had only be checked a couple of days previously. As he'd been told to do by the fire 
department, he activated the alarms once a week, much to the annoyance of everyone in the building. And the 


fire department had checked, and passed, the extinguishing systems only the month before. Everything should 


have been working. 

Should have been. 

"WHAT'S GOING ON?!" he heard Dave yell over the sirens. 

"DON'T GO IN THE GARAGE!" 

"WHAT?!" 

Dave made a run for the garage and David skidded across the floor, grabbing his boyfriend. The smell of 
smoke was seeping in to the building, acrid and hot. Grabbing coats off the hooks, he tossed Dave's at him 
before pulling on his own. Outside, he heard the sound of different sirens, those of the fire department. Holding 
Dave's hand, David pulled him from the building. 

He directed the fire fighters round the back of the building, feeling sick as he watched the engine pull away. 
They were instructed to remain outside until the fire was out. Beside him, he felt Dave shiver and he leaned 
closer, wrapping an arm around him. The chill of the winter lapped at them, his boyfriend dressed only in 
pajamas, his coat and the infamous bunny slippers. 

"The extinguishers," he murmured, head resting against David's shoulder. 

"Failed." 

"Why?" 


"I don't know," he sighed. "I'm hoping that they." He gestured to the engine round the corner. "Can tell us." 


He felt awful knowing that so much, so many memories, were going up in smoke. He hugged Dave close, feeling 
the younger man tremble beneath his hands. Everything could be replaced, but that wasn't the point. 


Chapter 62 


Finally they were allowed back inside, David quietly making coffee for the team of fire firefighters. Placing one 
in front of Dave, he shuffled into the booth, the chief joining them. 


"We're going to start an investigation in the morning," the uniformed man said. "We're checked all your 
paperwork and that fire shouldn't have happened." 


"I know," David sighed, eyes downcast. 


"Come sun up, we'll take a really good look at the area and see what we can find Until then, try and get some 


sleep." 
"Is everything-?" 


"Safe?" The man nodded. "Yeah, it's safe. Even though the electrical systems work independently of each other, 
we've isolated it anyway. The structure's also safe, even if only for tonight. Its going to need work on 
reenforcing it" Finishing his coffee, the man tipped his hat to them. "See you later." 


Once they'd gone, he crawled over David, desperate to take a look. 

"Are you sure that's a good idea?" David's voice echoed after him. 

"Perfectly. Where's the flash light?" 

"Under the bar. Hold on" There was sound of feet padding across the floor. "I'll come with you." 


The garage was mess. What wasn't covered in a thick layer of foam was charred and twisted beyond 
recognition The walls were black and, along one, a long crack ran. They'd been lucky, extremely lucky. Yet the 
pain of the loss still ran deep. These weren't just machines. Weren't just a means of getting from A to B. They 
were a part of his life, one which he'd loved and cherished. 


The 4x4 used to be red. It was now black, its tires were flattened and appeared to be partially melted to the 
floor. Same of the van. The car was farthest from the origin of the fire and had the least amount of damage. 
The bikes, however, appeared to be the origin of the fire. The Road King was nearly unrecognizable. The only 
thing that told Dave it was actually his was the charred remnants of the red and black double F symbol 
painted on the rear fender. The three wheel was destroyed as well. In the far corner, Dave had a drum kit set 


up and a couple guitars were stored in their cases. All destroyed. 
"Did you know that kick drum was the one | used to record parts of Nevermind?" he murmured. 


‘Oh, baby. l'm so sorry." David clutched his boyfriend tightly. 


"How could this have happened. That system was foolproof" 

"| don't know. Maybe the truck threw a spark or something when we came back." 

"No. No way. Even if it had, way too much time had passed. Nearly twelve hours. Something is wrong here." 
"Let's go get some sleep, baby. Let's make sure Boris and Maks are okay." 

"You go ahead, | need to figure this out." 

"No. No, Dave. You can't touch anything. If something is fishy here, you can't touch it or you'll fuck shit up 
with the investigation Come. We're going upstairs now." David took his boyfriend's hands in his and pulled him 
away. 

Slowly, wearily, they climbed the stairs and, inside the loft, Boris and Maks were both sitting in front of the 
door. They gave their parents wide-eyed, heads tilted mewls. David picked up Maks while Dave picked up Boris. 
The dark haired man buried his face in Boris' fur and let go. Loud, body-racking sobbing escaped him. Boris 
cried too, scared of his Daddy. David pried the cat from Dave's arms and set him and his brother on the 


couch. 


"Dave. Oh, Dave." The older man pulled his lover against him. He led him into the bedroom and laid down with 
him. Dave curled into a ball and sniffled against David's chest. 


"Why?" 


"| don't know, baby." He pressed his lips to Dave's hair and ran his hands soothingly over the back of his head 


and shoulders. 
"What were you doing down there?" 
"Working on bills and stuff" 


"You could have been trapped in it or something. Oh, David, thank God you're okay." And Dave clutched him 
tighter. 


"I'm so sorry | didn't catch it sooner. All your Toys..." 


"Toys. My most important toy is safe and sound" 


The next day, good to their word, the fire department turned up and began their investigation Just as the 


morning rush was starting, the police also turned up. A few moments after them, the criminal investigation 


team rolled up and ordered the shop shut down. 
"What?!" David demanded. "You're joking?" 


The man shook his head, an almost saddened look in his eyes. "No, I'm not. I'm sorry. We think this goes far 


deeper than a mere fire. We're going to need to look over the entire building. 

David felt sick at the words and he leaned against the bar. "How soon do we have to be out?" 
"As soon as. Do you have anywhere to go?" 

He nodded. "Yeah, we do. Look, can | ask if we're under suspicion?" 

"We can't tell you that right now." 

"Shit" He sighed. "Okay, we'll get some stuff and get out 


Going around the tables, he apologised as he ushered people out. Bill did the same with the queue, giving David 
a worried look as he left. Grabbing the bar's phone, he dialled Dave's cell phone. 


"sup?" His boyfriend sounded brighter than the previous night. 
"You're not going to like this, but the police want us to leave." 


"WHAT?!" 


"Yeah, it's just turned in to a criminal investigation. So can you pack up some clothes and the cats. Toss one of 


those feeding blocks in to the fish and, | don't know, get us a rental car." 

"Can do. Where are we going?" 

David smiled. "One of your favourite places." 

"Neat! Second vacation! See you in a minute." 

Chuckling, David hung up. At least someone was seeing in the good in their situation, even though he was 
worried that the fire was their fault. He started shutting down the machines, clearing out the old coffee. It 
was a process which took time and he could feel the eyes beginning to look at him. 

"| gotta do this," he called over his shoulder. "Unless you want another accident on your hands." He smiled at 


the assembled men, all of them waiting to get to work. "I'm joking, really | am. But seriously, if you guys want 
coffee feel free to help yourselves. And those cookies and cakes are going to go stale so feel free to take 


them home, give them to your families.” 


"That's very kind of you," the chief said. "Appreciated." 


The car hire wasn't what they had in mind but it would do. With the cats stowed in the back seat and a couple 
of suitcases of clothes in the trunk, they made their way to the farm. David drove cautiously, his recent 
accident still fresh in his mind. 

"Want me to drive?" Dave asked softly. 

"Nope, | got this." 

"You're hunched over the steering wheel and your nose is nearly pressed to the windshield" 

"| know." 

"You don't look comfortable." 

Laughing, David shuffled back a little. "I'll make you uncomfortable if you're not careful." 

"Fun uncomfortable?" 

"Might be." 

"Awwww," the younger man whined. "Don't tease me!" 

"You like it when | tease." 

A silence fell over them for a moment. 

"You're, right | do. So what are you gonna tell Mom?" 

"That you deliberately torched the place so that you could move back to the farm because, secretly, deep 
down, you want to spend the rest of your life collecting eggs and selling them to little old ladies down at the 


church." 


"| can live with that." A hand stroked his leg and he tossed a smile at Dave. "You sure she's not going to mind 


us rocking up?" 


David laughed. "I can't believe that's just come out of your mouth, Grohl! Seriously, she loves you. If she had a 


chance, she'd toss me out and keep you there permanently. You know this." 


"Might have to take her up on that." 


"Ermmm.. how about no?! I've got a building which needs fixing which, if | remember rightly, you're a bit of a 
dab hand at" He felt a deep, belly rumbling laugh begin. "| can't believe it” 


"Believe what?" 

"That you took all that time to fix my car and now it's completely wrecked." 

The silence returned before Dave began to laugh. "Actually, that is pretty fucked up!" 

David carried Boris and Maks in and set the carrier down on the floor in the living room. "These guys aren't 
farm cats, Mom. They're a little on the delicate side. No letting them outside to mix it up with the rough 
housers, okay?" 

"You've gone and made them little divas, have you?" 

"Well, it was mostly Dave's doing, honestly." David grinned at his boyfriend. 

"Yeah, l'm sure she's going to believe that." 


"Boys, are you sure you're okay? Did either of you get burned?" 


"No, Mama. We didn't go anywhere near the fire. We're okay" Dave put his arm around his "mother-in-law" 


and pulled her close. 

"Any idea how it started?" 

"Yeah. Suspiciously," David snorted as he held Maks against his chest. 

"You think someone did it??" Francis asked. Her hand flew to her heart. 

"We'll find out:" 

"Dear, you should call your mother. Just let her know what happened and that you're okay." 

When Dave picked up their bags and went to their old room upstairs, Francis pulled David into the kitchen 
"Do you think this was Mustaine?" 


"It crossed my mind but he's honestly been very quiet the past couple months." 


"All the more reason to believe it was him. Holed away in that prison making these plans.” 

"| dont know, Mom. Deep down in my heart, | feel like it was not hin’ 

"Then who, David? Who else would want to harm you?" 

"Only one other.” 

"Who?" 

"Dave's ex" 

"Was he bad to Dave like Mustaine was to you?" 

"Nah, not like that. Bad but in a different way’ 

"Well, | hope it was neither. | hope it was an accident. | can't bear to believe people want to to hurt my babies" 
David smiled faintly and kissed his mother's cheek. "Love you, Mom. Thank you for allowing us back’ 


She laughed. "Allow you back. Like it's an inconvenience. I'm looking forward to my boys hanging around for a 


couple days." 


The men laid together in bed, turned toward each other, knees pressed together, cats sharing Dave's pillow. 
"Are you okay, babe?" David asked as he reached across and pushed a lock of hair out of Dave's face. 


"Yeah, I'm okay. Talked to my Mom. She asked if | wanted her to come out. | told her no. Maybe after 


everything is cleaned up and fixed." 


"We'll start making calls in the morning. Get the insurance company out and get claims started. Once we get 


some money in, you can go shopping for new toys. How does that sound?" 
"We. We can go shopping for new toys. Although not everything can be replaced” 
"We'll do the best we can" 


"That bike, David. | know it's just a bike and you know | am so, so thankful nobody was hurt. But fuck, that 
bike." 


"Why that one?" 


| bought that one in 2009, right after we put out our greatest hits record. | hated that whole process, you 
know? It just didn't feel right to do a greatest hits. And my friend Jimmy passed away a little before that. | 
was in a bad head space over a few things. So Taylor, of course, was ever so supportive. | turned to retail 
therapy. l'm not saying that bike made everything better but the hours | spent on it certainly did. | bought it 
for Jimmy, and for me, to convince myself that | was greatest hits material, you know what | mean?" 


"I know what you mean. I'm sorry, baby. If it helps, | think you're greatest hits material.” 


"Thanks." And Dave wound a hand around the back of his lover's head and pulled him into a kiss. 


The next morning, David woke to find Dave gone. He smiled, knowing that he was no doubt outside, collecting 
eggs with Elliot. Without waiting for his normal farm wake up call, he pulled himself from the bed and tossed 
his robe on. Picking up his phone, he dialled the number the police had given him. 

"Hi. This is David Ellefson. How's the investigation going?" 

His eyes widened as they told him, suspecting the fire had started in the Road King. 

"But how?" 


"We're working on it. We'll keep you posted” 


Pulling his feet under him, David stared out of the window. "So I'm assuming you'll be taking it away for 


examination?" 

"We will," said the voice from the end of the line. 
"Will we ever get it back?" 

"There's not much left of it, I'm afraid" 


"| know." David sighed and ran a hand through his hair. "Its just, it means a lot to my partner and | want to 


see if there's any way | can get it restored” 
The officer at the end of the line whistled. "Good luck to you. Its pretty much a wreck" 


David smiled. "Let's put it this way, the guy it belongs to has already rebuilt one wreck Its only fair that | try 


for him as well" 


"Like | said, Mr Ellefson, good luck to you. We'll take care of it and get it back to you when we're done with it" 


"Thanks, | appreciate it" 
"No problem." 


Hanging up, he slipped his feet into his slippers and padded downstairs. His mother was already in the kitchen, 


clearing away dishes. 
"Dave outside?" he asked. 
"Yes, dear, he's out with Elliot.” 


"Good. Itll do him good. Get his mind off of everything." Setting up the coffee machine, he leaned against the 
counter and watched his mother. "The fire," he began. "Looks like it was started in one of his bikes." 


"So maybe it was an accident?" 

David shook his head. "That man takes care of those bikes like he takes care of me. Extremely well. There was 
no way that there was a foult on it. And the investigators will see that." He could feel his heart breaking as he 
remembered Dave telling him the story behind the bike. The least he could do, after all the younger man had 
done for him, was to at least try and rebuild it. If not, then he'd commission a new one built with usable parts 
from the old one. Fuck the cost, it would be a project worth every last cent. 

When the coffee finished, he filled a couple of travel mugs, got dressed, and went outside. His feet crunched in 
the snow as he made his way to the barn. He could hear the sounds of people working and, nudging the door 


open, he watched Dave and Elliot work, eggs being carefully dropped onto cardboard trays. He gave a sharp 
whistle and they both looked up. 


Holding up the mugs, he smiled. "Made you this." 


His boyfriend sprinted the entire length of the barn, all but taking David's arm off as he snatched the mug 
from his hand. David flicked him around the back of the head. 


"Calm down, there. No need to act like you haven't drunk in a month. 
Dave flipped him the bird with his free hand and David chuckled 
"Can | grab some of those eggs, please, Elliot?" 

"Sure" His brother took the offered coffee. "What are you planning?" 


David shrugged. "Maybe a little winter warmer. You'll have to see when you come in" He looked to Dave. "How 


are you feeling this morning?" 


Dave shrugged. "Better." 


"Good." Grabbing a tray of eggs, David balanced them on one arm and gave his boyfriend a kiss. "See you later.” 


Chapter 63 


When they returned, the kitchen was filled with the smell of cooking. Scrambled eggs, bacon, and fluffy 
pancakes waited, fresh coffee already brewed. The table was laid and David was adding the condiments as they 
walked in. 


Grinning, he wound an arm around David's waist. "Smells great" 


"Better be. | cooked it" The older man gave him a cocky grin. "Sit down" He strained to look over his shoulder. 


"MOM! Second breakfast?!" 


Francis ambled in to the kitchen, smiling, her hands stuffed in to the front of her apron. She dropped in to one 
the chairs, stretching her legs out and sighing happily as she did. 


‘lm not going to turn down food. ‘specially when it's been cooked for me." 

"Where have you been?" 

"Looking after those cats of yours. | must say that they're most adorable things I've ever seen" 

Sitting at the table, Dave rested an elbow on the formica surface and yawned, only to be pulled back by claws 
in his leg. Reaching down, he picked up Boris and sat the cat in his lap. Instantly, the litle bluey-grey body 
began to purr, the rumbling getting louder as a plate piled with food was placed in front of him. A paw 


stretched out, trying to edge the plate closer. 


"No! Bad cat! Mine!" He took a closer look at the plate. "On second thoughts, you can help me. I'm sure your 
Momma's trying to make me all fat with these big servings." 


David chuckled from across the kitchen. "You need your strength. There's a shop to clean and rebuild when we 


get back. You'll work it off" 

"And who says l'm doing it all.” 

"Me," David quipped as he dropped into the seat opposite. 

He raised an eyebrow. "Ya think?" 

"Yeah, | think. ‘cause it ain't gonna rebuild itself" 

Spearing a piece of bacon, he waved the fork "What-ev-er." Lifting the fork to his mouth, all Dave tasted was 


warm metal. Looking down, he watched Boris lick his lips, a satisfied smirk on his face. "Oh, now you're in 


trouble, pal. | was looking forward to that. Like, really, really looking forward to it" 


In the evening, after dinner, David made some excuse about wanting to show Dave some paperwork upstairs. 


Once in the bedroom, David closed the door and locked it. Dave stood at the foot of the bed. 
"What did you need to show me?" He asked so innocently. 


"Just," David smirked and unbuckled his belt and unzipped his pants. "this." And he dropped them. "Get naked, 


Grohl. Bend over and touch your toes. I'm gonna show you where the wild goose goes." 

Dave laughed. Howled, even. "I can't believe you just said that.” 

David giggled himself but he took Dave roughly by the arms and turned him around. Then he pushed the man 
onto the bed, face first. David quickly shed the rest of his clothes and climbed on top of his boyfriend. He 
stretched out against his back and used a finger to brush the hair away from Dave's neck 


"Have | told you lately how much | love you?" 


"No. And maybe, you know, you could show me rather than tell me. Just an idea. You know, with that wild 


goose of yours." 


"Very gladly," David whispered and nibbled David's ear. His hands slid down Dave's sides and grabbed the hem of 
his shirt and pulled it up. 


When Dave's smooth firm back was exposed, the shirt pushed up to his shoulders, the older man lowered his 
mouth to the dip of his spine and laid wet, open mouthed kisses there. 


"Dave 

eee 

"Talked to the investigator. They're gonna save the bike for you. I'm gonna get it all fixed up. Least | can do. 
‘Least you can do?" Dave repeated 

"Yeah, you deserve it. | want to do it for you cause l'm different than him, you know?" 

"What do you mean? Different than who, Mustaine” 

"No. Taylor. | think he's behind this" 


"Taylor? No. No way. He wouldn't do this. It was Mustaine. Had to be. He's already threatened you and us." Dave 


wiggled himself out from under David. 


David glared at him. "You're kidding me, right? Mustaine? Do that? Do you honestly think he'd be stupid enough 


to want to add more time to his sentence? Don't be stupid. There's only one person who could have done this." 


A pang of hurt flared through Dave. "Go on then," he demanded. "Give me the reasons why Taylor would have 


done it. Come on, let's hear them." 


The bassist was off the bed in a flash, scrambling around for his clothes, his own anger beginning to grow. 
"Stands to reason. He's never been fuckin happy that you upped and left like that. He's spent countless hours 
harassing me. And you only have to take a look at where the fire started to know it was him. Mustaine 


wouldn't have known." 


“Taylor visited him, remember? What's to say that's not where the information came from. Mustaine's a 


smart fuckin’ guy, David. You know that. Its not gonna take fuckin’ much for him to join the dots.” 


The anger roared through David and he forced it down, the snapshot memory of few days previously burned 
in to his mind. He wouldn't give in to it. Wouldn't let it take over again 


"Dave, it's fuckin’ obvious! Just look at it! Who else would have done it other than Taylor? There's no other 


person in this equation except someone who's pissed at us." 
"Yeah there is. Mustaine." 


"| know him, and he's not that stupid He knows what'll happen if he gets caught torching the shop. He'll never 
get out! And he wants out! Besides, he doesn't have the fuckin’ contacts to pull of something like that." 


He felt himself glare at David, hands balled in to fists. "Hasn't got the contacts? This is a guy who kept you 


fuckin’ prisoner for thirty years and managed to keep it a secret from the entire fuckin’ world!" 
"Fuck you!" 


Those two words, spat at him from across the room, told Dave he was close to overstepping another of 
David's invisible lines, and he instantly regretted saying them. Mentally he kicked himself and tried to back off. 
But why? Why should he back off? David hadn't wanted his world sugar coating. Hadn't wanted to be kept in 
the dark about anything. He wanted to be a part of the big, bad world they all lived in. And if he wanted it, he 
got it, even if it was the truth about Mustaine. 


"This was not Taylor, David. You have to remember that, like you and Mustaine, him and | have known each 
other a fuckin’ long time. He wouldn't do that. Its not his style. He's more likely to sit back and let everyone 


come to him. Not fuckin come all this way and set fire to the place." 


"Well, maybe it wasn't fuckin’ him!" 


"Yeah, and it was most likely to be Mustaine! Fuck, David, why are you defending that psychotic piece of shit?!" 


"And why are you fuckin’ defending Taylor?!" David growled and dragged his hands through his hair. "Fuck this. 


I'm going out." 


The older man grabbed his coat and was gone, the bedroom door clicking shut. Leaning against the window, 
Dave watched, feeling mildly better when David didn't get in the car and drive off. Instead his boyfriend walked 
halfway down the drive, climbed the fence and sat on it, staring out in to the cold, dark night. 


One half of the dark haired man was flaring, angry with his boyfriend for jumping to conclusions and blaming 
Taylor when his own ex was the one with the violent past. The other half of the man was swelling with love 
and pride over the different tact David took in dealing with his own anger. Walking off and cooling down was 
new and much better than giving in to the violent tendencies he'd displayed in the past. Dave gave him a last 
glance and then climbed back into the bed. He turned his back on the window and pulled the blankets up over 
his head. 


The alarm on his phone beeped obnoxiously at four AM. Time to tend to the farm again. The other side of the 
bed was empty. He threw on some clothes, pulled on his boots and quietly crept downstairs. David was curled 

up on the couch, a throw bunched up over his legs. Dave's heart broke at the sight and over the thought of 

David feeling like he couldn't share a bed with him. He stretched out the throw and tucked it around his 


boyfriend's shoulders. David groaned slightly and curled into himself a little tighter. 

"Baby, go up to the bed. I'm heading out to work," Dave whispered in his ear. 

David grumbled incoherently. 

The younger man kissed his temple and ran a hand over his hair. "I love you." 

All morning long, Dave was distracted The more he thought about it, the more he wondered if David was right. 
Could it have been Taylor? Would he really come all the way out to Minnesota, break into their home and start 
a fire? Was he really trying to hurt them? And what was the reasoning behind the visits to Mustaine in 
prison and consorting with one of his lawyers? Maybe this was exactly what Taylor wanted to accomplish. He 
didn't want to hurt them, he wanted to do something which would drive them apart. 

"help you if you want." Elliot was talking. 


"What? l'm sorry. Distracted today." 


"Once you guys are cleared and can return, | can come up and help clean up and repair the place if you want." 


"Thanks man. l'm sure we'll take you up on that. | should give Jesse a call, too. Get him back in there to assess 
the damage and give us an estimate. Hey, Elliot?" 


"Hm?" 
"David thinks Taylor was behind it. | was convinced it was Dave. What do you think?" 


"Dave, | don't really know either of them. | don't know anything about Taylor or what your relationship with 
him was like. | wouldn't be at all surprised if it was Mustaine. Sounds like something he'd do." 


"Yeah, doesn't it? But around Christmas, he sent David a letter. Sounded like he was finally growing up." 


"That's the thing with him, though. He's smart, manipulative. He knew exactly what to say to my brother to 
get him to stay and to believe that he loved him" 


"That was my thought, too." 

The couch was empty when Dave returned inside. He poured coffee and smiled at the thought of revisiting 
their old morning habit. David was curled up in the bed upstairs, on the same side Dave slept in just a couple 
hours previous. 

"Baby, wake up," he cooed gently in the older man's ear as he stroked his hair. 

David groaned and uncurled, stretching his arms and legs. 

"Coffee, love? I'm sorry for last night." 

"Hmm, me too. The last thing this should do is cause a rift between us." 

"Agreed. So | was thinking, if you wanted, let's go back and sit down and talk to the detective. Tell him 
everything that we've been thinking. Everything we can remember. | didn't tell you this before because it 
seemed insignificant. When | was in LA with my Mom, we went to dinner and | ran into Taylor. He was with one 
of Dave's lawyers." 


"WHAT?!" David sat up then. "How could you forget to tell me that?" 


"It didn't seem worth telling you. | upped and left with our lawyer so it was only natural for him to go looking 
for another one. Didn't think I'd see him with Mustaine's that's all." 


Clasping the coffee, David sat up, a frown furrowing his forehead. "You don't think." 


"Think what?" Sitting on the edge of the bed, he watched David, watched his brain work behind tired eyes. 


"That the two of them conspired together to set the fire." He bit his lower lip, eyes looking past Dave. "It's the 
kind of thing | can see Mustaine doing. Like you said, and as much as | don't want to admit it, he has some 


dangerous connections." 


The revelation shouldn't have shocked Dave but it did, and he leaned a little closer, taking in David's almost 
dazed look. "What kind of connections?" 


"Oh, he used to claim he knew mobsters and people in the FBI and CIA. | always thought it was bullshit, his 
usual bunch of bravado bullshit. But looking back on it." His eyes snapped to Dave's. "Hindsight's fuckin’ great, 
isn't it?" 


Smiling he stroked a hand along the bassist's leg. "It's fuckin’ brilliant." 


David took a drink of his coffee, brain still working. "I'm just wondering who it could have been. Who he'd gotten 
in touch with." 


"Look, don't think too hard on it, baby. Drink up and get dressed and we'll talk some more on it. Do you want to 
take the drive to see the detective?" 


The older man stretched his shoulders, joints clicking. "Yeah, let me get myself sorted. I'l be down in a minute." 
Draping a free hand around Dave's shoulder, he gave him a quick kiss. "Thanks for the coffee, and for being so 


sweet with all of this." 

"Hey, | know you'd do the same for me. And you know why | do it?” 

"No." 

"Because. |. Love. You," he said with a grin. 

When Dave had disappeared, David pulled himself from bed and riffled through his bag. Finding what he wanted, 
he took his coffee and sat at the desk. It was a card, one he'd found weeks before and had yet to find a use 
for. It was black, the front embossed with the words "My Hero" in silver lettering. Now he had a use for it 


and, taking out a pen, he began to write. 


"Mama, we're going back into the city. We're going to stop by home and then see the cops to find out if they 


have any new information" Dave told Francis when he heard David's footsteps on the stairs. 


"Be careful boys. Let me now if you're not going to make it back by dinner.” 


Chapter 64 
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Spring was coming around very stubbornly and very slowly. There was a light dusting of new snow but the sun 
was peeking through here and there. From behind his mirrored aviators, Dave stole a glance at his boyfriend 
here and there. He had one hand on the wheel, the other sat on David's thigh. 

‘Hey’ 

"Hey." David turned and grinned from behind his own sunglasses. 

"Looks like spring won't be long." 

"Might be on its way, another week or two." 

"Can't wait." 

David laughed softly. "Told you you would get sick of the winter." 

"You're just so smart" The hand on David's thigh squeezed. 


"Don't you forget it" The older man's hand landed on top of Dave's. 


They opted to hit the police station first. The detective Dave had been talking to brought them into a small 


room with a beat up, metal table and two chairs. 

"David, this is Detective Overbay. He and I've been in touch for a bit. As | told you before, I've been sending a 
lot of the letters and things we've been receiving. It only made sense that he'd take over the investigation with 
the fire. Have you found anything?" 

"Do either of you know a man named Greg Hudson?" 


"Greg? Roger's friend, Greg? Yeah, we know him. Tall, dark hair, shitty grin. Why?" 


"Has he ever been in your garage?" 


"No," Dave said quickly. 
"Yes," David countered, looking at Dave with imploring eyes. 


"Oh. Right" Dave turned to the detective. "He was in there around Christmas but only in the door from the 


hallway and only for a couple minutes." 
"He ever been around the Road King where the fire originated?" 


"No, sir. He looked at the other, black one from across the room and then." David trailed off and looked down 


at the table. 
His boyfriend's hand immediately found David's shoulder, stroking it gently. “Tell him, baby. t's okay." 


The older man raised his eyes to Dave's. Without leaving the younger man's stare, David continued, "And then 


he turned on me. He pressed me against the wall and came on to me." 

"What happened next, David." 

| pushed him away and fled the garage." 

"Leaving Greg behind in in?" 

David's brow scrunched as he thought about it. "Yes, | suppose so." 

At the revelation, the boyfriends’ faces lit up. "You mean it was him?" 

"Might have been. Two uniformed officers are going to pick him up right now." 


David felt his heart drop and he turned to Dave. "lm so, so sorry. | should never have done that. Shouldn't 


have showed him." 


"Hey." A hand came to rest in the small of his back. "You weren't to know. Before you start blaming yourself, 


none of this was your fault.” 
He gave Dave a small smile. 
Detective Overbay spoke, "We'll give you a call when we know more." 


"Can we get back in to the building?" David asked. 


"You can," the police officer continued, "but we ask that you don't go in to the garage and do as little as 


possible in the actual shop. We're still treating it as a crime scene. Did Greg ever go upstairs?" 
David shook his head. "No, sir, he didn't." 

"In that case, you're free to go up there.” 

"And the bike?" 


"Still in our lab. | was told you called about it. We're taking good care of it and we'll clean up what's left of it as 


best we can when we're done." 


"Thank you.” 


It was strange walking through the coffee shop. It was eerily silent and a thin layer of dust had begun to form 
on all the surfaces. There were still large lights on stands around the edges, the remains of the investigation. 
David felt cold as they made for the stairs. All of this was happening because of him. All of the chaos and the 
disorder because he'd dared to give up his old life and have a new one. The guilt began to creep in, nagging 
away at his brain. Why had he gone so far? Why had he let Dave in? Was it because, as Mustaine had said, 


someone was showing him a little kindness? 


Silently they walked up the stairs, the hairs on the back of his neck bristling. Tossing another feeding block in 
to the fish, he made for the bedroom, intent on getting more clothes. A hand on his wrist stopped him and he 
turned to look at Dave. Concern rode through the dark eyes and David felt his own begin to bristle with tears. 


"What's up?" 

David shook his head, fighting back the tears. 

"Come on, | can tell. What's wrong?" 

"This is all my fault," he softly confessed. "If | hadn't taken you from California none of this would have 
happened. There'd have been no trial, none of the death threats, none of the constantly looking over our 
shoulders, no fire." 

"David" Hands slid along his jaw, cupping his face and tilting his eyes to look in to Dave's. "Its not like | was 
forced to come here. You didn't hold a gun to my head and kidnap me. | came of my own free will, and you 
know why | came? Not because | was running away. Well, okay, maybe | was running away a little bit. No, | 


came because | wanted to be with you. Want to know a secret?" 


"Go on" He feared the worst. 


The smile on Dave's face wasn't faked, it wasn't forced. It was entirely real. 


"No matter what anyone tells you. No matter what the media says. No matter what comes through the mail, | 


will always love you." 

David grinned. "That's not a secret." 

"Oh, so you know now? | don't have to get it tattooed on my head to remind you?" 

Chuckling, he pulled the younger man close and gave him a gentle kiss 

‘I've an idea if you're up for it.” 

Dave immediately began pulling his shirt over his head. His lover laughed and grabbed at his arms. 


"No, no, no, you fucking pervert. Later for that. Right now, | want you to put on something nice. l'm taking my 
baby out for a steak dinner." 


"Ohh! | likes the sounds of that!" 


They looked almost like twins. Black boots and black jeans. David in a black button down shirt, Dave in white. 
Both topped off with black velvet jackets. Dave's in a blazer style, David's more of a motorcycle jacket styling. 


He looked his lover over and smiled. 

"Rethinking this going out thing," David told him. 
"Nope. Too bad. You promised me steak" 

"Very well. But later... 

"Later, I'm all yours." 


David grinned as he pulled his phone out to dial his mother. As they descended the stairs, he told Frances they 
were eating dinner in the city but they would be home later in the evening. Also that they'd been cleared to 
return to the loft but he didn't mind waiting a day or two if she didn't mind them staying longer. 


David took his beloved to the finest restaurant in the city, The Capital Grille. When the large slab of rare 
prime rib was placed in front of Dave, his eyes widened and he grinned. David laughed softly at him. For 
dessert, they shared a huge piece of chocolate truffle cake and two cups of coffee. Dave finally leaned back in 
his chair and reached for the button his jeans. 


"Don't you dare, Grohl." 
"But they're tight! | ate too much!" he whined, giving his boyfriend a pained look of distress. 


"Too bad. At least wait until we get in the car." David reached for his wallet. "Then you can take them all the 
way off" He added under his breath. 


"What?" 
"What?" 

As soon as they were back in the car, Dave popped the button his pants and settled into the passenger seat. 
"Ahh He closed his eyes and smiled. "Baby, that was delicious. Thank you." 

"You're welcome. Thank you." 

"For what?" 

"You'll see" David grinned and shifted the car into drive. 


It was dark and quiet on the highway. A little after nine and it seemed like the entire state had hunkered down. 


David hadn't passed another car in about fifteen minutes. So he decided to pull the car over. 

"What are you doing?" Dave asked. "Ya okay? Need me to drive?" 

"Yeah. | need you to drive." David gave him a cheeky grin. 

"Kay." The younger man reached for the door handle. 

David clasped his wrist. "Me. Drive me." 

"Oh!" Dave gasped as he realized what his boyfriend had in mind. 

And with that, David hurriedly unbuttoned his own jeans and shoved them down his legs. 

"Wanna get in the back seat?" Dave asked. 

The rental was smaller than their sedan. David glanced around the dimly lit car. He yanked his pants back up 
and clutched them at his abdomen. He jumped out and hurried into the back seat. Dave met him there and 


they kicked off their boots and pants. They fumbled, smooshed together on the tiny bench seat. Hands clutched 
at shirts and bare asses as they deeply kissed. 


Panting, David sat up and straddled Dave's thighs, a grin playing on his lips. "Fuck me," he hissed, hand sliding 
down his lover's still clothed chest. 


Hands slid down his back and to his ass, pushing him to kneel higher. "Like you even have to ask." 
"Course | do. It's polite." 


Lips found his neck as fingers slid over his entrance, pushing in and beginning to carefully stretch him. "And 


that's what | like about you." 


Gasping, David rested his head against his boyfriend's shoulder, pushing himself down on to the invading fingers. 
He'd been turned on before they'd even left the restaurant, his jacket only just hiding his arousal. Now to be in 
the back seat of the car, with his gorgeous boyfriend teasing, was heaven. 


"Fuck it, Dave! Just fuck me already!" 
There was a soft chuckle and teeth tugged at his ear lobe. "Horny?" 
"For you?" he panted. "Always. Now just do it before | come." 


Hands clasped his hips and guided him down, his back arching as Dave entered him. He gave a low hiss, teeth 
bared. His hands crawled into Dave's hair, holding him close as he began to rock on his knees. How he'd ever 
wanted to forgo this, the beauty of what they had together, was beyond him. Despite peoples misgivings, they 


fitted together so well, like peas in a pod or pieces of a puzzle. 


Strong hands slid up his back, resting at the arch as he rose and fell, Dave quietly encouraging him. Around 
them, the windows began to steam, the suspension giving an experimental squeak as David moved faster. Their 
Voices joined as one, gasps of names wrapping around them. Shifting forward, David wrapped his arms around 
Dave's neck, mouth hungrily finding his. Hands clawed at him, climbing beneath his shirt and raking down his 
back. The pain flared hot, going straight to his groin 


"More," he hissed, teeth tugging at Dave's lower lip. 
"Scars..." 


"Just that" David deepened the kiss before pulling back slightly. "Whatever you do ain't gonna reopen them. I've 
taken far worse than whatever you'll ever throw at me." He pressed down on to Dave's cock, watching as the 


younger man arched from the seat, a deep groan filling the car. "I trust you. Do it." 


Surrounded by David's tightness, he dragged his nails down his lover's back, the long hiss which was let out 
only fuelling his own desire. He worried, panicked even, that anything he did to hurt David would open up old 
wounds. If not mental, then at least physical. David was lucky to be alive. And he'd lived, it seemed, for one 


reason. To find Dave when he needed someone the most. 


With one particularly deep scratch down his back, David howled and threw his head back only to bang it on the 
ceiling of the small car. "Oh, fuck!" 


"Oh, baby. Are you okay?" Dave laughed gently and reached for the back of his lover's head and rubbed it 
tenderly. 


"Stupid, tiny car," David muttered with an embarrassed grin. 


"Your idea, my horny little devil" Dave softly pulled his lover into another kiss as he tried to shift his cramped 
legs. 


"You know what? Let's just make this quick," David told him as he used two flat hands against the ceiling for 


leverage and rocked hard and fast against Dave, sending him deep inside of David. 

The small car rocked and squeaked. The men inside panted and growled. Dave's hands traveled over his lover's 
body until his right came to rest in a fist around David's cock. Dave's folded up legs shook as he neared his 
climax. Just has he bucked David off of him, he came against his ass. The waves of pleasure caused him to 
squeeze his fist tighter and David howled as he spilled against his boyfriend's stomach. 

The older man slumped down on top of Dave and pressed his mouth to his sweaty neck. "Baby." 

"Yeah." Fingers danced down David's back in slow, soothing circles. 


"| live for this." 


"So do |. For you.” 


Grins were huge and legs were rubber when they arrived back at the farm. Francis was watching David 


Letterman when they walked in the door. 

"Hello, dears! Have a good dinner?" 

"We did. And the after dinner cocktail was even better." Dave giggled and received an elbow in the ribs. 
"Did you have a drink, David?" 

"Mom. You know me, us even, better than that" He kissed her forehead. "Goodnight" 


"Goodnight, boys. Sleep well." 


Chapter 65 


David was still asleep, of course, when his cell phone rang. He groaned and rolled over. The screen said 


Detective Overbay. 

"Good morning, Detective. You have news?" 

‘Is Mr. Grohl with you?" 

"No, he's out chasing chickens." David grinned. 

"What?" 

"Nevermind. What news have you got?" 

"We found Mr. Hudson. He says someone paid him to start the fire." 


"Who?" David sat up then. His eyes were wide, his heartbeat sped up and rattled in his chest. He went to 
swallow but his throat was dry. 


"He told us Dave Mustaine paid him." 

"WHAT! But that's impossible! He's - " 

"Incarcerated, | know." 

"But. But," he panted, eyes wide. "Paper trail? Letters? Anything?" 

"We're looking in to it, Mr Ellefson. We're going to try and find everything we can" 

"Do you think there's someone else involved?" 

| can't say yet. l'm sorry. I'll be in touch." 

"Thank you. It's appreciated." 

Staring at the phone, David felt the anger well up. That couldn't be it. Couldn't be all of the story. There was 
more to it. Mustaine wasn't that stupid. Not stupid enough to add more time to an already decade long 
sentence. He'd want out as soon as possible so that his reign of terror could continue. He'd never fully let go 
of Metallica, so David knew he'd never fully let go of him. And trying to burn down the coffee shop didn't add 


up. The starting location of the fire was important to Dave, not to him. Mustaine wasn't after Dave, he was 


after him. If he was going to start a fire anywhere, it would have been somewhere significant to David, like the 


actual shop, or the farm. Mustaine would have gone straight for the gut, not flitting around the edges. 
Sliding from the bed, he didn't even bother to dress, pulling a fleece sweater and coat over his pajamas. 
Padding downstairs, he ignored his mother's calls, slipped out his shoes and walked out on to the porch. Sitting 
on the swing seat, he slowly pushed himself back and forth, looking down the drive and toward the road. 
What if Greg had more to his story? He had been chasing David and so had something against him. Yet his 
mind kept going back to the Road King. He was putting two and two together and getting a hell of a lot more 
the four. 

"David?" Francis stood in the doorway. "Whatever's wrong?" 

Hl tell you later," he said softly. "Just want a bit of time.” 

"Okay, dear, but do come in at some point. You'll catch your cold” 

He nodded and smiled, his eyes turning back to the road. Finally, the sound of voices came from around a 
corner and, a moment later, Elliot and Dave walked into view. Both of them raised hands in greeting and he 
gave them a small wave in return 

"What are you doing out here?" Dave looked him up and down, 


David patted the seat beside him. "Take a seat." 


The swing creaked as the younger man sat beside him. David sighed and looked at his hands before turning his 
attention to Dave. 


"Detective Overbay called” 

"Yeah? What did he have to say?" 

He took a deep breath. "Greg said that someone paid him to start the fire." 

Dave felt the colour drain from his face. "Who?" 

"Mustaine." 

"WHAT?!" 

"My exact reaction. But I've been thinking. There's more to this story. A hellva a lot more. Why would 
Mustaine start a fire when he knows it'll only add to his sentence. And why burn the bike? That's important to 


you, not me, and it's me he wants to go after. If he was going to burn anything even remotely close to me, 


he'd go after here.’ David waved a hand at the farm. "He knows what this place means to me." 


"You think Greg acted with someone else?" 


David nodded. "As much as | hate to say it, yes, | do. | don't know who and I'm not going to point fingers. If 


there was someore else, it'll all come out." 


Two days later, the men returned to the warehouse. All the destroyed vehicles had been taken away and the 
shop was cleared to reopen. Simon and Bill returned to help Dave and David. About a minute after Simon 


unlocked the front door, it opened and Jamie and Chris strolled through. 


"What are you doing here?" David choked out when he met Jamie's grin. He pulled her into his arms and 


hugged her close. "I'm so sorry we argued! I've been thinking about calling you." 

"Yeah, sure you have. Don't worry about the argument. You were right." 

‘lm sorry, what?" He pushed her back to look in her face but still kept her in his embrace. 

"You were right!" 

"About?" 

"Don't make me say it." 

"Whisper it" David grinned and pointed at his ear. 

Jamie smacked his arm but leaned in and said very quietly, "I love him and | am good enough for him" 
"Does he love you?" he whispered back 


Chris leaned in and said, "He does. And he loves you, too, and is here to help rebuild or repair or whatever you 


need me to do." 


"But Chris, you started working again. How did you find time to come out here? And wait, how did you find out 
about the fire?" 


"I called Jamie a couple days ago." Simon spoke up. 
David gave his young barista a glare. 


Chris spoke up to draw David's attention back to him. "We wrapped up recording for a little bit. | have to go 


back in a week but then | planned on coming out as often as possible." 


‘I'm happy to see you. Thank you, my friend." 
"Can we see what happened? Do they know how it started? Is it really bad?" Jamie asked. 


"Come on, I'll show you. David has baking to do." Dave smiled. He stood beside his boyfriend and laid a hand in 
the small of his back, rubbing gently. He knew David wasn't keen on looking at it all again 


Having Chris around was a sort of therapy also, it meant an extra long, extra fun jam night. With Bill on the 
piano, they had themselves a full band and took full advantage. It was the first time David and Dave held 
instruments since the fire and, initially, Dave sat on the drum stool and held a pair of sticks in his hands. He 
stared at them, studying the grain in the wood, lost to the rest of the room for a moment. 

"Babe, you okay?" 

"What? Oh, yeah. Yeah, good. Let's go." 

Chris observed and realized what the two men were going through. Anger and frustration and hurt swirled 
around the couple and could almost be seen and touched. He asked them, "What do you think, guys? Something 
with a little heft tonight?" 

"Definitely," Dave agreed. 

Chris began the opening riff of Queens of the Stone Age's "Little Sister". 

They screamed through a set list worth of songs ranging from their own bands, to bands they loved. Changing 
bass, David plugged the second one in and began to play the rumbling bass line of "Peace Sells". Everyone 
stopped and stared at him. 

"What?" he asked with a shrug. "Are we banned from playing Megadeth, or something?" 

"No," Chris replied. "Just didn't think you'd want to." 


David grinned. "Fuck that! | want to play it!" 


And they did, the music thundering around the coffee house. It filled them with joy, made their souls sing, and 
got them ready to attack the following day. 


Chapter 66 
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David was still downstairs, no doubt carefully checking every nook and cranny of the building. Dave could see 
that the paranoia would set in, obsessive compulsive disorder becoming the norm. He wanted to rip it in the 


bud but knew that it was David's way of dealing with what happened. 


Stripping off, he moved to the bed, only to notice an envelope lying on the pillow. David's handwriting picked out 
his name. Sitting down, he picked it up and opened it, smiling when he pulled out the back card, "My Hero" picked 


out in silver on the front. David's distinct script continued inside. 


My dearest angel, it began. / wanted to put a few things in to words, mainly my thankfulness at having you 
around Not many people could have gone through what you have been through with me. Angels really do exist. 
Thank you 

All my love, 

David 

PS: Meet me downstairs 


Now that was an odd request, especially considering David preferred the bed to anywhere else. But still, he 
wasn't going to turn David down. Dragging his clothes back on, he wandered down, smiling at the sight which 
greeted him. 


Candles flickered on every surface and the rich scent of coffee filled the air. Tucked against the bar were a 
pile of blankets and pillows, ones he recognised as coming from David's bedroom at the farm. David sat at the 
piano, playing to himself. He was already dressed in pajamas, ones which, if Dave's memory served him right, 


were the same ones he'd worn on their very first night at the farm. 


Walking over to the piano, he leaned against it and smiled. Finally David looked up, a small smile playing on his 


lips. 
"So what's this about?" 


David shrugged and smiled. "| wanted to get back to where it all started Wanted to relive that first night." He 
gave another shrug. "Sometimes | feel like I'm forgetting why all of this started. | get so frustrated with 
everything that | forget that it actually started a brand new life. And" He pushed the piano stool and stood up, 
arms sliding around Dave's neck. "If | remember rightly, | turned you down that night. l'm not going to turn you 
down tonight" 


"So you're a sure thing tonight, huh?" Dave asked as he settled on the bench with David. 
"Yep. Did you want To just get down on the floor and go for it?" 


"Nah, romance me. Play me something beautiful" He laid his head against David's shoulder and wrapped an arm 
around his back 


David turned and pressed a kiss to his boyfriend's forehead and then returned his attention to the piano. His 
fingers began to move slowly, playing the tune Dave heard when he first entered the shop. 


He closed his eyes and let the notes wash over him. They were soothing, comforting yet exciting at the same 
time. He had no idea David played so well. Though, he supposed, he should have. Whatever David put his mind 
to, he did well. 

"Hmm, what is it, baby? Its gorgeous." 

"Ever heard of a musician named Yiruma?" 

"No." 

"He's a piano composer. This one's called Till | Find You." 

"Do more." Dave sighed and then yawned. 

David laughed softly. "Putting you to sleep, am |?" 

"No, it's just really relaxing. Play something else." 

David shifted into playing something a little more low key. 

"St James Infirmary?" Dave asked four bars in 

David nodded, swaying as the music picked up. "Really need a full band for this." 

"This version's slightly different," he mused. 

David looked at him and smiled. "Never heard Hugh Laurie's version?" 


Dave shook his head and his boyfriend's smile widened. 


"Good," the older man continued. "Because he's bringing his band here in a couple of weeks. Happy Non-Birthday, 


Dave." 


"What? You're serious?" 

David nodded, fingers still working along the keyboard. "Found out he was touring and called his management 
company. They had no idea who | was, but when | said | wanted to host a blues night for Dave Grohl they 
jumped at the chance. They'll be here in two weeks." 


Draping an arm around David's waist and pressed a kiss to the side of his head. "You are one fuckin’ piece of 


work, you know that?" 

Grinning, David nodded and finished the piece. Straddling the stool, he slid his hands along Dave's jaw and stared 
in to his eyes. Memories flooded back, the warm, happy memories of when they'd first met filling his mind. 
Resting his forehead against his lover's, he moved in for a kiss, happy when hands tangled around his back and 
slid him along the velvet cushion of the stool. 

"Love you," he murmured. 

‘Love you, too. Now," Dave pulled away and kissed his nose. "You made a promise." 

Chuckling, David stood, picking up a small remote control from the top of the piano. Pressing a button, soft 
music filled the coffee house. Taking Dave's hand, he lead the younger man across the wooden floor and to the 
pile of bed clothes. Pulling them out, he grabbed his phone off the countertop, and sank to the floor. 

"Now, if | remember rightly, that evening started with a kiss." He pulled up the camera and held the phone at 
arms length. Cupping Dave's chin, he gently kissed him, the camera clicking at the exact moment. Backing off, 


he smiled. "Gonna take one of those every few months and make a book of them" 


Tossing the phone back on to the counter, he wound his arms around Dave's neck, crawled in to his lap, and 


deepened the kiss. "Show me what you were gonna do that night 

"What was | gonna do that night?" Dave snorted. "Not like | had a real plan" 

"Liar. You were going to seduce me by any means necessary." 

"Any means necessary? Hm. If that were true then | would have." 

"And that's why I'm giving you the second chance now." David grinned and kissed his lover again. 

"Okay, well. | would have started by laying you down on your back" So Dave leaned over and gently laid David 
on his back, arranging his legs around him. "I would have leaned over you and brushed my fingers through 


your hair, helping it to fan out over the pillows." And so he did. 


"Then perhaps | would have hovered over you, giving you a really sexy smile. Like this." He used one arm to 
prop himself up, over David, and he gave him his best smile. "After that, | might have fed you some line about 


how beautiful | think you are, maybe how the light catches the shimmering gold of your hair or how your 


eyes are dazzling." 


"Hmm, this might have worked then" David sighed and tangled his fingers in the hair at the back of Dave's 


neck. 
"Its not working now?" 


"Might be." 


"Okay. You would have given me a signal saying it's okay to kiss you. So | would have. Maybe a little something 
like this.” 


Dave used his arm to lower himself slowly against David's chest and find his lips in a slow, tantalizing kiss. 


"Then you would have squirmed a little beneath me because, no doubt, you would have been hard by now." 
David laughed. "Oh, really?" 

"Mm Hmm. And who could blame you?" 

"| see. So this fantasy of yours." 

"No fantasy! l'm just telling you how it would have gone down that night." 

"Would you have gone down that night?" 

Dave smirked "Any means necessary." 

"Gonna go down tonight?" 

His smirk just widened. "| might do." 

Stroking a hand through his lover's hair, David asked, "Okay, what next?" 

"ld have given you another kiss and let my fingers play with your shirt" 

"Gonna show me?" 

Lips gently found his own again, the kisses soft and panting, the ghost of a tongue flicking against his mouth. He 
sighed as fingers slowly worked their way under his shirt, thumbs brushing his stomach before beginning to 


work higher, pushing the fabric with them. 


"Then," Dave's voice was deep and breathy. "Then, l'd have moved and done a little of this." 


David gasped as warm kisses were pressed to his stomach, Dave's tongue playing over navel before sweeping 
to the hem of the shirt. A hand carefully closed around the bulge in his pants, gently massaging. 


Dave rested his chin on David's hip, watching the older man Glazed eyes looked at him, full, pink lips parted as 
he panted. He moved his hand back and forth, the heel rubbing at his lover's erection 


"What next?" David's question was barely there. 


"Well, | wouldn't have gone for the kill. Not straight away. | know you're a bit fragile so | want to take it slow, 


you know. Take it nice and easy." 
David chuckled softly. "Show me then 


The shirt was eased up his body, and he sat for the brief moment it took for it to be removed. Lying back 
against the pillows and blankets, he could barely keep his eyes open as kisses were pressed to his chest, slowly 
winding their way downward. Lips gently sucked on his nipples, making him arch from the floor, a deep groan 
filling the air, hands tangling in Dave's hair. Cautiously, the kisses continued down over the expanse of his 


stomach, stopping at the waist of his pajamas. 
"Then, I'd have done this." 


Fingers hooked into the waistband and slowly began to ease them down. Lifting his hips, David allowed them to 
be taken off. He watched as Dave sat back on his heels, looking at him with a soft smile. 


"Maybe I'd sit here for a minute and just look at you. I'd feed you something about you being gorgeous. Then 


I'd lean forward and brush my hand up your leg, let my fingers wander over your cock" 

He did just that, hand brushing against David's ankle before gliding over his calf, feeling the muscles beneath 
the skin, and finally wrapping around his thigh. David's eyes had closed, his body relaxing against the blankets. 
As he brushed his fingers over his boyfriend's erection, Dave watched him shudder and groan. 


"Then I'd do this," he murmured just loud enough for David to hear. 


Closing his mouth over the head of David's cock, he sucked gently, one hand pressing the older man back to 
the nest of blankets. 


Pulling back, he continued, "And while | was doing that, I'd also be doing this." 
Returning to what he was doing, he slowly pushed one of David's legs to one side, opening him up. His hand 


danced up the inside of his lover's thigh and to his entrance, fingers ghosting over it. David was groaning, hips 


trying to roll, but Dave gently held him down 


Kneeling up, he gazed down at David, taking in the bassist. He was spread over the blankets, hands balled into 
them, head arched back and legs spread wide. He drew in deep, laboured breaths. 


"When | know that you're all ready, I'd come a little closer." Crawling back up David's body, he pressed gentle 
kisses to his jaw. "And give you a kiss and ask you where you keep everything." 


David lifted a hand and waved to the bar. Getting to his feet, Dave spotted a bottle of lube and grabbed it. 


Kneeling back down, he lay beside David, one hand stroking along his face. 


"| give you another kiss." His lips sought out the parted ones, David sighing against them, his eyes finally open 


"And look in to your gorgeous eyes. I'd ask you if you want me to use a rubber?" 


A smile flickered across the bassist's lips and he shook his head. Giving David another kiss, he moved between 
his legs. His own arousal was almost painful, hard against his stomach, and he swept a hand over it, eyes 


catching David licking his lips. 


"| know that you want it" Dave chuckled. "I can see it in your eyes. You want it nice and slow. But | also know 


that, deep down, you like it a little rough. So l'm gonna give you both." 


Working some of the clear gel onto his fingers, he pushed David's legs wider and gently pushed a finger in "I'd 
take it slow, watching you all the time." 


The way David moved against him, rocking back and forth, was pushing him closer and closer to the edge. Even 
now, he still looked beautiful, still held the playful innocence he so dearly loved. Yet, beneath it all, was a man 


who had blossomed in to something amazing. A man with strength, bite, passion, and a wicked sense of humour. 


| might have teased you a little, holding my cock right near you, ready to push into you but making you work 
for it." Dave grinned and pushed the head of his dick against David. 


"And | would have grabbed you and yanked you against me," David hissed through his teeth as he reached for 


Dave. 

"So then you want it? Want me now?" 

"Wanted you then, too." 

Dave flashed his goofiest, most joyful smile as he gently and tenderly pushed into David. The way David's warm 
tightness seemed to grip him and pull him in was the most glorious feeling to Dave. Never had he felt anything 
like it. They truly were two pieces of the same puzzle that fit together as if they were made for each other. 


Dave pushed a little farther and squeezed his eyes closed and threw his head back. 


"Oh, David, yes," he sighed. 


"Harder," David groaned as he wrapped a hand around Dave's wrist. 

"Soon. Now is the gentle, slow part.” 

"Well, do you know what | would have done then?" 

"What?" Dave's eyes opened wide as he looked at his lover underneath him. 

"This." And David was rocking and squirming against him, thrusting back and forth hard and fast. 

"Jesus, David!" 

David laughed as he continued until Dave used a hand on his stomach to still him. 

"Get on top." 

"You like it when I'm on top, don't you?" David gave his boyfriend a sideways smirk 

"You know | do." The younger man slowly, achingly pulled out of his lover and rolled to his back. 

He held David by the forearm as he guided him into a straddling position This time, however, he helped David 
to set his feet flat on the floor. Once he had lowered himself onto Dave, he wrapped his arms around his 
lover's neck, pulling him into a sitting position Dave's hands pressed flat against David's back, fingers tracing 


over the scars. 


Gazing in to his boyfriend's deep, dark eyes, David began to move. His breath came in short pants, the pleasure 


growing, coiling through him. 
"Oh, Dave," he murmured, smiling as the dark haired man smiled. 


Resting his forehead against Dave's, he began to move faster, the thrusts becoming deeper and harder. Hands 
clasped his back, holding him tight, guiding him as Dave's hips rocked up to meet him. Letting his head fall back, 
David groaned as his prostate was hit, making him shudder. When fingers locked around his cock, he picked up 


the pace even more, the need for release coming to a peak. 

"Look at me, David." Dave's voice sounded a million miles away. 

Lifting his head, he opened his eyes, hands locking into the nape of Dave's neck as he stared in to his eyes. He 
noticed how the pupils of his boyfriend's eyes were wide, making them almost black. Endless pools to fall in to 


and never surface from. 


Gasping, he slid his mouth over Dave's, frantically kissing him. The fingers around him tightened, nudging up 
against the head of his cock. With a final cry of the dark haired man's name, he came long and hard, silky seed 


landing on them both. 
His release only drove Dave further, hips thrusting up. Holding David close he panted the older man's name, a 
quiet call to him. When David tightened around him, his teeth sinking in to his lover, he let loose with a low, 


guttural groan, his orgasm washing over him, carrying him away to a different place. 


Slowly they both came to, easing apart and stretching on the blankets. Pulling the covers over them, David 


clasped the younger man's face and gave him a long, slow kiss. 
"Thank you." 
"For what?" 


"Everything." David sighed and glanced away, tongue running over his lower lip before he looked back at Dave. 


"You made me think of something." 
A frown crossed Dave's face. "What?" 
"Okay, this is a little tough to talk about, but | should, and it's only sensible to speak of it” 


Dave felt his heart drop. Could there be anything else David could drop on him? Any other skeletons in the 


closet? He told himself to calm down, to be patient. There were still shackles and walls falling. 
Draping an arm over David's shoulders, he tugged him closer. "You can talk about whatever you want." 


| used to go to the hospital all the time," David softly began "Not just for the injuries Mustaine gave me, but 
to get tested. You know, for diseases and stuff. How they always came back clear | don't know." 


"David, I'm not carrying anything. You don't have to worry.” 
"No, | know you're not. But | don't know if there's anything incubating in my system and | want to make sure 


I'm not giving anything to you. Because God forbid if you were taken from me too soon. So tomorrow I'm going 


to the hospital, just to make doubly sure." 
"Do you want me to go with you?" Dave asked as he rolled over and saw David standing over him. 


"No, baby. But | think you should go upstairs if you want to sleep in. Bill and James will be here in about fifteen 


minutes.” 


"Kay. You're sure you don't want me to go?" 


"Nope. I'll be fine. | left you a coffee right here." David tapped his palm on the bar. "I should be back in maybe 


a half an hour." 
"Come here." 


David lowered himself into a squat, cringing over his sore muscles. The younger man sat up and wound a hand 


into David's hair. 

"| love you. Call me if you need me. Get over there and back safely, please.” 

‘| love you, too." David smiled brightly and then kissed his lover. 

Dave pulled all the blankets and pillows under one arm and picked up the mug of coffee with the other hand. He 
slowly dragged everything, including his bare ass, up into the loft. Before getting into a shower, he fed Boris 


and Maks and changed their litter. 


After a nice, long, hot shower, he was dressing slowly when his phone rang. Expecting it to be David, he 
answered quickly with a "Yo." 


"Mr. Grohl?" 

wey 

"Its Detective Overbay. I'm sorry for calling so early’ 

"Hts okay, | was up. What's up?" 

"| spent three hours last night on the phone with Mr. Mustaine.” 
"Ah. Wow, okay. Did he confess?" 


"Mr. Grohl, Dave, | have to be brutally honest here. Some of the things that Mr. Mustaine said were vile and 
disgusting and completely." 


"Horrific, | know," Dave murmured. 


"No, um, remorseful. He seemed very genuinely concerned to find out if Mr. Ellefson, and you, were okay. | 


have every reason to believe that he was not involved in the fire." 
"WHAT?! Who, then? And Greg told you it was Mustaine that paid him!" 


"I asked Mustaine about your ex-partner visiting him. He told me that Mr. Hawkins requested to see him each 


time he visited and when they would sit and talk, Taylor generally just eqged him on. Bad-mouthed David, told 


Mustaine he understood why he beat David and mistreated him. Mustaine could not understand why he was 
there and saying those things. He never asked Mustaine for anything, never let him in on any plans he might 
have been making. Just went to the prison and gave him praise for the things he did. Dave, if | have to be 
honest with you, it sounds to me as if Mr. Hawkins was trying to paint a picture of the two of them 
conspiring together." 

"So you really think Taylor is behind all of this?" 

‘Its a possibility. I'm going to question Greg again. See if | can get a different story this time." 

"Thank you, Detective." Dave hung up and sunk to the bed. 


The thought chilled him. Could Taylor have done it? Could he have sunk so low? He felt cool at the thought, not 


even the shower helping him. The cold knot remained in his stomach. 
Breakfast was sitting beside the bed, David's note warming him. 
/ will always love you, it read. 


Grabbing the coffee, Dave took a long drink, eyes on the skylight. He hoped beyond hope that everything the 


police were saying was wrong. That it was a random attack. That it wasn't the people the police suspected. 


Chapter 67 


The hospital, despite the friendly staff, still felt as cold and clinical as before. Hands clasped in his lap, David 
waited to be called. He didn't want to be there but he knew he had to do it, if no for himself then for Dave. He 
owed him that much. 

He felt sick when his name was called and he followed the nurse into a small room. 


"Okay, Mr Ellefson," she began as he sat. "So its a full blood survey?" 


He nodded, mouth dry. She collected a tray and sat beside him, hand stretching one of his arms out. A wave of 


sickness rolled over him. 
This isn't for Mustaine, he thought. This isn't because his friends raped you. This is for the person you love. 


The needle was cold under his skin, the vials slowly filling up. He watched his blood drain away, wondering what 
could be in it. 


"Results will take five days," she said 

He nodded, feeling cold and clammy. "Thanks. 

She handed him a strip of condoms. "Do you have a partner?" 
Another nod. 

"You should try and persuade them to do the same" 

He sighed. Yeah, just in case Ive passed something on to him. 
"lll get him down here," he softly replied 


Leaving, he silently prayed. Prayed that everything would be okay for the both of them. 


He expected to find Dave in the shop, flirting with some of the regulars like he did nearly every morning. David 
would watch from behind the bar as his boyfriend made the rounds. The young-ish woman who came in every 
morning with her laptop and Skyped with her father. The older gentleman who David suspected of having a 
thing for Jamie. The young, professional couple who lived in a loft above the art gallery next door. He was a 
cardiac doctor, she was a corporate lawyer. They came in most mornings, playfully bickering with each other, 


had their coffee and scones and then left, playfully kissing each other. He went left to catch the bus, she went 


right to walk the six blocks to her office. All of the regulars looked upon Dave, and David for that matter, with 
love and fondness. And David felt the same about them. 


When they found out about the fire, they were all genuinely concerned and disappointed The doctor and the 
older man offered their services in helping clean up and repair. The lawyer offered to help fry whomever was 
responsible. 

Whomever was responsible. David really, really believed in his heart of hearts that Mustaine would not have 
done this. Could not have done this. Not now. He was still mulling that over when he returned and discovered 


that Dave was still upstairs. 


"Haven't seen him yet, David," Jamie said with a strange expression. She knew Dave's habits as well as David. 


For him not to have made his appearance yet meant something was wrong. 


But he smiled brightly and spent a few minutes chatting with his friends and neighbors. As soon as he'd said 
hello to everyone who sought him out, he flew upstairs. 


"Dave?" 

‘I'm here." His tone of voice was pensive, troubled. 

David found him sitting on the edge of the bed, a folder of documents in his lap. 
"What's going on?" 

"How did the blood sample go?" Dave asked, still not looking up. 


"Fine. We'll get the results back in five days. They suggested you go down and get tested also. Not the worst 


idea ever." 

"Yeah, | could do that" 

"What is that?" 

"Just reports and things we got about the fire. Just looking through them." 
"Why?" 

"Overbay called while you were out. He, um, he had a really long talk with Dave." 
"And?" 


Dave lowered his head, letting his hair curtain his face. 


His boyfriend sat beside him and, with a finger, drew the curtain back. "And?" he repeated. 

"He doesn't think he had anything to do with it" 

For some inexplicable reason, David's heart sang. "He doesn't? Then who?" 

"Taylor," Dave all but whispered. 

David jumped to his feet. "| FUCKING KNEW IT! 

"DAVID!" 

"What?! | knew it was him" 

Dave was on his feet in a shot, anger burning through him. "You did, huh? And how exactly did you know?" 
"Stands to reason" David turned and strode across the room. "You only have to look at what was destroyed in 
the fire to know it was him. Its like | said to you, Mustaine would have gone for the farm. He knows my 


mother and brother disliked him. He'd want to hit them as well. End. Of. Story." 


Hissing, Dave yanked a hand through his hair, glaring at the man across the room. "So you're quick to jump on 
the blame Taylor bandwagon too?" 


"Damn right | am. Dave, there is no one else who could have done this. The guy hates me, hates you for 
leaving, he's gonna hit you where it hurts most. And we're damn fuckin’ lucky we didn't lose everything 


because he can't cope with a little rejection" 


"A little? David, we were together a long fuckin’ time. That's not a little rejection That's being kicked in the 
fuckin’ teeth." 


David snorted and shook his head, one hand resting on his hips. "You know what, I've jumped through some real 
hoops for you and it always comes back around. Always comes back to Taylor. Fine, whatever." He flicked a 
hand. "If that's how you feel, go back to him. l'm sick of playing this game now." 


"What game? There is no fuckin’ game, David." 


The anger was there, for both of them, bubbling away beneath the surface. For David, it was a snarling 


monster, ready to snap, and he took several long, deep breaths. 


‘Its always been a game, Dave. You've always pitted us against one another and he's obviously winning. So go 
back to him. He's obviously screaming for attention and this was the last straw.’ 


Taking a deep breath, he stared at the older man, trying to work out what was going on behind his eyes. What 
was he thinking? Was this another ploy, another flicker of insecurity? It was getting harder and harder to be 
with David, every tiny thing hitting something in his mind and sending him into a frenzy. 

"lm not going back to him, David. But I'm also debating whether to press charges-" 


"WHAT?! After all he's done and you're not going to press charges?! Are you out of your fuckin’ mind?!" 


"There's no conclusive proof!" he screamed back. "No one knows who fuckin’ did it yet. Not even the fuckin’ 
cops know. So what don't you drop it and just calm the fuck down?!" 


They stood on opposite sides of the bed, glaring at one another, nostrils flaring and lips peeled back. He could 
see the anger flitting through David's eyes, a deadly combination which was going to take one of them down. 
And Dave was determined that it wouldn't be him. If David so much as raised a hand.. 


"How can | when you're screaming at me?!" 


"Because you don't fuckin’ listen! | just feel like I'm talking at you, David. Feel like I'm moving my mouth and 


nothing is coming out." 

Dave could feel his heart pounding, his eyes sweeping over the bassist. When David moved, he ran for the 
door, pulling it shut behind him, hands wound around the handle as he held it shut. From the other side, he felt 
David tugging on the door. 

"Let me out, Dave!" 

"No. Not ‘til you've calmed down" 

"| said, let me out!" 

"And | said, no! Calm down and you can come out. Quit making me treat you like a child!" 

He felt the pressure from the other side drop away, his heart falling with it. He'd just done something which 
had probably terrified David, something which Mustaine would have done. Pushing the door open, he sat down 


on his side, head resting against the door frame. 


"David, I'm sorry. | shouldn't have done that." There was no reply and Dave dared not look. Taking a deep 
shuddering breath, he started again. "I'm sorry. Really sorry.’ 


David was in a heap on the floor. He was curled in a ball, his face buried in his arms and his legs pulled into his 


body. 


"You don't have to keep apologizing for your honest actions. You got angry, so did |.” 


Dave crawled over to him and put an arm around his shoulders. "This is what he wants, you know." 
David lifted his head to look at his boyfriend. 


"Taylor. This is exactly what he wants to happen. You and | let this come between us. I'm sorry." The dark 


haired man trembled as he slowly realized what he had to do. 
David sat up even more and looked at Dave, confused. "I don't think | understand" 


Dave inhaled deeply. "Remember the time | found you on the roof. | told you | couldn't lose you. | told you I'd 
jump right off and follow you down. David, | can't live in a world that you aren't in. And you were right. We 


could have lost everything, including each other. He won, David. I'm going back." 


"WHAT? What the fuck are you talking about? Dave, nolll" And David clutched him tightly, pulling Dave against 
him. "No, no, no! Why???" 


There were tears in his eyes as he delicately pulled out of David's grasp. "lm sorry. It has to be this way or 
he will never stop. | have to go back in order to keep you safe. | know it sounds ridiculous. But you are right. 

He did it and they will never be able to prove it. And if | stay, he will try again. And he will hurt you or Jamie 
or Elliot or Mama. | had no idea he was capable of this but | can't let it happen" 


"But, but.the police!" David sputtered, unwilling to believe what he was hearing. "They'll find something! Phone 


records, email, Greg! Something!" 


"Look in the file, David! There's nothing there! No phones, no emails. He's smarter than that. The only thing 
linking him is that fucking bike. You knew it. But that's not enough. There will never be enough. He won" The 
younger man slowly pushed David away and stood up. His heart was breaking at the sight of his lover 

crumpled and broken at his feet. A tear rolled down his cheek and fell, landing on the back of David's hand. 


The older man looked down at it and then tilted his head up to look at Dave. "If it hurts, don't do it. Please. You 
told me | never have to beg for anything from you but I'm begging you now. Dave, please. There has to be 
another way. We can beat him. Together, we can do anything. It will kill me to see you go." 


"It will not kill you. You are strong and you have so much here to live for and to take care of. | will be back 
there, dreaming of you every night and all of the wonderful living | did with you. Please continue to live 
wonderfully. For me. | love you with every cell in my body. | always will and that is why | have to do this.” 


He took a step toward the closet to gather his things. David climbed to his feet behind him. He sniffled once 


and then walked out of the room. 


The front door of the loft slammed and Dave hung his head, clutching the hanger bar in the closet. "Be strong, 


baby. Please be strong," he murmured. 


Sitting on the floor of the kitchen, David clutched himself, knees pulled against his chest. There was nothing 
which could stop the tears, nothing which could heal the heartbreak His screams were ones of sheer agony, 
the noise echoing off the tiled walls. All of it. All of it was gone. The coffee house was nothing without his 
beautiful lover. Slamming his head back against the wall, he let out one, long wail, screaming until his voice 


eventually died. 


Standing on the stairs, Dave heard it. Heard everything. It slammed in to him like a knife to the heart, 
shattering everything he'd believed in No more coffee house. No more farm. No more them. It was all gone. 


Swept away like it meant nothing. Taking out his phone, he wrote a quick message and pressed send. 


Chapter 68 


David didn't hear his phone whistle. Didn't hear anything until he heard the front door slam shut. And then it 
started again, a pure, white pain like none he'd ever felt. Even when he'd sat in the court room, looking at 
Mustaine it had felt nothing like the ache of Dave walking out of his life forever. Dragging himself from the 
floor, he raced through the shop and yanked up one of the blinds just in time to see Dave take one long, last 
look at the building before he slipped in to a cab. 


As he sank to one of the tables, words came screaming back through his mind. Words spoken by others, all 


now coming true. 
‘ain't done here. Hi get him back. After all, look at me and look at you." 
"He ain't gonna stick around Like you could ever satisfy a man lke him." 


It was the whistling of his phone which pulled him from the table. Slowly he crossed the room and picked it up 


from the bar. When he saw Dave's name he nearly threw it across the room. But the message drew him in. 
Check last message, it read. 
Scrolling down, he opened it, his heart quickening. 


Flight Number: UA357 


It also listed the address back in California before ending with, "You have six hours, if not more. You're smart; 


you know what to do now." 

Grabbing the laptop, he booted it up and plugged Flight Aware into the browser. Typing in the flight number, 
the sickness rising when it listed a flight to LA. Staring at his phone, he read and re-read the address, trying 
to decipher why Dave had sent it. To brag? Or to.. 

Dialling the number for the police, he asked for Detective Overbay. 

Its David Ellefson. Hi. How are you?" 

‘lm good. What's worrying you?" 

"Do you have anything else on Mr Hawkins?" 


"No, nothing, l'm afraid. l'm extremely sorry.” 


David bit his lower lip and looked around the shop. "Well, here's the thing. Mr Grohl has just upped and left me, 


heading back to California. Something about going back to Mr Hawkins to keep us all safe. Only he's left me with 
the address of where he's going. Which, to me, isn't something someone who's just left their current partner 
for their old one would do." 


"Mr Ellefson, | can see where you're going with this but | don't think we can do that. Tapping someone's house 
on a hunch isn't how we do it" 


"I thought you did? | thought thats how it had always worked?" 
"It did. And then they started bringing in laws because of a few corrupt people.” 


Sighing, David leaned against the counter. Dave really was gone. He wasn't coming back. Would he be happy with 
Taylor? Would David ever see him again? Probably not. The only place he'd ever see Dave now would be on TV. 


Jamie had been right. People like them didn't hook up with people like Dave. 


"However," the detective's voice pulled him back. "There might be ways around that. Because he's a person of 
note, and a person who's under investigation, we might be able to pull a few strings and get something sorted. 
Because if he starts talking to Mr Grohl, and | have a feeling he will, then we want to catch it. Let me call my 


colleagues over in California and start the ball rolling." 


"Really? You'd do that? Thank you!" Dave's message flashed through his mind. "The message said | have six 
hours. I'm assuming that's when Mr Grohl will reach the house. Do you think everything will be sorted by 
then?" 


Ill do my best, Mr Ellefson. I'll call you back when | know more." 

"Thank you. | look forward to hearing from you." 

Hanging up, he placed the phone beside the computer and looked at the screen. The departure time read as 
ninety minutes from then "If not longer," came back to him. Was Dave up to something? Trying to buy them 
more time? What was going through his head? The ache of heartbreak was still there, running through him 


like acid. But something else ran alongside it. 


Staring at the screen, he murmured, "What are you up to, Grohl?" 


If someone told Dave a week ago that he'd be standing here again, he probably would have punched them. But, 
as he stepped from the cab, onto the concrete of his former driveway, he look up at his former house. Here 


he was. 


The front door immediately opened. Taylor stood, head cocked to one side, wearing his usual costume: a pair of 
board shorts and nothing else. 


Dave paid the driver and picked up his bags. 
“Trouble in paradise?" Taylor smirked. 


"Yeah, you were right all along." He made no move to enter the house. It was no longer his. He had to wait to 


be invited. 

"So then you're home?" 

"IF you'll have me." 

Now Taylor crossed his arms and gave the brunette a level stare. "Is this bullshit?" 
Dave exhaled slowly and shook his head. "No, baby. No bullshit. | want to come home." 
Taylor stepped aside and allowed Dave to pass, into the house. 

"So what happened?" 


"Nothing, exactly. Just couldn't seem to make it work. He's way too damaged from Mustaine. Besides, | love you. 
I've always loved you the most, T. We can make everything better." 


"Kiss me, prove it." 


Dave's lips tightened as he reached for the back of Taylor's head with his right hand. He pulled the blonde 
toward him and with his left hand, he cupped his face gently. He leveled Taylor with a deep, passionate kiss. 


It felt strange as they moved through the house, hands clawing at clothes, kisses becoming more desperate 
and heated. If the plan had worked, there would be surveillance on the house and everything they were doing 
would, at some point, be heard by David. But he'd survived Mustaine. Surely he'd survive this as well? 


It didn't stop the feelings which swelled through him as they made for the bedroom, clothes being left in their 
wake. But he had to go through with it, despite the sickness. Had to do it to keep the ruse up. 


David alternated between staring at his phone and staring at the computer. On the one hand, Detective 
Overbay had called to let him know that everything was in place, that everything which would happen at the 
California address was being recorded and monitored. On the other, he couldn't help but feel sick, Jamie's email 


to him thundering against his eyes. 


WHAT THE FUCK HAVE YOU DONE, YOU FUCKING ASSHOLE?! 


Attached to the email was a link which had forwarded him to TMZ. "Foo Fighters Dave Grohl returns to 
California alone" read the headline. He hadn't been able to read any more, the thoughts of what it said sending 
him running to wretch into toilet. Several times he'd vomited, the thought that perhaps he was the one being 
lead on in a huge, elaborate hoax swirling around his mind. 


His phone hadn't stopped ringing since Dave had been spotted at the airport. Everyone wanted to know why he 
was alone, why he was heading back to California Had something happened? If so, what? Was David single again? 
What had caused the break? Would they see each other again? To each of them, David had sighed and told 
them no comment. 

The phone rang again and he looked down at it hopefully. It was Jamie. With his heart sinking, he answered. 
"David?! David?! What the fuck is going on?!" 

"You were right," he sighed. "People like me just don't get to hook up with people like him." 

"No. No. NO! David, please! What's happening?! TELL ME, DAMMIT!" 

"Jamie, | can't. | don't know what's going on I'm not sure what to believe right now." 

She obviously heard the sadness in his voice because she softly asked, "Do you want me to come over?" 
Looking around the empty loft, he nodded, even though she couldn't see him. "I'd like that.” 

"lll be there ASAP." 

And then she was gone. Getting to his feet, he padded through to the bedroom, suddenly feeling cold. Riffling 
through the closet, he finally pulled out a hoodie, realising too late, that it was one of Dave's. He inhaled the 
heady scent before he pulled it over his head. A small smile finally broke his lips. It felt as though Dave were 


with him, even if it were only in his mind. Quietly he made his way downstairs and turned on one of the coffee 


machines. 


David did the only thing he knew how to do in the mornings. He baked. Jamie helped while Chris sat on a stool, 


slack-jawed. 
"| don't understand. So he dumped you?" 
"Yes" 


"Because he thinks its the only way you'll be safe?" 


"Yog" 
"But he didn't really dump you, it's a hoax." 

"I think so." 

"But you don't know for sure." 

David gave pause and slammed the spatula in his hand against the table. 
"I'm sorry," Chris muttered into his mug as he raised it to his lips. 
Jamie gave her boyfriend a nasty glare. 


"Sorry!" he mouthed as David bent his head. Jamie put her hands on David's back and rubbed small, comforting 


circles. 


"No, I'm sorry." David picked up his head and gave a half of a smile. "| don't know for sure in my head. But my 


heart knows he's coming back." 
"Why couldn't he explain his plan to you before he left?" 


"Because Taylor knows, he watches. He needs anything about our break up that appears on TV or online to look 
real. How would it look if | was zipping around here all happy while we supposedly broke up. " 


Dave was going to throw up. Never had he done anything like that before. He laid on his side, giving Taylor his 
back. At the very thought of David, he felt tears spring to his eyes. 


"A condom? We never fucking used condoms before, D. What the fuck?" 


"Tay, | was with him. A lot. |, | just don't want." And his voice betrayed him. It cracked, he froze. The tears 


pouring more freely now. 


"Ah. Yeah, brilliant move on your part. Who the fuck knows what he's crawling with. Thank God you were 


smart enough not to give me anything." 
"Always thinking about you, babe." 


"Are you..2" And Taylor pulled him over to his back and stared at him. "You're fucking crying? What is wrong 
with you?" 


Dave pulled the blonde into his arms and nuzzled his face into the tan neck and shoulder, inhaling deeply. "l 
missed you. | missed you so much! When | saw you that night at dinner, | knew then. | knew | had to get you 
back." 

"God, always so fucking sappy, D." 


‘I'm sorry. tm sorry. You're right" Dave sat up and rubbed his eyes. 


"But you know, when | saw you with him at the Grammys, | knew we weren't through yet. | knew | could get 


you back if | wanted" 


"Oh yeah? Why didn't you say anything then?" Dave's ears were perked now. Please let this be it. Please let him 
be so fucking pleased with himself that he lets it sip. 


"Why didn't | say something? Because it was the Grammys, you know. l'm not gonna toss that shit around while 
there's a bunch of media watching. Besides, | didn't want black eyes." 


Dave raised an eyebrow and Taylor shrugged. 


"I know that disease riddled asshole's got bite. If I'd have gone for you, he'd have gone for me. And there was 


no way in Hell | was appearing on camera with black fuckin’ eyes and goodness knows what else." 
"Yeah, you're right," he sighed. “Probably for the best." 


His skin prickled at the way Taylor spoke about David. Made him want to throttle the blonde. Thoughts whirled 
through his mind. How to get him to talk? How to get him to confess to everything? 


"Seriously though, why did you hook up with the fucker? What the Hell did you see in him? | mean, come on, 
the guy's obviously a skank. Just think of how many he's fucked” 


Dave's hand clenched in to fists, knuckles white, his brain screaming at him to slug the other man. But he 
wouldn't, not until he'd got what he wanted. And even then, he might save himself the hassle and just walk 


away. The last thing he needed was an arrest warrant against himself. 


Chapter 69 


"NO! GET THE FUCK OUT! YOURE NOT WELCOME HERE!" David heard Jamie screaming. 


Walking from the kitchen, he frowned, wanting to see what was wrong. He sighed when he saw a TV crew 


standing in the coffee house, a camera with them, the woman carrying a microphore. 

"We just want to-" 

"You won't!" Jame bawled in response. "You'll get the Hell out and stay away. He doesn't want to say anything.” 
Resting his hand on Jamie's shoulder, he shook his head at her. "I'm gonna talk," he said softly. 

"You can't! You just can't!" 


He gave her a weak smile. "I can, and | will. The world needs to know." He nodded to the woman. "You've got five 


minutes.” 


David felt his heart go in to freefall as the camera was focused on him. What to say? How to word it? He'd 


always been good when interviewed, often the spokesperson for Megadeth. Now.. Now he wasn't so sure. 


"Marianne Mitchel, ABC News. I'm here at Fresh Pots coffee house in the heart of Minneapolis’ bustling art 
district. Media reports that the tag team owners of David Ellefson and Dave Grohl have split, with Grohl being 
seen returning to California. David, we realise that the pain you're feeling must be beyond anything we can 


comprehend, but, for us, can you confirm or deny the break?" 


Taking a deep breath, David rubbed the heels of his hands in to his eyes before looking back at the camera. 
"Yeah. Yeah, | can confirm it," he sighed sadly. 


"And what was the reason behind the break?" 


"Dave." He looked passed her shoulder and to the window which held Marmaduke. "Dave didn't feel comfortable 
here any longer. | have no real idea why he left except to return to his original partner back in California. But 
I'm going to continue here. I'm not going to reform Megadeth. Because he taught me something really 
important and that was to follow my dreams, and my heart. And l'm going to stay here, doing the work we 


began to help the community. Because, as everyone knows, home is where the heart is." 


Dave was miserable. He didn't know how long this was going to take but he was dying a little inside with every 
night he spent away from David. He caught the five minute segment on the TV and had to bite his knuckle to 


keep from crying over the message David had sent him. And when he looked directly into the camera, Dave 


knew he was looking at him. He felt an unimaginable pain in his heart. In fact, his entire body felt the physical 
effects of his separation from his beloved. 


In contrast, Taylor acted like Dave was a paid servant around the house. His brand of "punishment" perhaps. 
The blonde ignored him and barely spoke to him as Dave was directed to fix this, install that, do this. Dave was 


becoming frustrated. He was never going to get what he came for if he couldn't get the man to talk to him. 


Out in public, was a totally different story, though. Taylor was all smiles and touchy-feely and snuggles. Dave 
knew why and he knew he had to act the same way, at least for a little while. Those videos and photographs 
would end up in front of David 


One evening, Taylor decided he wanted sushi for dinner and so, like a good, repentant boyfriend, Dave took 
Taylor to his favorite restaurant for sushi. TMZ was all over the place when they exited and were waiting for 
the valet to bring the car around. The blonde took his hand again and, at one point, brought Dave's knuckles to 
his lips. 


When the car was brought around, Dave slid into the driver's seat and, when Taylor got in alongside him, he 


leaned across the car and planted a long kiss on the brunette's mouth. 


David saw the photos. Saw the footage. Saw it all. It all came to him via the internet and TV, forced to look at 
it by Jamie as she hunted for something, anything to prove that Dave still loved him. He didn't want to see it. 
Didn't want to see Dave happy and in love with someone else. He desperately wanted to believe that he was the 
one Dave loved but, apparently, he wasn't any more. He'd just been another notch in the bed post, a story for 
someone to tell. 


The image of Dave and Taylor burned through his mind, what was left of his heart shattering into a million 
more pieces. Lying on the bed, he hugged a patient Maks, his head buried against the cat's warm fur. Tears 
screamed down his cheeks, dampening the poor cat's fur. But Maks didn't care. Instead, he lay still, purring 


deeply as David sobbed. When a warm tongue began to wash his nose, David cried even harder. 


Why did it have to happen? Why did someone promise him the world only to tear it away? There was no 
reconciliation. There was no more love between them. What Jamie, Chris, and himself had first thought to be 
an elaborate hoax to get something from Taylor, wasn't. IT was a hoax against themselves. The messages Dave 
had sent as he'd been leaving had been to brag. He'd wanted David to know in no uncertain terms that he was 


leaving and going back to Taylor. 


He'd loved Dave. Loved him with everything he'd had. Had trusted him with the darkest of secrets. Had let the 
younger man see the scars which ruined his skin. And, in return, it had all been tossed back at him. David tried 
to hold on to the words he'd said to Taylor so many months before. The words which had told the blonde that 


he was above any kind of malicious revenge if Dave walked. 


"And if Dave wants to be with me, he'll be with me. If he wants to leave tomorrow, or a year, or twenty years 
from now, thats his decision to make. Id try to stop him, much like you're doing But in the end, he's a free man, 


able to make his own choices and | would never, ever take that away from him." 


He had to let Dave go. Had to let him be free. He couldn't go back on his word and become Taylor. He couldn't 
become Mustaine. Dave was a free spirit, free to choose his own path in life, and if that meant going back to 


Taylor, then so be it. 


Whimpering, he pulled away and looked at the cat. Cocking his head, Maks mewled before butting his head 
against David's. It made the bassist smile and he rubbed his thumb over the cat's forehead. 


"Where's your brother?" he said weakly. "Where is he, huh?" 


Ever since Dave had left, the two cats had taken up permanent residence on the bed. They refused to leave 
him, sleeping on either side of him so that he was forced to sleep in the middle of the big bed. No more sides. 


No more having one pillow. They knew that Dave was gone and was never coming home. 


Just then, Boris jumped on to the bed, a large piece of black fabric clasped in his jaws. Struggling to pull it, the 
cat dumped it on to what was once Dave's side of the bed and flopped down beside it. Curious, David picked it 
up, Dave's familiar scent wafting from it. As he turned it over, the tears began again, the memories flooding 


back. 


It was the Johnson Motors shirt Dave had loaned him from their first day beside the stream. 


Another random event. Dave stood in front of the mirror, fixing the collar on his shirt. A shirt he stole from 
David. When Taylor left the room, Dave brought the collar to his nose and inhaled. His heart cracked and his 
throat constricted He didn't want to admit to himself because he'd lose hope, but maybe he made a very bad 


error in judgment. 


Taylor hired a car to pick them and take them to the theatre. In the back of the car, the blonde snuggled 
against Dave's flank "I know why you're here." He hissed. "But | will never, ever say it out loud so you can 
forget it. Either you're stuck and you wait it out or you can crawl back to your little piece of shit, damaged 
goods." And then he pressed his lips to Dave's throat. 


His heart stopped for a split second. Keep it together, Grohl. He's bluffing. He took a deep breath and pulled 
Taylor into his lap. "I'm here because | love you. Love you so much, Tay." He slipped a hand down the back of 
Taylor's trousers and let his fingers whisper across his ass. 


"Show me. Fuck me right now. No rubbers." 


"No. Not here, not now. This is disgusting and tacky. You're better than this. Tonight, when we get home, | want 


to make love to you. All night. | want to make you come over and over again until you pass out." 


Each of them knew the other was full of shit. Now it was just a pissing match and Dave would be damned if 
he risked his relationship with David and didn't win this match. 


Red carpet. There were reporters and cameras everywhere. Dave stumbled getting out of the car, his heart 
leapt into his throat. More public affection And the blonde did not waste the opportunity. Taylor was all smiles, 
holding Dave's hand and waving. A woman in a silver gown thrust a microphone in Taylor's face. She asked him 
how it felt to be back together with Dave again. He was picture perfect, saying that he and Dave both needed 
some time apart to grow and sort some personal things out but he always knew they'd end up back together 
because Dave was his soul mate and the best thing that ever happened to him. 


When the microphone appeared in front of Dave, he nearly balked. But he caught himself and played the part. 
He leaned over and gave Taylor a kiss on the cheek. He wanted so badly to send David a message but his mind 
went blank. The only thing that came to him was the sweet memory of hearing David tell him he loved him for 
the very first time. 


"Taylor always told me, if | fell, he would never leave me. And | did. | fell and it was a long, cold winter. But 
back here in California, here comes the sun and | could not be more excited to be back" Dave grinned and gave 


the camera a wink. 


In the split second of awkward silence that followed, the brunette panicked. He was so fucking stupid. Could he 


be any more obvious? 


The blood thundered through his head and he only just made into the theatre. A hand locked around his wrist, 
Taylor dragging him to one side. 


"What the fuck was that about?" 

He just shrugged. 

"| want to know" 

"Exactly as | said out there” He grinned at the blonde and nodded towards the crowds of people who were 


waiting to greet them. "Best smile on and let's go and do this. ‘cause the sooner we do this, the sooner we can 


go home and have some real fun" 


"DAVIDI!" Jamie's voice screeched down the phone. "David, | know you don't watch the celebrity channels but 
you've gotta put on TMZ" 


Yawning, he rubbed his eyes, the laptop open, the accounts in front of him. "Why? | don't wanna see it, James. 


Whatever it is, | just don't." 

"Trust me. You're gonna want to see this." Her voice was high pitched, excited. 

"Okay, I'm going, l'm going.’ 

Crawling back upstairs, he switched on the Tv and flicked through the channels until he finally landed on the 
one Jamie was screaming about. It was some red carpet event, people in suits stopping and talking to the 
endless stream of cameras and reporters. 

"Wait for it!" Jamie cried. "They'll switch back in a moment." 

"To what exactly?" 


"Just wait! Patience, dammit!" 


The reporter turned back to the camera, a huge smile on her face. "Moments earlier we spoke to Dave Grohl 


and Taylor Hawkins. Both appear happy to be back together. Here's what they had to say." 

"Jamie, | don't wanna see it." 

"Trust me," she hissed. "You do." 

The image changed to a recording from moments earlier showing them both on the carpet. He ignored Taylor, 
his heart flipping when Dave spoke. His boyfriend - ex-boyfriend - was gorgeous, his hair curling around his 
shoulders, eyes staring into the camera. David studied them, looking for a clue. But there was nothing. 

Jamie was squeaking. "That's it! That's it! David, it's a message!" 

"Its not," he murmured. "It's nothing." 


"David, it isl! He's talking about you two and your songs." 


With a heavy heart, David sank back against the couch and turned off the TV. "Its not, Jamie. It's nothing. l'm 


sorry. 
"David, he can't call you. Not with Dumb Blonde around. He's using the TV to talk to youl” 


"Jamie, he's not! He knows | don't watch channels like that, so why would he speak them? He'd be better off 
speaking to CNN and Fox. At least he'd have half a chance of me seeing them. Sorry, Jamie." 


Mumbling a goodnight, he hung up and tossed the phone to one side. He felt sick. His body felt like lead Getting 
to his feet, he shuffled to the bathroom and, shedding his clothes, turned on the shower. He could feel the 


tears coming again, red hot and stinging. Taking off his watch, he laid it on top of the cistern and reached 
behind the toilet. Dave wasn't here to stop him any more. If he wanted, he could end it all. Could stop the pain 


Holding the scalpel, he stepped into the shower and slumped against the wall. Hot water rained down on him, his 
hair soon plastered to his face. Pulling his knees up, David rested his arms on them and stared at the scars. 
White slices, carefully hidden beneath his watch. Now there was no one here to hide them from. It would help, 
would stop the pain. Yeah, he could bleed it out. Could let the pain wash away. Taking a deep breath, he closed 
his eyes and drew the blade across the back of his arm. 


Chapter 10 


"What's with the bandage?" 
David ignored Jamie as he dropped another batch of cookies in to the clear case. 
"Hey! Asshole! | know you're in a bad mood and heartbroken but the least you could is give me an answer." 


Leaning against the kitchen door, he looked at her. A white bandage was wrapped around his left arm. Beneath 
it, a hundred tiny scalpel cuts burned, the scabs rubbing against the dressing. 


"Nothing," he softly replied. 


"Just like Dave talking to you is nothing, huh?" She looked pissed, hands on her hips, eyes narrowed and lips 
pursed. 


"You're reading too much in to it," he said. Sighing, he shook his head. "Leave it, Jamie. He doesn't want me any 


more.” 


"Doesn't want you? DOESN'T WANT YOU?! WILL YOU LOOK AROUND YOURSELF!" Grabbing the empty tray from 
his hands, she slammed it on the counter top and pulled him from the door. "Look! Look! Look at what this man 
helped build for YOU! He built you a home, and a business, and a brand new family. He took you and rebuilt you. 
David, if thats not love | don't know what fuckin’ is. Because this, you, me, Chris, the boys, the cats, Fresh 
Pots, is true fuckin’ love. He saw something in you and he wanted to heal it. He hasn't just upped and fuckin’ 
left. He's fuckin’ up to something and if you can't see that than you're dumber than | thought you were." 


Letting him go, she pushed him back into the kitchen, letting the door slam shut behind her. Staring at the 
kitchen, David tugged the apron from around his neck With it bunched in his hands, he slumped onto the stool 
and stared at the black fabric. Stared at the embroidered logo and his name and the word "Manager" beneath 
it. Dave had done it for him. Had thought of the little things and given them all to David. Clutching the apron, 


he let the tears come again, the heartache too much to bear. 


With his shoulders slumped, David stared at the camera. Another media hound, another camera, another 
barrage of questions of Dave and himself. Where was Dave? What had happened? What was with the bandage? 
Had David attempted suicide? 


"Do you want to say anything to Dave?" the young woman asked. 


A microphone bearing the logo of another celebrity channel was thrust at him. Looking at it, David took a deep 
breath and thought about what he was going to say. He ached. He wanted to cry again. Idly he scratched at 


the bandage, worrying the wounds beneath it. 


"What do | want to say to Dave? Nothing. | don't want to say anything to him. | just want him to look in his 
heart from time to time and remember the good times. | want him to log on to the website and look at the 
amazing coffee shop he helped build. He took a ruined life and rebuilt it. He gave someone hope. Held out a hand 
to them when they needed it most. And, when he needs someone to reach out to him, someone will be waiting 


with their hand outstretched." 


"This is actually starting to be fun" Taylor giggled as he clicked the TV off after he and Dave laid in bed, 
watching the latest train wreck of an interview up in Minneapolis. He threw the remote down the end of the 


bed and then rolled to his side to face Dave. "Spread ‘em. Gonna fuck you tonight” 


"T, | don't - " Dave felt like he was going to throw up. Bile rose in the back of his throat was he watched 
David. He looked miserable. He looked pale and thin and tired. The bandage on his arm from who knows what. Did 
he get distracted and burn himself on the oven? 


"| said spread your legs. | need to get off after watching that pathetic piece of shit." 


In the morning, Taylor dragged Dave out shopping. Again they were bombarded by paparazzi and reporters. 
Dave wondered when this was going to die down. It killed him, knowing that these interviews and images were 
getting back to David. But, on the other hand, it gave him opportunities to send his boyfriend secret messages. 


If only he could find out if David was receiving and understanding them. 


This time, it was a photographer from the E! channel and he asked about the reconciliation and Dave's return 
to California 


Taylor jumped at the chance to appear the ever-understanding, ever-supportive boyfriend. Dave gave the 
blonde's hand a squeeze and a smile. 


"Dave, what did you miss the most about California while you were out there?" 


"Um, this one right here. Taylor is the embodiment of everything | feel about LA. You have to understand 
something about the people in Minnesota. All they care about is each other. Family and this really slow, boring 
pace of life. And the farm! Oh my god, the farm! Every morning, | was woken up by this fucking rooster that 
HATED me! And I'd have to go earn my keep by collecting eggs. It was, well.. it was unlike anything I've ever 
experienced before." He turned and looked directly into the camera lens. "So that's the difference between LA 


and Minnesota" 


"DAVIDI!" Jamie screamed down the phone. "David, turn on the TV! Please! You gotta trust me on this one." 


With a sigh, he did as he was told, tuning into El, just as Jamie had instructed. 

And there they were, Dave and Taylor looking all happy and cuddly. 

"Jamie, | can't" 

"Why not? David, he's talking to you. You've gotta see it. Just be patient" 

Sinking in to the couch, David folded his arms. He'd taken the bandage off, the scratches raw and red against 
his skin Idly he picked at the scabs, knowing that droplets of blood would bubble up. At that moment he didn't 


want to be alive. Didn't want to see what was going to play on TV. 


And when Dave spoke, David felt a spike of pain stab through his heart. Grabbing the remote, he turned off 
the TV. 


"Mocking us, Jamie." 
"No, he's not! He's not mocking you." 


"He is. He never wanted to be here and he's just told the world. Fuck him, Jamie. He doesn't want me, and he 


doesn't want to be here. Give it up already." 

"David, I'm not giving it up. Did you not see his smile?" 

"Yes. Spiteful, Jamie." 

"No. Take another look and look into his eyes. He was telling you how much he loves and misses you." 

David felt his throat tighten, his lower lip beginning to tremble. "You think?" 

"Yeah." Her voice was softer. "I think he is." 

Switching on the TV, David grabbed a pillow and curled up on the couch. Watching the clip again, he looked at 
Dave's face, studied it. Dark eyes glittered with what looked like tears and, on closer inspection, David could see 
the younger man trying to keep his composure. Dave's Adam's apple bobbed, his eyes flicking back and forth as 
he spoke. Getting to his feet, David reached out a hand and touched the image on the TV. 

‘Im listening, baby," he murmured. 


"He's listening to you, too," Jamie murmured. "You need to talk back to him and let him know." 


"Tomorrow, first TV crew which walks in here, you stop ‘em. | want speak to them." 


"Are you going to send a message?" She suddenly sounded excited, happy. 

| sent one a couple of days ago. Didn't think he'd got it. Looks like he did. So, yeah. Time for me to reply back" 
From the sound of her voice, David could tell she was dancing around whichever room she was in. "I can't 
believe you're doing this!" she finally gasped. "| can't believe you're using the media to send coded messages to 


each other. This is soooo like some romantic film." 


For the first time in the past few days, David laughed. It was a real laugh, deep and rumbling. "We're gonna win 


this, Jamie. We're gonna win." 
"Damn right we are. David, he loves youl” 
With that, he whooped with joy. 


"Heyl" Jamie was still on the phone. "Remind me to kick you around a bit tomorrow so you still look depressed 


for the cameras." 
"Will do, boss. See you in the morning!” 


"Eeee! Can't wait! 


What did he want to say to Dave if Dave was standing in front of him? He'd tell him how much he loved him 
and how much he needed him. He'd want Dave to know how much he appreciated what he was doing. It would 


not be done in vain and he would definitely be rewarded when he came home. 
They were basically camping out at the shop now. David could take his pick to which reporter he'd speak today. 
He remembered the girl that came to the grand opening of the shop and smiled at her. He gave her a tilt of 


his head and invited her inside. 


"Nice to see you again. | guess | wish it was under better circumstances. Why is the demise of my relationship 


such big news?" 


She smiled sadly. "Between you and me, it shouldn't be and | sincerely apologize for the invasion of your 
privacy, Mr. Ellefson" 


"That's very kind of you. | appreciate that.” 


“Anything you want to tell us?" She asked and the cameraman took it as his cue. He turned the camera on and 


panned to David. 


“There is, actually. Something I've been thinking about lately. As many of you know, I've had a pretty colorful 
life. lve been put through a lot physically and psychologically. But there's something | want people to know. 
Every slice, every welt, ever lash, ever awful word, every tear and every time | wished for something 
different, something more. That pain is nothing compared to the pain of the absence of the man | love. But 


every day is a little sunnier than the previous." 


He was surprised he remembered those words but once the memory came flooding back, it choked David. He 


sniffled and excused himself. 


Jamie followed him into the kitchen and found him slumped over the work table, his head in his hands. She 
softly touched his back. 


"David... 
‘lm okay. It's okay, James. | just..” 
"Where did those words come from? Will he know them?" 


"He'll know them. He said them. A long time ago, when | first show him my scars. The thing is it's the truth. I'd 
go through another thirty years of that if it meant he never had to go away again" 


Jamie bit her lip to keep from tearing up. "David?" 

Hm?" 

"Listen to me because the likelihood of me saying this again is slim to none." 

He lifted his head and gave her a curious stare. 

"You are my hero and | love you." And then she hurried from the room. 

David didn't know whether to laugh or cry. 

Chris appeared through the doorway a minute later. "Where's James?" 

"She ran away because she just told me she loved me." 

Yeah, did the same first time she said that to me.” Chris laughed. 

"She's like a daughter to me, Chris. A really mean, ungrateful, bitchy daughter. I'm not sticking my nose in your 


business but promise me you'll be good to her. Promise me you will always treat her with respect and 


honesty.” 


"| promise, Dad. She's, uh, she's one of a kind and | love her. Even if she is mean and bitchy. Now, when the 
fuck is Dave coming home? | ain't fixing that fucking garage all myself." 


"Soon, | hope. Very soon” 
"How are you holding up, buddy?" 


"Best | can. The cats are a fucking poor substitute for keeping me warm at night but soon, he'll be back." 


Chapter Tl 
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Dave locked himself in the bathroom. He couldn't do this anymore. He made a terrible, terrible mistake. He 
misjudged Taylor. Dave thought he'd be in and out, Taylor unable to resist gloating. But he couldn't keep up the 


charade. He couldn't take one more night in Taylor's bed. The singer stared at himself in the mirror. 
"David, I'm so sorry," he whispered. 
"Hey! Get out here! Your boyfriend is back on TV, whining!" Taylor banged harshly on the door and yelled. 


He didn't want to seem overeager but he really needed to see David's face. And David didn't disappoint. The 
message he sent to his lover made him tear up. But he grabbed the remote from Taylor and switched the TV 
off before David finished. 


"Whatever. He can keep whining if he wants. I'm back where | belong." Fuck this shit, Dave thought. That 
message was exactly what he needed to get this done. "What a fucking loser." Dave muttered as he climbed on 


top of Taylor. 


Taylor slept beside him, seemingly sated for the moment. The words had been aimed at himself for a decision 
he now deeply regretted making. How could he have done it? Walk away to try and prove something? There 
was always that part of David which was write, his gut instinct second to none. And, again, he hadn't listened 


to it. 


Finally, he crawled from the bed, wrapping a blanket around himself as he found his laptop. The internet did him 
proud, pulling up David's latest interview. The words the bassist spoke were perfect, hearkening back to 
another time. A time Dave had now lost. But they went a far deeper level, quietly telling him that his home 
was still waiting for him. That the group of people who'd accepted him for him were still waiting. Saving the 
video, he crept back to bed. Tomorrow was another day and another chance to speak across the miles. The 
media were jumping them every chance they got. The only thing which worried him was whether he'd ever 


make it back to the Mid-West. 


All of them were pretty much glued to every device they had, pouring over whichever interview Dave had 


given. TMZ rolled continuously in the kitchen, the coffee house's TV firmly set to a 24 hour news station. They 


were trying not to give the game away, trying not to make out that they knew what was happening. 


With his hands in the sink, David finished the last of the pans. They were coming up for closing time and still 
nothing. His ears pricked when he heard, "Dave! Davel Tell us what happened." 


"JAMIE! CHRIS!" 


They came sprinting in, all of them hopping on to work surfaces as they became glued to the tiny flat screen 


in one corner. 

"What happened?" Dave sighed, hands shoved in his pockets, eyes flicking between the camera and the ground. 
"Where's Taylor?" Chris asked. 

"No idea. Listen" 

‘Sometimes things happen for a reason" Dark eyes were focused on the camera, staring straight at them as 


though searching their souls, looking for redemption for what had happened. "It was another stamp in my 
passport, you know. Foo Fighters rarely made it to Jackson" 


"What did you think of the area?" 
"Eleven and a half months of snow." 


David could feel the excitement rising and he clutched at Jamie, her arms winding around him as she squealed 


softly 
"What's happening?" she hissed. 

"He's doing what | did and repeating things he said to me. 
"Is there anything you'd like to say to David?" 


The image on the TV shrugged. "Well, I've got a ticket to ride, so never say never, you know. You know, I'm the 
kind of guy who never used to cry but, for the past few days, that's all I've done. I'm happy." 


"Misery," Chris called. 
"What?!" David replied. 


A phone was tossed at him, the lyrics to the Beatles "Misery" on the screen. A grin broke David's face. "Yes. 
Yes. Yes!" 


"Any final words, Dave?" 

"Yeah. | took these broken wings and flew. Flew to where | should have been all along. ‘cause you're only waiting 
for this moment to be free. Don't let anyone tie you down Don't let any situation drag you down. Be as free as 
you can" 


"Okay, thanks, Dave." 


He gave the camera and walked off. Jamie hugged David as tight as she could, unable to contain her 
excitement. "He quoted youl” she squealed. "He quoted your song. That's got to mean something." 


David couldn't have been happier and, lying back against the cool metal surface, he laughed. It didn't matter 
that they were across the country from one another. It didn't matter that Dave was camped up with Taylor. 
It didn't matter that David spent a good portion of his time as miserable as sin Everything was getting 
through. 


Suddenly his phone rang, an unknown number flashing on the screen. Fearing the worst, fearing another 
reporter, he answered it. "David Ellefson" 


"David, it's me," was hissed through the speaker. 


"Dave!" He sat up like a shot, head making contact with some of the pans which hung over the work surface. 


Shit.” 
"What's going on?" 


‘Nothing, I'll tell you later." Jamie was already hopping up and down in front of him, grinning from ear to ear. 


"What's up?" 


‘I'm on a payphone and | need to keep it quick. Before anyone else jumps me. Just wanted to say that | love 


you." 


Sliding from the work surface, David sat on the floor and drew his knees up, the pain in his head fading. "Love 


you too. A Hell of a lot. Thanks for the messages” 

"Thanks for yours. | needed ‘em 

"Really?" 

"Yeah, really. Look, | gotta go. There's more media coming this way. Keep your eye on the TV, okay?" 


"Only if you promise me the same." 


He heard a soft laugh from the other end of the phone. "Bye, babe." 
"Bye, sweetie.” 


He hung up and smiled at the two faces which looked down at him. "Looks like it may be a hoax. Just keep up 


the charade, okay? Got to make it look convincing.” 


Dave was just about to speak to someone from Fox News when his phone rang. He wanted it to be David. 


Desperately wanted it to be David. Instead, Taylor's number came up. Excusing himself, he took the call. 


Before he even had chance to say hello, a barrage of words hit his ear, "Where are you? And why the fuck is 


that loser Ellefson's interview from last night on your computer?!" 


"normally don't play country music on this station but the caller seemed extremely distraught and well, I'm a 


sucker for love. So, to Marmaduke, from Boris and Maks, This Is Me Missing You by James House." 


Dave nearly drove off the highway. He was on his way back to the house to face Taylor's wrath. He'd never 
heard this song before and it spoke to him on a very deep level. 


"And while you're gone, this is the only way 
To let you know your love is always safe 

If you feel heartbreak 

Distant thunder like an earthquake 

If you wonder why the earth moves 


This is me missing you" 


As tears clouded his vision, he had to pull the car over. As the song ended, he leaned his head against the 
steering wheel. Had to get back to David. Had to end this today. If he couldn't get a confession from Taylor 
Today, he was leaving anyway. No more time apart. The bottom line is that it didn't matter. Didn't matter 
anymore if Taylor never confessed and paid for what he had done. All that mattered was that he and David 
were happy and together. And then another thought hit him smack in between the eyes. Mustaine. 


"Shit, fuck!" A hand slammed against the dashboard. Why, suddenly, this warped desire to clear Mustaine's 
name in all of this? Because that's what David would do. "Goddamn it," the brunette groaned. 


As he pulled the car into the drive, he saw scattered pieces of silver plastic. His laptop. 


"Taylor?" He thundered through the house, searching for the blonde demon. “Taylor, get the fuck down here, 


now!" 


Very slowly and calmly, the blonde rounded the corner and leaned against the wall. "Are you ready to finish 


this now?" 

"You better fucking believe | am." 

He huffed one single sarcastic laugh and lazily let his eyes drift to the window overlooking the pool. 

"Why'd you do it? Why couldn't you just let me go?" 

"Because you're mine. You were always mine and you always will be." 

"Taylor, I'm not a thing to be owned. l'm a person" 

"God, you're so pathetic. Look at yourself. Look at how being with that thing has changed you." 

"Being with him is the best thing that ever happened to me. You're the one that changed, T. You used to be so 
warm and fun and | can't believe I'm saying this, but | miss that Taylor. If that Taylor was standing before me, 
| never would have left. But this Taylor? | hate him." 

| hate you, too." 

"Then let me gol" 

"Fine, go." 

"Say the thing | came here to hear you say." 

"No." 

"Say it, Taylor!" Dave screamed at him. He felt a tinge of satisfaction when Taylor flinched. 

"I told you | would never say that out loud" And the smug grin returned to his lips. 

Only to be wiped away when Dave charged him. Taylor's back crashed against the wall. He was held there with 

a strong hand wrapped around his throat. Hands clawed at Dave but he ignored them as, seething, he leaned in 


close and growled. 


"Fucking say it or | swear to God, | will tear you limb from limb." 
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"Something's wrong," David hissed at Jamie and Chris. 
Around them, the coffee house was quiet, the usual mid-morning caffeine addicts having been and gone. 
"Wrong how?" Chris asked. 


‘lm not sure. | just know it is." Narrowing his eyes, David grabbed his laptop and pulled up a website. "You're 
both coming with me." 


"What?!" was the response he got. 

"Don't ask. Just do as | say and everything will be fine." 

"David, what the fuck are you on?" 

With a grin, he looked over the top of his computer. "Coffee and life. We're going on a rescue mission" 


Knowing Jamie would freak, he sent Chris up to the bedroom and the safe which was in the back of the closet, 


instructing him to bring the bag which was in there. "And grab some clothes as well. For you as well as Dave." 


"What about me?!" Jamie protested. "As much as | like the idea of us being badass ninjas, I'm a woman. | 


demand clothes!" 


David looked her up and down. "We should be gone less than twenty four hours." He bit his bottom lip. There 
was no time to send her home. Grabbing his wallet, he took out a second credit card, the one which was linked 
to Dave's account. He'd promised never to use it, never wanting another's money. But it had been given to him 


anyway. Now seemed like a good time to use it. 
"Go to one of the stores on the street. Pick a new outfit. Something practical." 
She gave him the finger but grabbed the card nonetheless. Once she'd gone, Chris came downstairs carrying 


two bags. Hitting the website's purchase button, David let it begin to print as he took the longer one from his 
friend and laid it out. Taking out the rifle, he took it to pieces and gave it a quick look over. Ever since the 


incident with Mustaine, he'd insisted on keeping it around. Once a week it was taken apart and cleaned before 
being returned to the safe. He'd hoped he'd never have to use it again. He was hoping he wouldn't have to use 


it. 


Reassembling it, he carefully packed it, making sure that everything, including the ammunition was secure. 


Zipping it up, he clicked a combination lock through the zips. 
"You're serious, aren't you?" Chris’ voice was quiet. 
"Damn right | am. Don't worry, l'm not going to shoot him. It's there for if we need it” 


"Shit, David" Chris laughed. "I don't think I've seen you this passionate in a long time. You really believe, don't 


you?" 


"Believe in what? That people should be allowed to be with who they want to be with without having to hide it 
in coded messages? Damn straight." Grabbing the papers from the bar's printer, he shouldered the bag. "Let's 
get James and get going." 


While they waited for a cab, he looked over the papers. Three going out, four, he hoped, returning. Beside him, 
Jamie worked herself in to a frenzy, worried about the gun Quietly and calmly, he reiterated that he wouldn't 
use it to kill, but would use it to disable if he had to. As the car pulled up, David felt his heart beat just a 

little quicker. He wasn't the weak one any more. He wouldn't go down without a fight. And if someone wanted a 


fight, then damn straight he'd give it to them. 


The plane journey saw them plotting how they were going to pull off their rescue mission. Jamie's excitement 
at getting Dave back, and so dramatically, paled her anger at David's gun in the hold His heart hammered for 
the entire journey, the sickness rising and falling in waves. Several times he found himself in the bathroom 


retching up nothing but bile. 

With the car parked down the road from the house, David took several deep breaths. 

"So, one last time. Jamie, you're going to go the front door and say that your car's broken down. Chris, you go 
with her. I'm going to go over the neighbours hedge and go in the back way. Keep him talking as much as 
possible." Clipping a Bluetooth earpiece over his ear, he set up a conference call with the other two. "If you see 
anything you think anyone needs to know, say it. Otherwise, I'm listening to you." 

Jamie reached out and hugged him, and he hugged her back, a nervous knot growing in his throat: 


"You're gonna make me cry," he murmured. 


"But you're so brave," she softly replied "Don't think I'm gonna say that often, but you are" 


"Thanks." He looked at them both. "Ready?" 


They nodded and he gave them a small smile. "Let's go." 


Going through the neighbours garden was easy; there was no one at home to see him. Muttering about being 
too old for such escapades, he moved until he was out of sight of the front door and began to make his way 
across to the pool. Silently he sent up a prayer, thanking those at Google for their map functions. 

"David?" It was Jamie. 

"Yeah?" 

“There's stairs at the front of the house." 

"Shit." 

"But it looks like you've got something like a service staircase at the back" 

"Thank you." 

"Still waiting for him to open up." 

"Got ya. I'll wait to hear from you." Cradling the gun in his lap, he crouched beside the back door, his breathing 
slowly levelling off. He could do this. Could bring the courage he needed. He fought the worst of humankind, had 
stood up to those who'd used him in the most despicable ways. Now he could help the one who'd given him 
that courage. 

"Come on," he murmured. "Come on" 

He heard the sound of a door opening, followed by, "Yes?" 

Jamie again. "Hi. Our car's broken down-" 

Reaching out, David carefully twisted the handle of the back door, breathing a sigh of relief as it opened. He 
wasn't going to have to kick it in. Straightening up, he crept in, the gun pointed at the floor. He could hear the 
conversation which was happening, Taylor's answers short and clipped. The house was a mess. It looked as 
though a bomb had hit it with broken glass and crockery scattered across the floor. Blinds and window 


hangings had been torn from windows. Yet again his gut instinct had been right. 


Whispering by the kitchen, he found the staircase Jamie had suspected was there. Words still muttered in his 


ear. "Keep it up," he whispered. "I'm going upstairs." 

Something which looked like blood was smeared along the walls, the sight making David's stomach turn. 
Whatever had had happened, it gone down bad. He could feel the energy hanging in the air, a negative, bitter 
energy which got under his skin and made him feel sick. A sheen of sweat dotted his forehead and he wiped it 
away. Silently he went from room to room, following the hallways. Guest rooms, practice rooms, rooms filled 


with music and books, two offices. He peered in to one and instinctively knew it was the one he was looking for. 


Bedclothes had been torn from the bed, more red stains stark against the crisp white sheets. Clothes were 
scattered across the floor. Yet the room was empty. 


Taking a deep breath, David held it and listened. It was the same way they'd looked for their prey when out 
shooting, watching and listening. Closing his eyes, he prayed he was right. 


Somewhere, from the in the depths of the room, he heard someone take a breath. 

Stepping in he looked around before making for the window. A smile tugged at his weary face and, working on 
the safety, he slung the gun behind him and crouched down before the figure hunched between the wall and 
the bed. 

"Hj" 

From behind a veil of dark hair, dark eyes looked up at him, and David felt his heart break. Dave's face was a 
mess of scratches and wounds, the arms hugging himself telling the same story. Inching closer, David held out 
his hands, relieved when they were taken. 

He got a soft reply of, "Hey." 

"Ready to go?" 


"Like you wouldn't fuckin' believe." 


Getting up, David watched the door. In his ear he could hear the conversation beginning to break apart. "We 
gotta go. Like now." 


Keeping Dave behind him, he made for the stairs, finger wound around the trigger. When Jamie's yell of 
"David!" pierced his brain, he knew they were in trouble. Stepping in to the hallway which lead to the back door, 
he stared down it, towards the front. 


"Car's out front," he said over his shoulder. 


"Youl" His heart dropped as Taylor stepped from the shadows. 


"Yeah, me. And?" 


The blonde advanced, head down, eyes on him. Standing his ground, he chambered a round, eyes flicking up. A 
light fixture, large enough to stop someone, hung between them. Reaching his free hand behind him, he pushed 
Dave towards the door. 


"Go," he hissed. "I got this." 
"You fuckin’ piece of disease ridden scum! Coming in to my life and fuckin’ disrupting it! I'll fuckin’ kill you!" 


David chuckled. It was a harsh sound, one which rasped at his throat. A serenity fell over him. At that 
moment he didn't care if he lived or died He'd done what he assumed he'd been put on the planet for. "Just 
got to finish something off here and then I'll be out of your hair forever. Looks like you didn't do a good 
enough job." 


He felt the space behind him empty, the door opening. On seeing Dave leave, Taylor came at them, a roar 
erupting from his lips. One shot was all it took to bring down the glass light fixture, the crash as it hit the 
floor overwhelming. David knew it had missed the blonde. Knew that it would only have stunned him into 
stopping. His heart pounded as he ran, the adrenaline coursing through him. Rounding the corner of the house, 
he watched as Dave made for the gates, Jamie screaming at them. Beyond them, he could hear the car 
running. Dave definitely had a limp to his stride and David made the decision that they were stopping at a 
hospital before they went home. 


Emptying the unused rounds, he rammed them into his pockets before glancing over his shoulder. The front 
door to the house was opening, Jamie's voice becoming more high pitched. They sprinted out of the gates to 
find the car with all doors open. Throwing the gun into the back, he bundled Jamie in to the front, the panic 
beginning rise. Once he was sure Dave was safely in the back, he dived in, slamming the door shut as Chris put 


his foot down, the car peeling down the road. 

‘Oh, baby! Are you okay?" David groaned when he was finally able to take a good look at his boyfriend. Cuts all 
over his face, one eye swelling closed, his bottom lip busted open. His knuckles were bleeding and ripped open 
His shirt was drenched in blood David ran his hands over his forearms and biceps, down his chest to his waist. 
When he squeezed a thigh in both hands, Dave howled. 

"Chris, closest hospital. Now!" 

"David," Dave whispered. He raised a hand to David's face. 

‘lm here, love. | got you." 


"He..he..” 


"Shh." 


And suddenly there were red and blue lights and sirens baring down on them. 
David felt the car accelerate. "No, Chris. Pull over. You gotta." 


Taylor had called the cops on them. As they tried to arrest David and Chris and Jamie, Dave screamed from 


the backseat. 
"HEY!" 
All the commotion stopped. Dave was holding up his iphone with a cracked screen 


Dave got an ambulance to the hospital. Chris got a speeding ticket. David was placed in handcuffs and hauled 


away. 
"Go home. I'll be fine. You guys did it. Thank you." He smiled at them. 


The couple stood beside the car and watched the ambulance go in one direction and the cruiser go in the 
opposite. Jamie buried her face in Chris' chest and sobbed. 


"They're going to be just fine, James. You'll see. Come on, let's go. It's over." Chris held her tightly and pressed 
his cheek against her hair. 


| would do that for you," she murmured. "| used to think you were out of my league, you know? But there 
are no fucking leagues. There's just you and me. Just as there's only David and Dave and love. | love you and | 
would do that for you." 

The man grinned. "I think you must be in shock, babe." He held her face and bent down to kiss her. 


"Fuck you." 


"There she is!" 
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"Play the fucking recording on the phone!" David screamed at the detective that sat across from him. The 
were handcuffs still tightly bound to his wrists. 


"Mr. Ellefson, we know. We know all about it. And we got him. But you fore in there with a fucking gun!" 
"| didn't hurt him and the gun is legally registered” 

"In Minnesota” 

"So give me a ticket for it. Take it away from me. Do whatever you gotta do but just let me outta here!" 


"You're not getting this are you, Mr Ellefson? You went in to someone else's house, with a gun which isn't 


registered in this state. What you did was illegal." 


David groaned and lifted his cuffed hands to his hair tugging on it. "Have you seen the state of the man who 
was hauled in to hospital?" 


"We did, Sir. But that's not the point." 


"He IS the point!" he bawled in response. "He couldn't get out. Someone had to step in there and get him. And 
I'm not sorry that it was me. Now give me a ticket, take the gun, charge me. Do what you have to do but quit 


going over the issue." 


They finally fined him for carrying the gun and took it away to be destroyed. It was nothing big; he'd just get 
another. It was the hours wasted arguing his case which grated on him the most. After releasing him, the 
cops drove him to the hospital. David was dreading what he'd find there. Dave had been in pretty shape, the 


ambulance wouldn't have screamed off with lights and sirens on if he hadn't. And the thought made him sick. 


They walked him through the emergency room, David's nerves growing with every step. He wasn't going to 


walk away. He wanted to see what the brunt force of rage had done to the younger man. He wanted to etch it 


in his mind to remind him that he'd do it again. And again And again. He'd step in to that line of fire to rescue 


the one he loved. 


A familiar voice floated to his ears and the tears began to fall. Tears of relief. A bed rounded a corner and 


neither the occupant, the porters, nor the nurse who walked beside it saw him. 


"You know," he heard Dave say, "nurses always have the nicest eyes. Something about that caring side, | think. 


They're always so kind. Yours are the nicest I've seen in a long time. Could lose myself in those." 


Through his tears, David couldn't help but chuckle. The sound of his voice caught Dave's attention, the younger 
man straining over the edge of the bed to get a look. A hand was pressed to his shoulder, carefully moving 
him back to the pillows. 


"Look what the cops dragged in! Strange seeing you in handcuffs outside of the bedroom. If | hadn't have been 


being dragged in to an ambulance, I'd have come with you, just to see that for a couple of hours." 


Leaning against a wall, David rubbed his eyes and laughed. "Asshole," he chuckled. "Fuckin! asshole." Ambling up 
to the nurse, he peered at her clipboard before looking into eyes. Dave was right, she did have nice ones. "Look, 
whatever you're giving him, can you please write up a prescription for Ritalin as well, please? Otherwise | think 


it's going to be a very long stay here for all of us." 

Once Dave was settled into a private room, David closed the door and locked it. 
"Ooo hospital sex? Ellefson, you dirty slut. Come here." 

"Dave." The older man began. 


"Don't!" Dave held up a hand and immediately started to cough. And then groan. "Let's not do this right now. | 


am in no shape for it" 


"We have to do this right now. |." David stopped and cleared his throat. "| thought that you left me. Why did 
you have to do it like that?" 


"Because l'm a fucking asshole. It was wrong. The entire thing was wrong, David, and I'm so sorry." 


The older man turned to look out the window. With his back to Dave, he could no longer keep his emotions in 
check. "| was miserable. You ripped my heart out and stomped all over it. | thought you were just another man 
who falsely earned my trust just so you could beat me down again. Only, not with your fists but with your 
broken promises. | believed in you! | loved you so fucking much." Quiet, halting sobs escaped David as he laid his 
palms on the windowsill and lowered his head. 


For a long time, Dave didn't respond. The man in the bed behind him was quiet. His silence seemed to agitate 


David all the more. The older man sniffled once, ran the back of his hand across his nose and whipped around, 


ready to unleash into Dave again when he froze. The singer had his hands over his face, body shaking as he 


cried also. 


"Dave.." David groaned. He approached the side of the bed and ran a hand down the younger man's soft, brown 


hair. 


"I fucked up and l'm so fucking sorry! David, please forgive me! | never, ever thought | would hurt you this 
much." 


When he pulled his hands from his face, he tilted his head to look at David 


"Sweetie, it's okay. It's gonna be okay now. Once Jamie convinced me that you were trying to send me 


messages, and | saw it for myself, | understood. | was still fucking pissed at you but | understood." 


Dave reached a hand out and took David's. He pressed it to his cheek and a soft sigh escaped. "| missed you so 
much." 


‘| know, baby. | missed you, too." 

He brought the hand to his bruised and battered lips, pressing a kiss into David's palm. 

"Why didn't you just let it go and come home if he wasn't giving in?" 

"Because of you and your fucking moral code." He said softly with a grin 

"Me?" 

| was ready to come home. | was in the car when | heard that country song. Country, David, really?" 
"That song, | will have you know, means a lot to me." 

"Anyway, l'm ready to pack it in and come home to you and you know what popped into my head?" 


David climbed onto the bed and, careful not to unplug any wires, he pulled Dave into his arms and stroked his 


hair. "What, baby?" 

"Dave fucking Mustaine." 

"WHAT?" 

"Yeah, | was just as surprised as you, trust me. It occurred to me, that if | couldn't get T to confess to 


everything, then we'd forever wonder if Mustaine had any part in it. We'd forever have that hanging over our 


heads. Me wondering if he did, you being sure he didn't. Plus, if you were so sure he didn't you'd want him 


cleared. So now he's cleared" 
"You're ridiculous." Was all David could say. 
| hope you mean that in a good way." 


"You know | do." Just as David was bending to kiss his boyfriend for the first time since they were reunited, 
there was a pounding on the door. 


"David Eric Grohl, open this door!" Virginia. 
"You called my mother?!" 
"No choice. Besides, be glad its not my mother pounding down your door.” 


When David unlocked the door and opened it, Virginia gave him a tight hug and then gently shoved him out of 
the way. 


"Well, who would have thought that little shit had this in him?" 
"Not me." Dave replied with a small laugh. 


"That one, I'd believe." She pointed at David "Taylor, though. Always figured him as being a fast runner. Not a 
fighter." 


"Just goes to show you what you can do when your life is threatened" 


Visiting hours were over at eight. Virginia and David were ushered out. Not before David finally got his reunion 


kiss, though. 


"I love you so much. I'm happy you're safe now. And I'm also happy I'm not going to be around here when you 


start driving these wonderful nurses crazy. I'll be back in the morning.’ 
"These nurses and me are gonna party without your boring ass around” 


David shook his head and began to stand upright. Dave wound a hand to the back of his head and pulled him 


into another gentle kiss. 
"Thank you for loving me that much." 
"That much and more." David winked. 


He went home with Virginia for the night. Sitting in bed, David stared at the wall and idly chewed a fingernail 


While it was great to see Dave so cheery despite his injuries, there was something else underlying him. David 
had seen it in his eyes. Had seen a desperation, quietly pleading with David to stay with him. The younger man 


was scared to the point of terror. 


He wanted to go, wanted to be back in the hospital, holding Dave's hand and reassuring him that he was there. 


At that moment, he couldn't imagine how scared his lover was, nor what was going through his mind. 


As promised, he was right back to the hospital first thing in the morning. David called home and spoke to 
Jamie while he was getting coffee at the Starbucks right outside the hospital. 


"James, l'm in a Starbucks right now," he laughed. 

"Asshole. Get out. Now!" 

He just giggled some more 

"Dave is okay?" 

"Yep, unless the nurses killed him last night" 

"When can you come home?" 

"Probably three or four days. Everything okay up there?" 

"Perfectly fine. Chris is here with me. He said hello” 

"Tell him hello and tell him | love you both very much and thank you." 

He whistled to himself as he climbed the stairs to the fourth floor. He thought about Chris and how, when he 
left California, he was sure he'd never see the man again but it turned out that Chris proved to be a greater 
friend than he originally thought. Which led him to thoughts of their old touring days. All the fun and laughs 
Chris had given him when he was down or hurt or upset about something Dave did to him. 


Dave. 


David stood for a moment, hand on the stairwell door. Maybe a visit to Mustaine wouldn't be the most terrible 
thing in the world. He certainly owed him for the information he'd given Overbay. 


Stopping at the nurses station, he dropped off a box of cookies. 


"This is for you all," he said, a weak smile on his lips, “for putting up with the idiot in room four all night." 


The nurse, an older woman with spiky blonde hair, laughed. "You didn't have to do that. Although, if the night 
shift are anything to go by, he is a bit of a handful." 


Fairly normal l'm afraid." David chuckled. 

She gave him a twinkling smile. "I've only been here two hours and he's already driving me up the wall. But, if 
some of our music loving staff are to be believed, that's fairly normal. Which is a very good sign. Means he's 
recovering.’ 

"tim glad to hear it. And look, if you have to sedate him to shut him up, you have my full permission to do it. 
Seriously, | mean it. If the night shift want a quiet night, don’t give in to his whining for beer and just lace his 
coffee with something. Oh, and on the subject of coffee, don't let him have too much. That put him in hospital 
as well once. Although at least he's in the right place if he does OD again" 

Another laugh and she waved him off. "ld go if | were you. You were one of the ones he was whining about." 
Shaking his head, David chuckled and walked in to the room. Despite the bright sunlight streaming in through 
the windows, Dave was asleep. Placing the coffees beside the bed, he bent down and whispered in his 
boyfriend's ear, "All that partying keep you up all night?" 

There was a groan and Dave rubbed a hand over his eyes. 


Grinning, David muttered, "Fine, there goes your get well blow job." 


"lm awake! l'm awake!" One dark eye wearily opened and looked at him, mischief already glimmering in it. The 
other, David noted, was still swollen shut. "Morning." 


David checked his watch. It was 1030. "Well, close enough." He held up a take out coffee. It was snatched from 
his hands before he could say another word. 


"Starbucks?!" Dave protested. "Shit, have we fallen that far in the past day?" 
"We're out of town. Drink up and like it. Its all you're getting for the next couple of days." 
"lm gonna fuckin’ discharge myself if this is all I'm getting." 


"You'll discharge yourself when you hear that I've instructed them not to let you have more than two cups a 


day." 
"WHAT?!" 


"lim joking." David laughed and sat beside the bed. "Although | have informed them of the Fresh Pots incident 


and will be leaving them with the video when | go." 


"You're cruel and heartless, David Warren Ellefson. Cruel, and heartless, and evil. How can you do this to an 


invalid? How?! | demand to know!" 


He could feel his sides aching as he laughed. Leaning over the bed, he gave Dave the gentlest of kisses, the 
cuts to his boyfriend's mouth scraping against his own 


"Okay," the younger man whined. "That feels good but it also hurts like fuck. But kinda hurts in a good way. 


Come back here." 

"l'Il remember that" David gave him another kiss. "Note to self: Make sure you have chapped lips." 

A hand wound in to his hair, pulling him closer. David could feel the plastic tubes which ran from it, one of 
Dave's fingers encased in a clip attached to a machine. When they finally pulled away, David pulled his feet on 
to the chair and smiled. 

“There's something | want to go and do while we're here." 

"See Mustaine, right?" 

Sadly David nodded. "I feel like | owe it to him, for all the information he divulged. No doubt he's probably 
looking at reducing his sentence for it, but I'd still like to go and visit. Are you okay with that? And answer 
truthfully, otherwise there really will be no hospital sex." 

"You're serious about that?!" 

"Mustaine or sex?" 

"Hospital sex." 

"Very serious. So, are you okay with me going and paying him a visit?" 


"Ask me again when I'm laying here absolutely exhausted and very satisfied." 


David grinned and took the Starbucks cup from his hand. He set it on the wheeled table and pushed it out of 
the way. As he climbed onto the bed, his hands deftly unbuckled his belt. 


"David, wait. | have to tell you something." 
David didn't wait but he did stop speaking as he straddled Dave. He sat back on Dave's thighs and waited. 


‘lm so sorry, David" The one good eye looked so sad and hurt. Dave's bottom lip trembled. 


"Hey, if you need to tell me what | think you need to tell me, please don't be upset, love. | understand. Had to 
be done. It's okay." 


"| used a rubber," Dave offered meekly. 
"Good. It's okay, my darling.” The older man gently cupped Dave's cheek 
"I hated it. | hated myself for doing it. You're the only one | want." 


"Don't hate yourself, Dave. You're the only one | want, too. Forever. Even if you did stick your cock in the 
blonde roast." David grinned, his eyes twinkled with mischief. 


"I'm so sorry," Dave groaned. 

"No more apologies. | know you're heart was with me. Always with me." 

"Always" 

"Good, now shut the fuck up" David pushed up onto his knees and yanked Dave's hospital gown up. He pulled a 
small bottle from his pocket and then struggled to pull his own pants off all the way and not get tangled in 
Dave's wires. He found the remote control for the mechanical bed and lowered it flat. 


"Fuck me, David, | missed you so much." 


"Nah, baby. Fuck me." He snickered when he felt Dave's erection underneath him already. He squirted some lube 


into his hand and then reached beneath himself and stroked Dave's cock. 
Two hands flat against Dave's chest, the couple were moving as one, grunts and hisses filling the room. Dave's 
hands clutched his lover's hips tightly and drove onward, closer and closer to that delicious peak he hadn't 


achieved since the last time he was with David. 


The heard monitor beeped once, catching David's attention. He slowed, not realizing Dave's heart was racing so 


fast. "Baby," he whispered. 
"Don't care. Keep going. I'm close. Close. Please." 


David snickered softly and shrugged. He rode Dave harder and faster, the monitor beeping loudly in rhythm 
with David and he couldn't stop laughing. 


"Shut up! Shut up! Shut up!" Dave grunted and with one strong thrust of his hips, he came with a loud, "Fuck!" 


The monitor flatlined and David screeched. 


"Dave!" 
lm okay, don't worry. Still alive." 


The older man slid off of his boyfriend and hurriedly pulled his pants back on just as the door burst open and 


two nurses ran in. 
"Mr. Grohl, what is going on? Are you okay?" 


Panting, huge grin plastered across his face, he waved a lazy hand. "Just fine, ladies. Really great." That hand 
turned into a thumbs-up. 


The nurses' eyes wandered from Dave's cheesy grin to David's sweet, angelic smile and they knew exactly 


what went on. 
"Boys. Seriously?" 


"What? The monitor clearly malfunctioned. You have faulty equipment in this hospitall" Dave pretended to be 


irate. 

"Clearly, Mr. Grohl, you do not" 

"Damn right." 

David handed him is coffee as Dave raised the bed again. 
"| love you. Can you guess why?" 

"Yeah," David giggled. "I think | might have an idea" 


He reached for David's hand and brought it to his lips. "If seeing Mustaine is important to you, by all means, 
please go and do it. | want you to." 


"Thank you." 


"You're welcome. Thank you." 


Chapter 14 


David called Mark, had to listen to a twenty minute lecture about his "reckless" behavior as of late before he 


finally told him why he called in the first place. 
"You want what?2" 

"| want to see him," David repeated 

"Are you sure? 

"Absolutely" 


"All right. I'll call over there and tell them to put you on the list. You have until five o'clock today or you'll 


have to go back tomorrow." 
"Thanks, Mark." 
"Are you absolutely, positively sure this is a good idea, David?" 


"No but I'm doing it anyway." 


He was nervous as he waited in the prison's tiny, empty, windowless visitors room. He sat at a small metal 
table facing a door with a small, square window in it. David saw the tuft of red hair before he saw anything 
else. The door opened and a guard led Mustaine in. David noticed he looked really good. He had filled out some, 
there was a nice, tan color in his face, bringing out a sprinkling of freckles across his nose and cheeks. His eyes 
were bright and alert, his hair was longer and fuller and had that gorgeous, golden shine back. His hands were 


cuffed in front of him. 


"You have about thirty minutes. | will be right outside the door. Mr. Ellefson, knock on your door over there if 


you need us or you're ready To leave." 
"Thank you." 
"Yes, thank you, Bernie." Dave smiled at the guard. 


"Behave, please." Bernie told him in a tone that suggested the two were friendly with each other. That made 


David smile. 


Once they were alone, Dave relaxed into the chair. 


"You look good," David offered. 

"I look good? Did you come all the way down from your ice castle in Minnesota to tell me | look good? What? 
Want me to bend you right over this table and really give you a good hammering? Bet you don't get it like 
that anymore, do you?" 

"Dave, please. You know that's not why | came and I'd appreciate it if you didn't say things like that to me." 
"Aw, Junior. Finally found that backbone you didn't know you had, huh?" 


"Look, | know you must be mad -" 


"Mad? | must be mad? Why? Because my partner and best friend of thirty years just put me behind bars for 


ten? No. No, Junior, | ain't mad" 


"Dave! | had no choice! You left me no choice! If | had to take one more day of the things you did to me, | 
would have killed youl | WOULD HAVE KILLED YOU! Do you understand that?" 


"Please. Kill me?" And the redhead laughed loudly. 


David could feel his blood beginning to boil. Nothing had changed and it never would. Mustaine was still as evil 


as he'd always been. 


"All right, you know what? Maybe this was a waste of my time. Some things never change, do they?" David 
stood up in a huff and turned toward the door. 


"Don't go." A small, pained voice muttered from behind him. 


"What?" Those two words. David had heard them said to him the same exact way by someone entirely 


different 
"David, please. Don't go. 

Mechanically, David turned back around and lowered himself into the chair. 
Mustaine looked at him sadly. "lm sorry. Please stay and talk to me" 

"If you continue to speak to me like this, | will" 

"How are you, David?" 


Im great. Really happy, Dave." 


"Im glad to hear that. | also heard Hawkins was arrested" 
David nodded. "That's why l'm here’ 

"| know" 

"Dave, you didn't have to help. Why did you?" 

"Why wouldn't I? | love you" 

David held up a hand. "Dave, please don't ~" 


"| mean it. And | know it doesn't matter anymore. But thats where | am right now. | did so much wrong and | 


guess each time the chance arises for me to something right by you, I'll take it.” 

| have to tell you something. A little while ago, | got angry at Dave for something and | hit him. And | freaked 
the fuck out. | never, ever expected that | would do something like that. And another time, | choked him. | had 

him pinned against the wall and my hand was around his throat." David held up a hand and curled his fingers in 
like a claw. "| blamed you for it" 

"Understandable." Dave nodded. 

"Was it because you were always angry with me?" 

"No." 

David sighed and lowered his gaze. 

"It was because | was always angry.’ 

David raised his eyes to the pair he knew so well. They were level and compassionate. 


‘'m sorry that you hurt Dave. How is he? How did he react?" 


| made him stay here when we came out for the Grammys. | went home and got therapy. | was afraid | would 


"Turn into me?" 
The bassist nodded. 


Dave leaned forward and extended his hands across the table. "Put your hand in mine, David?" 


The younger man hesitated, his hand hovered over Dave's open palm as he looked into those eyes again Finally 


he let his hand lower and sit gently in the redhead's. 


"You could never, ever turn into me. Never. David, if | could go back and change everything, | would. | did a lot 


of horrific things to you, among them was selling you short. | never knew just how strong you are." 


"Should have. Look at everything | went through in thirty years and yet, here | am, sitting in front of you, 
holding your hand" 


Dave raised his eyebrows and tilted his head in a sort of nod. 

"You know what?" David said. 

"What?" 

"| sold you short, too. | didn't think you were capable of this." 

"Six months ago, | wasn't.” 

"What's changed?" 

"Me. You left me no choice." 

"Then I'm glad" And with that, David withdrew his hand. 

"David?" 

"Hn?" 

"Do you still love me?" 

"Do | still love you?" David sighed and lowered his head. "Yes and no. No because of what you did. Yes because 
of all the good things we got to do." He could feel tears brimming in his eyes as he looked back to Dave. 
"You're an amazing person, Dave. You achieved things when people told you you'd fail. You took on the world and 


won. Your ambition, and how far you've come, should never be overlooked And | hope you remember them." 


The hazel eyes before him softened and David laid his hands palm up on the table. When Dave's fingers 


brushed over him, he closed his own around them. 


‘| will always love you for the amazing things you've done, and for the incredible life you gave me. You also 


taught me something else." 


A pained look flashed over the redhead's face. "What?" 


"You taught me there are no leagues in this world, that people can get to wherever they want through sheer 
hard work and determination. You showed me that even if | think something's out of my grasp because of 
where, or what, it is that | can still go and get it" 


Dave smiled a little and David relaxed when he saw the happiness return to those hazel eyes. Taking a deep 
breath, he knew what he was about to do was dangerous, that it had the potential to turn nasty. But he had 


to do it. It was probably against a million prison rules but he was going to do it anyway. 


Getting to his feet, he walked around the table and knelt beside Dave. Taking the redhead's cuffed hands, he 
draped them around his own neck, his arms going around Dave's waist and holding him close. He felt Dave 
tighten and the panic rose. When his ex-lover sighed and relaxed, David smiled, his hands working small circles 
against Dave's back. When fingers uncurled in to his hair, David could have cried. It felt as though the world 
was healing, as though everything bad was finally ending. 


Balling his hair under a baseball cap and putting sunglasses on his nose, David made his way back to the 
hospital. He knew it was a poor disguise but he was hoping to escape the media which had been gathering. With 
a groan, he saw them on the steps of the hospital, cameras and microphones at the ready. Passing one, he 


was able to catch a snippet of what they were saying. 

"While we know that Dave Grohl lies critically injured within the walls of this hospital, we're also getting 
reports that it could have been far worse if it had not been for the daring rescue staged by the staff of 
Fresh Pots." 


With his head down, he shot in to the hospital, trying desperately not to laugh. "Critically injured, my ass," he 


murmured. 


"JAMIE'S BEEN ON TVI!" was the welcome he received as he opened the door to Dave's room. 
"Sorry?" 
"Jamie! On TV!" Dave was frantically waving the remote in the direction of the wall. 


Leaning against the wall, David watched as their crazier than a bag of snakes manager grinned at the camera 


in a clip which had obviously been recorded earlier. She was bouncing from one foot to the other as she spoke. 


"Yeah, | don't want to say too much ‘cause | know they'll want to talk about it. And | don't get excited very 


often, but screw that, this I'm excited about!" Then she looked straight in to the camera lens and waved. "Hi 


guys! Hope you're doing great!" 

"She's out of her mind” Dave laughed and shook his head, 

"You don't know the half of it. She called me her hero and told me she loved me 

Dave turned and looked at his boyfriend. "She is out of her damn mind then She said the L word?" 


"The dreaded L word." David nodded. 


"You know we're going to need to find another batshit crazy girl to come work for us when she and Chris run 


off, get married and have eighteen little babies." 

"Can you see Jamie with kids?" David raised an eyebrow. 

"Yeah, better keep Child Protective Services on speed dial." 

The pair quietly laughed together until Dave stretched an arm out, reaching for his lover. 
"| want to go home." 


"Me too. So why don't you hurry the fuck up and heal so we can get out of here. If we miss Easter on the 
farm, my mother will kick your ass. You think Taylor handed it to you good, just wait." 


"Hmm maybe | can break out my bunny costume, then" 
David visibly shuddered at the thought. "You don't need a special occasion for that." 


‘lm sure there's a dirty joke about an egg hunt to be made but I'll blame the medication for not being able to 
think of it" 


"Probably for the best." 
The dark haired man pouted and made grabby hands. "Come snuggle me?" 


David climbed onto the bed beside his boyfriend and wrapped his arms around him. Dave laid his head on 


David's chest and ran his fingers over David's left arm. 
"Saw you wearing a bandage. Covering these?" 
"Yeah," David softly replied, "it was." 


"Why'd you do it?" The younger man's voice was filled with pain and concern. 


David sighed and looked down at the small, healing wounds. "Because you scared me good and proper. | didn't 
realise you were trying to extract information from Taylor. | thought you'd actually left me. | couldn't stand 
the pain of seeing you all over the TV and internet. | needed to get the pain out. Needed to bleed to know that | 


was still alive." 

Dave gently stroked over the tiny wounds. "I wish | could have told you." 

"Told me you were going to try and get him to confess?" 

"Yeah. I'm sorry for hurting you." 

Bending his head, David gently kissed the top of his boyfriend's head. "It's okay. You're back now." 

"Please don't go again," Dave said softly. "Please." 

David felt his heart break. "| won't. Not now, not ever." 

"Not tonight, either?" 

"Dave, | hav-" No, he didn't have to. His boyfriend was obviously suffering, the pain David had seen his eyes 
bubbling to the surface. Was it what David had suffered for so long? The shock of the trauma finally coming 
out? Giving the younger man's head another kiss, he whispered, "I'm not going to go anywhere. Not tonight. Not 
tomorrow. Not ever. Gonna stay right beside you." 

"Thank you." 

After a little while, with David stroking his hair, the younger man fell asleep. Nurses came and went, dinner sat 
on the wheeled table untouched. David flipped through the TV stations, avoiding the news and the gossip shows. 
When he hit one of the music channels, he froze. Foo Fighters’ Back and Forth documentary. 

David glanced down at his boyfriend, who still snoozed away, and then hunkered down to watch the man on the 
screen. He watched a shy, spastic boy grow into a confident, happy, self-assured man. And yet, to him, each 
word that Dave spoke and each time his eyes lifted, he heard and saw a note of sadness. David laughed softly 
at some of the stories and anecdotes, laughed more at the lighthearted bits. He paid extra attention to the 
parts about Taylor. When Dave spoke of nearly losing him, David's throat constricted and tears filled his eyes. 
And that's when it dawned on David that his boyfriend received his injuries at the hands of someone he used 
to love and care for. And he hadn't spoken one word about it. How must he be feeling inside, knowing that his 


body was broken by a man who allegedly loved him? David knew how that felt but surely it must be foreign to 


Dave. 


He felt the tears come, the pain aching through him. Because of him, someone else had been subjected to the 


same kind of abuse. Because of him, they'd had to suffer the indignity of a beating which had rendered them 
so injured they couldn't help themselves. He wondered if Dave would ever open up about how he felt. Wondered 


if he'd ever hear the words he himself had uttered so many times. 


Tugging the blankets around them, he gave the sleeping head a small kiss. "I will never ever do this. | will never 


hit you. Never beat you. Never break your bones. You're safe now." 


Chapter 15 


Author's Notes: 
Sorry for taking so long to reply to reviews! Everything\'s a bit busy at the moment. Thank you so much for 
reading and keeping up! 


He woke in an uncomfortable position, body screaming in pain. Squirming, Dave tried to sit up, only to be held 
back. Arms held him. Arms which were connected to a deeply sleeping David. He smiled, but it did nothing to 
stop the burning agony of his battered body. Shuffling a little more, he tried to rouse the older man, only to 
get a grunt and the obstructing limbs holding him back. Huffing, he fell back to the bed and stared at the wall. 
At that moment he didn't want to be alone in his mind. Didn't want to relieve what had happened. It played 


there, like a bad movie. 


Reaching beneath the bed clothes, he grabbed David's groin, grinning when the bassist flew awake, hands 


scrabbling and demanding to know where he was. 

"Hospital. You fell asleep. On me. Not that I'm complaining but, right now, it hurts like fuck" 

David wearily slid from the bed, hands running through his hair, before he disappeared in to the bathroom. 
Sighing, he rearranged himself, stretching out aching limbs and detangling wires and tubes. They really were 
starting to get in the way but there was no talking anyone into taking them out. Again his eyes travelled to 


the pristine white wall and he flinched, remembering what the ones at the house had looked like. Smeared with 
blood, his blood, there had been no stopping the scorned man who'd come at him. Nothing he could have said or 
done would have stopped it. And he'd tried. Tried everything. It still landed him in hospital and David in jail. Had 


he been worth it? Worth a cross country race to rescue his ass? 


The bathroom door opened and David, looking mildly less sleepy, walked out. "Ill go an’ get coffee," he 


murmured, before heading for the door. 
"David?" 


The older man stopped and looked at him. His eyes were ringed with dark circles, his hair still vaguely messy. 
Despite his travel bag being in the room, he looked awful, as though he hadn't slept at all well. 


"You didn't have to do it" 
"Do what?" 


"Come and get me." 


David's face fell and he lowered his eyes, shaking his head as he did. He took several deep breaths and, when 
he lifted his eyes to Dave's, there was a small smile on his lips. Stepping away from the door, he returned to 


the bed, curling into the chair beside it. 


"You are worth everything," he softly said. "You know how you told me that if | jumped, you'd come after me? 
Well, you fell. | came to get you. And | hope that anyone in our situation would do the same thing." 


"Kiss it all away?" 

"Gladly." 

His eyes closed as David's lips brushed over his own, the spark of pain flaring. But, for the moment, he didn't 
care, his hands creeping into David's hair and holding him close. Beside him, he heard the heart monitor pick up, 
the beeping increasing. 

"Is the door locked?" he murmured. 

"No." 

"Now that's kinky." 

He felt David chuckle. "Doesn't take much to make you feel better, does it? And no." 

"No. And why not?" 

"Because l'm not having nurses rushing in again. But." 

He gasped when one hand wound its way through the tubes and wires and beneath the blankets. Fingers shifted 
the hospital gown before closing around his dick. Tightening his grip on David, Dave pulled him back for another 
kiss, the pain dull as the pleasure flared through him. He didn't care as he rocked his hips, David's hand tight 


around him. This time, the monitor made barely a noise and, with a deep, slow sigh, he came in David's hand. 


Chuckling, David pulled his hand away and licked his fingers clean. "Not sure what's worse. Having the nurses 


come running in, or trying to explain the mess you've left in that bed" 


A dark eye lazily looked at him, a smile playing on Dave's lips. "Hey, I'm the master of excuses and sarcastic 


put downs. I'll think of something. You do it." 
"Do what?" 


"Jerk off" 


"Here?" 

"Yes. Why not?" 

He saw a blush rise to David's cheeks, something he hadn't seen for a long time, and something which made 
him horny as hell. It was nice knowing that, occasionally, Kinky David disappeared and was replaced by Sensible 
David. 

"Please," he whined. "For me. | love watching you do that." 


"And if someone walks in?" 


Dave shrugged and pouted. "Ill tell them you were giving yourself a testicular cancer check. Please, David, 


please." 
"You are such a child," the older man laughed. 


"No, I'm an invalid who hasn't had his morning coffee and is asking for one little thing. I'll do anything for you. 
Anything.’ 


He watched David raise an eyebrow and his heart dropped. 
"Anything?" 


"Well, almost anything. Like, | won't go back to Minnesota and blow a bunch of money replacing all the toys in 


one go." 
"Anything?" David repeated, a smirk on his lips. 


Shrinking back into the bed, he gave David a wide eyed hopeful look, one which he hoped would get him off the 
hook. 


"Not gonna work, Grohl. Come on, what will you do to get me to jerk off right now?" 
He gave David nothing but silence. 

"Want some suggestions?" 

He shrugged. "Meh. Maybe." 

"Tattoos." David squinted his eyes and grinned. 


"What about them?" 


"We get new ones before we go home’ 

"Yawn | thought this would be challenging, In case you have not noticed, | don't have an aversion to tattoos” 
"| know this. Do you have an aversion to tattoos on your ass” 

"What will this tattoo on my ass say?" 

"Hmm. Property of David Ellefson, sex god. If found, give it a good fucking and then send back" 

"That's a lot of writing. My ass is not that big 

David merely lifted an eyebrow. 


"It is NOT THAT BIG!" Dave huffed and dramatically rolled over, away from David. After a moment, "Fine, I'll put 


your name on my ass but that's it. Now, whip it out" He rolled back over. 


Of course, David knew his lover extremely well at this point and he had already unbuttoned and unzipped his 
pants, a hand inside of his shorts. Dave grinned and wiggled into a sitting position. 


"Take it out!" Dave bawled. 


"What? My cock? My thick, throbbing cock?" David teased as he spread his legs and settled back into the 


chair. 
"Better hurry up, someone might come in at any moment.” 
"Nah, I'm gonna do it real nice and slow. I'll think about you giving me head." 


"David!" 


David laughed as he pushed he waistband of his shorts down, pulled his already hard dick out and gave it a 


long, slow stroke. 
Pulling the blind down, he propped himself on the window ledge, hand firmly around his cock. The look on Dave's 
face was priceless, wide eyes drinking him in, mouth open a little. Pouting, David kicked his jeans and shorts off 


and pulled one foot up on to the arm of the chair. A slow "Fuckkk.." reached his ears. 


The knot in his groin began to grow, blood thundering through his head. Closing his eyes, he panted, head back 


against the window. 


"What are you thinking about?" 


Rocking his hips, he made sure to put on a show for the invalid, his reply coming in shallow gasps. "Thinking 
about the first time you gave me head." 


"Fuck, yeah! That was hot" 
"About how you were on your knees, watching me. And it was so gentle and slow. | wish it had lasted longer.” 


Through the fog in his mind, David heard the side of the bed rattle. "Damn bed! Come over here and I'll give 
you head right now." 


With a groan, David tightened his hand around his cock, the thought of a bed bound Dave sucking him off 
nearly driving him to the edge. 


"Now, Ellefson! Before you come everywhere!" 

"Will you keep your voice down?" he laughed. 

"Nol" Again with the bed side rattling. "Now!" 

David sighed and slid from the window. "I shouldn't be doing this..." 

"Yeah you should. Now get your fine ass over here" 

Lowering the side of the bed, David picked up the remote and moved it to the perfect height. When warm, wet 
lips closed around his cock, he sighed, a hand dropping to stroke Dave's hair. The way he'd moved, twisting on 
to his side to get at David brought a whole new dimension to it and David felt his knees buckle. Every inch of 
him was explored, fingers crawling between his legs to cup his balls. A shudder ran down his spine, his toes 


curling. It felt wonderful, heavenly, and he cooed appreciatively. 


It didn't take much, and Dave's split lips running over the slit pushed him over the edge. He came with a grunt, 


fingers tightening in Dave's hair as he rocked into his welcoming mouth. 
Slowly he came back to earth, dragging on his clothes before fixing the bed. 


"Ow. Ow. You taste damn good. Ow. Ow. Can we do that again? Ow. Maybe later. Fuckin’ ouch! Can | get a coffee 


now?" 


Smiling, David gently helped to rearrange his boyfriend, pulling bedclothes back of him and making sure that all 
the tubes and wires were in the right place. 


"How you feeling?" he softly asked. 


Dave looked at him with a pout. "Horny as hell now." 


"Well." He shrugged and looked at the door. "When | get back from getting coffee, maybe | can repay the 


favour." 
Dave punched the air. "YES!" 


Laughing, David shook his head and made for the door. He needed a caffeine fix. The man in the bed didn't, but 
he'd still get one. 


Chapter 1b 


David was laden with bags and balloons and teddy bears and bouquets of get well flowers as he followed the 


nurse pushing Dave in a wheelchair from the room. 


"Ought to put a plaque up outside this room," Dave was telling the nurse. "Dave Grohl and David Ellefson had 
sex in this room. A lot." He giggled. 


The nurse shook her head, laughing under her breath. 

David sighed. "Keep it up, Grohl. ll leave your ass here." 

"That's the point of the tattoo, isn't it? So | always return home?" 
"Too late to get that Ritalin?" the older man asked. 

“Fraid so. Enjoy him. He's all yours. My condolenses” 

‘Im sitting right herel" the younger man barked 


Dave nudged the chair with his foot and sent it slowly down the hallway. 


Virginia pulled up outside and she and David helped Dave into the backseat. The plan was to stay with her a 
day or two and then go home. Dave was mostly mobile again and, aside from the bruises on his face and the 
limp he used to favor his right leg, he was doing quite well. 

That evening, David borrowed his mother-in-law's car and drove Dave into the city. 

"Where we going?" 

"We have an appointment" 

"For what?" 

"You know for what." 


David pulled up in front of Kat's and the younger man laughed. "You're not serious!" 


"Damn right | am." 


They walked in and Kat greeted them each with a hug and kiss. 

"Looking good, Ali. Should | imagine what the other guy looks like?" she joked with Dave. 

"Ten times worse, trust me." 

"Uh huh. You know it won't be long before he's someone's bitch in prison, right? Pretty little thing like him." 
"Please. He's going to rule in prison. All the bitches will be piled at his feet. Look at me." 

"You raise a fair point. All right, David says I'm branding your ass tonight. Did you lose a bet with him?" 
"You could say that." 

"You're seriously going through with this?" David interjected. 

"Yeah." Dave looked at him with Dave's famous ‘What's the big deal?” expression. 

"Fine. f you jump, | jump. Kat, do mine, too." 

"What?!" Dave grinned. "No way." 


"Way. Oh, we should autograph each other's asses and get that tattooed” David's eyes shimmered and he 
giggled. 


David was doubled over with laughter as he took a marker pen from Kat. Tears streamed down his face and 


he finally had to lean against the wall to catch his breath. 


"What the fuck is so funny?!" the younger man screamed from the bed. "It's not like you haven't seen my ass 
before! Now get on with it!" 


That was enough to send David into another fit of the giggles, his sides aching, 
"Can't breath!" he panted. "Too. Fuckin’. Funny: 

Kat motioned to give him the pen "Want me to forge your signature?" 
"Na-ah," he gasped. "Im doin’ this. Once I've recovered 


It took him a good ten minutes before he could stand upright. It was another five before he could breathe 


properly, Dave bitching and moaning about how he was cold and in pain and David was taking too long. 


"Bitch. Whine. Moan. Complain. Repeat." David chuckled as he leaned over Dave's bare ass. "Don't make me go 


and get Ritalin" 
"Come onl" Dave glared over his shoulder and David couldn't help but stifle another laugh. 


Taking a deep breath and desperately trying to think of anything which wouldn't make him laugh, he uncapped 


the pen and signed his name on Dave's right ass cheek. 


Grabbing a coffee from a nearby store, he propped himself on a seat and watched the show. There was no 


way he could stay quiet, Dave's constant grumpiness making him laugh. 


When it was all done, the younger man glared at him from the bed, the marker pen firmly clasped in his right 
hand. "Your turn, Ellefson." 


The older man gave his boyfriend a smug grin and dropped his pants. He bent over the bed. 
"Go for it: 

"You want it on the right or the left?" 

"Which one do you slap the most?" 


"The right.” Dave rolled his eyes at Kat. "| have no idea, David. l'm not really focused on which side of your ass 
I'm slapping while I'm balls deep in it" 


"OKAY!" Kat threw her hands in the air. "Too much information! Just fucking sign a cheek and let's get on with 
this!" 


"Too much information, she says. As we stroll around her shop with our pants down" David was sent back into 


the giggles again. 

A hand pressed down on his back. "Stop fucking laughing so much. Stand still!" 

Dave's thumb was digging into the flesh of the top of David's ass cheek. He had an idea 

"Kat?" 

"What? Can't we just do this and get it over with, please?" 

"Next time we come back, can you do this?" 

She saw what he was doing with his thumb and said, "Get it on a stencil? | can do anything you want me to." 


"Okay." 


"What? What are you talking about back there?" 


"Nothing." And quickly, Dave signed his name onto David's left cheek. 


"Are you going to be okay to drive back? Need a cushion?" 

‘I'm fine," David grumbled as he gingerly rubbed his butt. 

"Come here. Give me some love and then get your asses out of here." 
In the car, both men lowered themselves carefully onto the seats. 
"Guess this is it, huh?" 

"This is it" 

"No turning back now." 

"Eh, can always get it lasered off when you dump my ass." 


“Suppose so. You'll keep yours though because you'll be so brokenhearted. It ll be the last thing to remember 
me by." 


"Dick" 
David giggled as he started the cor. 


"| think we got our Christmas card sorted this year," Dave said out of the blue. 


He left Dave and Virginia to talk. Stretched out on the bed, David idly flicked through the channels, missing all 


news and gossip stations. Finding a radio station he liked, he laid his head on his arms and closed his eyes. 


Just as he was dozing off, the presenter spoke, "The next song was requested all the way from Minnesota. 


From the state's best coffee house to the boys in California, this is the Beatles and "Blackbird". 
Laughing, David rolled onto his side and listened. When it was finished, he sent a message to Jamie. 


"You're welcome," was her reply. 


The next day, they lay in the sun, days of being cooped up in rooms finally broken 
"Heard you laughing last night." 


‘Oh yeah!" David chuckled. "Jamie called one of the local radio stations and sent us a message. She got quite 
caught up in all the messages which were going back and forth." 


"No reason it has to stop." 


"True. I'm sure there'll be people who want to speak to us when we get back. | can just see you at the other 


end of the city, doing a live broadcast and telling me to make coffee. You'll get a smack if you do that." 
"Now that I'm doing!" 

Laughing, David playfully smacked the younger man. 

"Can't wait to get home and do that to you," David mused. 

"No reason why we can't do it here." 

"No. Just nol" 

"Why not?" Dave's eyes were filled with mischief. 

"Because you're still not well and this is your mother's house." 

Dave's grin just widened. 


"You always get your own way, don't you?" 


The dark haired man just nodded. 


David was almost bashful as he pulled on clothes and made for Virginia's kitchen Dave was still passed out. But 
after the previous night, it was no wonder. He tried to remind the jerk to keep it down but no, you'd have 
thought someone was killing the man with the way he was howling and moaning. And he was sure that, not only 
Virginia heard them, but so did the rest of Encino. And perhaps all of Los Angeles. 


She sat at the breakfast table, quietly reading the newspaper. Without even lifting her head, she said, "Did you 


kill my son up there last night or something? Could you at least get rid of the bloody sheets?" 


David froze with the coffee pot in his hand. He was mortified. And then, slowly, that faded. He turned to her 


and grinned. 


"That? That was nothing. Back home, we had to have the entire building soundproofed. | understand now all the 


screaming when he sings. You never taught him to use his indoor voice, did you?" 


Virginia laughed. "| see he's been rubbing off on you. I'm so happy you found him. Gave him his wings back, you 
know." 


"He gave me mine." 
"That's good to hear. When do you plan to head back?" 


David chuckled and took a drink of his coffee. "As soon as he can walk again. Which may be two or three days 


from now." 


They spent the rest of the time relaxing, ignoring the phones, and all but refusing to leave the house. They 


wanted to see no one, wanted to speak to people even less. It was a time to sit back and relax, to reconnect. 


Letting his feet dangle in to the pool, David watched the ripples roll away from him, smiling at his reflection. He 
looked less tired, better than he had done over the past week. 


"Gonna give a statement when we get home," he mused. 
"What? The showing the world your new tattoo kind of statement?" There was a snicker from beside him. 


Scooping up a handful of water, he tossed it over the younger man, laughing as he inched away, the moaning 


and groaning about his injuries starting up again. 

"Oh, hush up! You've had four days of doing nothing.” 

"Yeah, but" 

"No buts. As | was saying, gonna give a press statement. You know people are gonna be crawling all over this. 
They're going to want to know what happened. Best if it comes from us rather than speculation. Because you 


know once the lawyers start up again-" His voice trailed off. 


"Yeah, | know. Do we have to talk about that now?" 


David fell silent, eyes turning back to his reflection 

"Please don't talk about that now," Dave whined. "Wanna enjoy the peace and quiet while we've got it.” 
"| know. I'm just thinking." 

"I know. You do too much of that sometimes. Bad for the brain 


Moving away from the pool, David dropped himself on to a sun lounger. Smiling at Dave, he shook his head, 


getting a frown and a pout in response. 

"What?" 

"Just you," he replied. "You and your silly comments." 

"Yeah, you'd be lost without them. You look a little lost now. What's going on in that head?" 

David shrugged. "Just not used to being still for so long, you know. Four days seems like a lifetime right now. 
So used to being on the go. Between the shop, and all the drama, and making sure you haven't broken another 
law, it's kinda strange to be sitting here and feeling the sun on my skin. Want to do something. Want to move. 
Itchy, itchy feet.” 


"We could take a walk?" 


His eyes snapped from the garden and back to Dave. "Sorry? Excuse me? Did | just hear you say that you 


want to walk somewhere?" 

It was Dave's turn to shrug. "I'm feeling mostly up to it. Might get rid of some of that pent up energy." 

David felt his eyes bug. "I'm sorry, I'm still not with this part of the Dave Grohl program. This is coming from 
the mouth of the man whose idea of expending energy is either to race around every dollar store in town, 
take something which was working apart and put it back together, or spend several hours fucking me 
senseless." 


A grin broke his boyfriend's face. "Well, you never know what might happen while you're out on the trail.” 


Laughing, David leaned over and gave him the softest of kisses. "I really do love how your brain works. Come 


on, let's go." 


Chapter TI 


"Hey, um, | didn't want to mention this but we have a problem," the younger man leaned into his boyfriend and 


whispered in his ear. 

They had just boarded their flight back to Minneapolis. The jet was taxiing toward the runway. 
"What?!" David whipped around and stared into Dave's eyes. 

"Well, the thing is, you know its been a few months and | think our membership ran out" 
"Membership to what?" 

The cheeky bastard grinned and said, "The mile high club." 

"Ah. And you think we're going to renew our membership on this commercial flight, do you?" 


Like a dog being teased with a treat, his eyes lit up, his ears perked up and he just about sat up to beg. 
"Please? Please, baby?" A hand trailed slowly up David's thigh and dipped between them. 


"Why don't you just climb on top of me and go for it right here in first class?" 
"Don't mind if | dol" Dave laughed and started to unbuckle his seat belt. 


When David did nothing to stop him, he did unbuckle and just about straddled his boyfriend when the flight 
attendant approached. 


"Everything okay, sir? We are about to take off.” 
"Yes, just reaching for my ..” 
"Yes, well. After we level off, you can take out whatever it was you needed." 


Dave sat back down and buckled in. He gave David's crotch a gentle rub. "Hear that? | can take out whatever | 


need once we level off." 
"You're such an asshole,” David giggled. 


As David watched his boyfriend's eyes scan the cabin, he knew what he was thinking. "Pretty hard to slip away 
into the bathroom with there are eight people total in first class, huh?" 


"lm not too good for the coach bathroom if it means l'm gonna get laid." 


Before David could even open his mouth, the forty year old with ADD was hobbling down the aisle. 


"Shit! Damn him!" David muttered. And then the kinky little wheels inside his head began to turn. "Motherfucker 
wants to be all cute and kinky, I'll show him cute and kinky." And he pulled out his phone and turned it on 


A moment later, David was softly knocking on the only lavatory door that said occupied. "Dave?" he hissed 
"Entrer! Geben! Come on in! 

David yanked the door open and quickly squished into the tiny space. 

"You're ridiculous! he grumbled 

"If | remember correctly, that's a compliment" 

Dave's back was pressed against the sink. David was pressed against him. He seized the brats mouth and 
kissed him roughly as his hands unbuckled his belt and hurriedly unzipped his pants. He did the same to his 


own before spinning Dave around. 


"You can watch yourself in the mirror, " David hissed into the younger man's ear. "And I'll hold this." David held 
up his phone and showed Dave that it was recording. 


"Fuck me, you are one kinky motherfucker. | love you!" 
David met his lover's eyes in the mirror as he started to suck on his own index and middle fingers. 


Dave grunted as the fingers were pushed in to him. It was quick and rough, the phone just visible from the 


corner of his eyes. 

Hair was brushed from his shoulders and lips found his throat. "Ready?" 

"Bring it on!" 

David's free hand instantly clamped over his mouth and he felt his eyes bug as he breathed through his nose. 
The temperature in the small bathroom rose a couple of degrees and he heard himself mumble against David's 
hand. 

The fingers disappeared. "Sorry. | didn't catch that." 


"Just fuckin’ fuck me!" 


David's hand reappeared. "Can you keep it down, please?" 


He shook his head. 

"Am | gonna have to train you to have an indoor voice?" 

He shrugged. 

"Okay, I'm going to train you to have an indoor voice. It's going to be slow, and ever so deliciously painful, but 
soon you'll have a voice which doesn't cause an aircraft to divert because they think someone's being 
murdered." 

He wanted to say yes. Wanted to scream it, but the hand just tightened around him. Pulling back his lips, he 
tried to bite the palm which covered his mouth, tried to break free. But it wasn't happening, not that he 


minded. It was delightful in its own way, his cock aching for attention 


His knees nearly buckled as David entered him, eyes closing as he tried to let out a sigh. The older man leaned 


against him, bracing them against the sink. 

Another, "Ready?" 

Dave nodded as best he could, chest rumbling as David began to thrust. Slow at first before quickly picking up 
the pace, it was hurried, not meant to be savoured but to push them over the edge as quickly possible. 


Already he could feel the pleasure tightening, biting at him like shocks of electricity. 


Kisses were placed to the back of his neck before making their way to his throat. Teeth sank into his jugular, 


the scream caught in his mouth. 
David chuckled in his ear. "The silence is almost as exciting.” 


Another bite and another muffled scream, the pleasure pushed up a notch. Dropping one hand from the edge 
of the sink, he wrapped it around his cock, roughly stroking in time to David's thrusts. 


"Feel good, lover?" David smirked when their eyes met in the mirror again. 

Dave nodded before his eyes rolled back and David saw only white. 

"Gonna come for me?" 

More nodding. 

"Good baby." Then David used the arm that was slung around Dave's shoulder to provide a bit more leverage 


and he really pushed into him. Fast and hard until he pressed his forehead against the warm, damp mass of 


chocolate hair in front of him. He slid out of his lover and with a deep, long, rumbling growl, David released into 


his own hand. He used that hand to snake around Dave and take up stroking for him. David leaned in closer and 


flicked the tip of his tongue against Dave's earlobe. 

"Oh, shit, David!" the younger man howled. 

"If you don't learn to stop screaming, | will leave you in this bathroom all by yourself" 
"Fine, go ahead. I'm gonna come in a sec anyway," Dave giggled. 


David stroked him roughly, hard and fast, squeezing very firmly. Dave hissed and grunted. With a shuddering 
thrust into David's hand, he came, keeping his lips pressed together. 


"Good See? You're learning" And with that, he turned the phone off 

"Why," Dave panted as he reached for his pants. "Why do you record us and never do anything with them?" 
"How do you know | never do anything with them?" 

"Oh 

Seated back in their seats, Dave took up pestering David. "So what do you do with all those clips?" 

"That's for me to know and you to find out" 

"David," he whined. "Tell me 

The older man just grinned at him and leaned closer. "You know while you were away on your latest escapade?" 
"Yeah." He shivered as David's breath tickled his throat. 


"Well, | put them all on the laptop, laced them together and jerked off to them. Not that | needed them all. Only 


about two minutes." 
"You dirty dog, Ellefson! And you did it without me there?!" 


"What was | supposed to do?!" David laughed. "Skype you while you were tiptoeing around Taylor. He'd have 
blown your fuckin’ head off!" 


"Actually, you're not far from the truth." He grinned at the bassist. 
"How so?" 


"You know when you gave the interview about how the pain of your scars would never amount to the pain of 


losing me?" 

"Yeah." David frowned. 

"| saved it. He found it and destroyed my computer." 

It was David's turn to laugh. "That's some proper bunny boiling behaviour right there! Fuck me!" 


He leaned into the brunette, teeth just grazing his throat. "Later, babe. Later." 


The cab pulled up in front of Fresh Pots and David leaned against the window. Balloons had been tied to the 
trees and, if his eyes didn't deceive him, Marmaduke's window had been redressed. He was sure the dog was 


holding a "Welcome Home!" banner. 
Looking at Dave, he smiled. "Ready?" 
"You bet." 


Paying the driver, he grabbed what little they had with them and got out. Holding Dave's door open, he took his 
boyfriend's hand and walked to the entrance. All seemed silent from the outside. Maybe they'd been left in 
peace and quiet. 


He was just reaching for his keys when the door opened, Chris leaning against it. With a smile, he nodded them 
in. As they stepped through the door, pandemonium broke loose with cheers and clapping. The place was packed 
with their regulars. Banners, streamers and balloons hung from the ceiling. On a table beside the door were 


stacks of cards and get well gifts. 

David blushed as he looked around himself, overwhelmed by the love which flowed around the room. From the 
door, he could see Jamie standing on the bar, clapping and cheering. When his eyes caught hers, she flipped him 
the bird and hopped down. 


"This Jamie's doing?" he asked Chris. 


"She won't admit to it so I'll tell you. Yes, it was. Look, she's set up a few things for you. l'm gonna run the 
shop with her, Simon and Bill for the next week. There's also been a meal service set up to provide you guys 
with lunch and dinner for the next seven days." 


"What?! No. Chris, no. We just want a normal life." 


He looked up in to his friend's dark eyes, taking in the seriousness of them. At that moment, he understood 


why their friendship had stood the test of the past few months. He'd been there, a barrier between himself 


and Mustaine, a constant companion when the days had gotten too dark to cope with. And now he was doing 


what he did best, and stepping up to the plate once more. 

"You'll do it, okay? The past couple of weeks have been fucked up. You need time to settle back in. Might take a 
week Might take a month. But, for the next seven days, you don't have to do anything. Just chill out, talk, do 
whatever you have to." 

Smiling, David pulled him into a hug. "Thank you." 

"No problem." 

Taking Dave's hand, he smiled at his boyfriend and nudged him in to the crowds. 


Dave's get well gifts ranged from a hemorrhoid pillow to a tiny, silver plated bell. 


"That's for you to ring from the bedroom and have your boyfriend wait on you hand and foot," the lawyer, 
Carolyn, told Dave. 


"Fuck if that'll happen" David laughed and snatched the bell from Dave's hand. 
"What if | only ring it when | want to get laid?" 

"Then it'll never stop ringing." 

"You make a valid point." 


"GROSS! Can you not? Five minutes, that's all | ask. Five minutes without the two of you eye fucking." Jamie 
pushed through the crowd with Bill and Simon behind her. 


Simon had a large, round cake in his hands. 

"Did you bake that yourself?" David asked in awe. 

The boy nodded with a very proud grin on his face. 

"And decorate it?" 

"Bill helped decorate it. He's a better artist than me." 

On the cake were the words, in scrolling blue frosting, "Welcome Home Dave and David!" along with a frosting 


drawing of a stick figure with a beard on a pair of crutches. Simon cut a piece of the cake and handed it to 


Dave. Inside the layers of fluffy white frosting was a chocolate cake with raspberry filling. 


Dave put the cake down on the table beside him. In one fluid movement, he gripped his boyfriend around the 
shoulders in one arm, the other hand dipped two fingers into the frosting and immediately smeared it down the 
middle of David's face, from forehead to chin. 

‘| love you." The younger man gave a cheeky grin 

The lovers feigned jetlag and thanked and kicked everybody out as soon as the last slice of cake was eaten 
David turned off all the lights and locked everything up and then armed the alarm system. He purposely 
avoided checking in on the garage. And then he and Dave climbed the steps together. Jamie had made sure to 
feed and love the cats and left them nasty notes all over the loft. David especially liked the two post-it notes 
covering the eyes of the Hunk of The Month. Yes, it did still hang over the bed while the large photo of Blonde 
Dave hung behind the stage downstairs. 

Upon closer inspection, the post-its said, "He's too young to witness the freaky shit you two do in here. 
"Freaky shit my ass," David chuckled. "He was doing his own freaky shit at that age." 


Dropping everything to the floor, he looked at the invalid sitting on the bed. There was a smile on his face and 


he looked as though he were a million miles away. Stepping closer, David waved a hand in front of his face. 
"Okay in there?" 
Dave's eyes snapped to his. "Yeah, fine. Just happy to be back" 


Sitting beside the younger man, he gently stroked a hand over his hair. "It's good to have you back. The place 
has felt empty since you left" 


A hand rubbed along his leg before clasping his hip and pulling him closer. David allowed himself to be drawn in 
to the kiss. "You don't have to tell me what happened in there but, if you're ever ready to talk, I'm here. And | 
won't judge. You know that." 


"I know." He felt Dave smile against his lips. "Wanna get freaky?" 


Laughing, David shook his head. "You never cease to amaze me. And you got your kicks at thirty thousand feet. 
No more for today." 


"What?!" 
"| don't wanna be carting your ass back to hospital because of some accident involving freaky shit!" 
"Please, David, please." The dark haired man wriggled against the bed. 


"How about | say no and let you stew until the morning?" He got a pout, an action which made him laugh. 


Standing up, he took Dave's and carefully pulled him to his feet. "How about we go and sit in the shower and 
see what happens?" 


It was great to be back. Great to be in their shower. Sitting with his back against the wall, he held Dave 
against him, his lover's back flush with his chest, his head resting against David's shoulder. Dark, wet hair 
mingled with his own, soft pants breathing against his damp skin. His hands slid over his boyfriend's body, soap 
slicked fingers gliding over his cock. His own arousal was ignored, his entire focus on pleasuring the man in his 
arms. David delighted in how little it took, how the slightest touch could send either of them in to an aroused 
frenzy. He wondered if the attraction would ever wear off. And hoped that it wouldn't. 


Dropping his mouth to Dave's shoulder, he kissed his way to his lover's exposed throat, tongue dancing over 
the pulsing veins. A loud sigh filled the enclosed area and he tightened his hand around the other's cock. 


"Go on," he murmured, lips pressing to the back of Dave's ear. "You can be as loud as you like in here." 

The younger man stiffened, a long, low "Fuck." hissing from between his lips. "Faster!" 

Doing as he was told, David sped up, the strokes becoming faster and rougher. His other hand dipped between 
Dave's spread legs, cupping his balls and gently squeezing them. Hips rocked and, bracing himself against the 
wet floor, David held them both up. His boyfriend's panting became deeper and louder, changing to guttural 
groans. He wanted to take him there and then. Wanted to watch him as they made love. 

"Davidl" 


"| got ya" His arms closed around the younger man, holding him close. 


He pressed his lips to Dave's as the younger man came, pearly strings of come joining with the rainfall of 


water. His boyfriend groaned and gasped, mouth fighting with David's until he finally returned to earth. 
Dark eyes looked at him, wide and filled with mischief "Your turn" 

"Nol Come on, lets get cleaned up and to bed" 

"No, you've got to have fun as well” 


Chuckling, he petted Dave's hair before pressing a kiss to the top of his head. "If you try anything in here you 
will be back in hospital.” 


The younger man pouted. "Bed then?" 


"Maybe." 


"Just maybe?" 
"Yeah," he said softly, voice barely audible above the water. "Just maybe." 
"Do you not love me any more?" Those eyes were batted at him. 


Playfully flicking the back of his head, David grinned. "No, it doesn't mean | don't love you any more. What it 


means is | want you fo get better so that we can enjoy all of this properly. | can wait, you know this’ 
A hand reached between them and grasped his hard cock, David howling as it was squeezed 

"Yeah, right" Dave grinned at him. "The cock never lies. You want me!" 

"Always! Bed! And then maybe we can do something’ 

'Spoilsport! 

Once the couple slid into bed, under the blankets, David yawned and snuggled down into Dave's embrace 
"Im sorry, baby. Im a little tired tonight. Sleep?" he murmured 

"Fine. But you owe me" 

"| promise Ill make it up to you. And then some 

"Mmm holding you to that" 

"Just hold me. All night! 


"| promise." 


Chapter 18 


In the morning, David ventured down to the kitchen to find Chris and Simon baking already. 
"Hey, what did | tell you?" Chris scolded him. 


"| have to. Please let me. Chris, | know you mean well and | love you for it but this routine is my routine and 
it's what works for me." 


"All right. But you bake and then you go." 

"Cross my heart" 

Jamie came through a short time later and scolded Chris for not kicking David out: 
"What am | supposed to do, James? He wants to bake, let the man bake. 
"Pushover," she called him as she slapped his ass. 


When one batch was finished and cooling and another was set to go in the oven David took a break and poured 


some coffee. 

"Don't plan on coming back down here, Ellefson!" 

"| do what | want, Jamie!" 

"Not if you don't want your ass kicked" 

David stuck his tongue out at her and picked up two mugs, balancing a plate of orange rolls on top of one. He 
climbed the steps up to the loft, secretly hoping to find his boyfriend buck ass naked and hard as a brick. But 
alas, he only got half of the wish. 

Dave was naked as the day he was born but passed out cold, spread out on his stomach. David set breakfast 
down on the table and walked two fingers up the younger man's back. He twitched and his skin crawled. David 
then took his fingernails and raked them softly from neck to ass, straight down the spine. Dave purred and 
arched inward. 

"Good morning, love. Wakey, wakey." 


"Mmmm, keep doing that." 


"This?" And David raked his nails down again and back up. 


"Yes, more." 
"Feel good, baby?" 
"So good" 


David danced his fingers up and down, side to side and all over his boyfriend's smooth back. Dave was in 


heaven. Until the older man stopped. 
"Have some coffee and orange rolls before they get cold" 


Reluctantly, Dave sat up and accepted the mug of coffee offered him. "I thought the kids were taking care of 
things for the week." 


"They are" 
"But you can't help yourself" 

"| cant help myself," David agreed with a grin 

Dave used his free hand to sweep over his lover's hair. "I get it. Go on, babe. Do what makes you feel better. 
"| can stay with you" 


"Honestly, l'm chomping at the bit to go check out the garage, get Jesse back in to get an estimate on it. | 
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gotta sort out all the paperwork for the insurance company, too." 
"| was hoping you'd say that. We need a new car or two. That rental is shit! 

"That's my boy. Let me get things sorted and maybe in a day or two we can find something. 
"Can | pick?" 

Dave laughed. "Maybe 


David smiled and settled back against the headboard before his boyfriend. They drank their coffee in 


contemplative silence. 


When Dave dressed and went downstairs, David pulled out his computer. The first thing he did was upload the 
latest sex vid. And watch it. The next thing he did was visit that BDSM gear website again. Pretty soon, his 
shopping cart total was over $400. 


"| might have a little bit of a problem," he mumbled to himself with a giggle as he clicked the checkout button 


There was something in the air, words unspoken. David could feel it twitching along his spine, the not knowing 
slowly getting to him. Things had happened in that house which he didn't know about. Knowing that he may 
never fully know what had happened to Dave was getting to him. He wanted to know, wanted to help heal 
whatever wounds had been inflicted. But he also knew that he had to give his boyfriend time to come out of 
his shell and tell him. If he ever did. 


Sitting at the kitchen counter, he sipped at a coffee, the laptop open before him. Slowly he composed the press 
statement he wanted to make. He'd already called several stations, all of who had agreed to come and record it. 
Why it had been such a big news story was beyond him. He'd never quite understood why people craved to 
know every second of their private lives. Nonetheless, he was going to give them something to chew over for 
a few days. Every word would be analysed and processed, but he didn't care. He wanted it out there, wanted 
the world to know that they were safe, they were happy, and that business would continue as normal. He 
would also ask them not to pry any deeper, not to try and find out the details of what happened. No doubt 


they would come out at a later date. 


Sighing, he sat back and rolled his neck, spine clicking. When strong hands began to rub his shoulders, he all but 
leapt from his seat. 


"Jesus Christ! Do you have to sneak up on me like that?!" 

The thumbs worked into his shoulders, finding the knots and rubbing them. "Gonna repent for saying that?" 
"Later," he purred as he slowly relaxed. "Much later. Keep that up." 

The hands swept down his shoulders and to the tops of his arms, rubbing soothing circles. 

"Should you be doing that?" he asked quietly, head dropping to his chest. 

It hurts a little, but no reason not to. Got to keep the muscles moving." 

"Yeah, still. | don't want to get six months down the line and have to be sending you in for surgery.” 

David shuddered at the memory of Mustaine's own hand surgery. That was when the violence had peaked, 
Dave obviously feeling inadequate. It shouldn't have been an excuse for what he did, shouldn't have been the 
reason he beat David so badly. That was the period when everyone thought they had fractured apart. In 
reality, it was the most volatile, the time when Mustaine all but kept him locked in the house, his fear stinking 
the air. Mustaine had seemed to thrive on that, grow on what David was going through. It was as though it 


made him feel better. In a way, David hoped that it had helped to heal him, helped him to get his life back on 
track. 


Leaning back in the chair, he gently plucked Dave's hands from his shoulders and held them, thumbs rubbing 
over them. "I don't want to see you go in to hospital again, not for these. They're too precious." He chuckled. 


"Maybe we should get them insured? Like Betty Grable did with her legs." 

"Okay, if that doesn't prove you're gay, | don't know what does. Know any show tunes?" 
"THAT'S what proves I'm gay, huh? Not the fact that I'm head over heels in love with you?" 
"Yep, that's it." Dave grinned. 

"Ive an idea. Why don't you give me fifteen minutes and then meet me in the bedroom?" 
"Why do you need fifteen minutes?" 

"m going to jerk off and then go to sleep.” 

"Then let me come in now." 

"No. Fifteen minutes and not one second before." 

"David!" 


"David said nol" He batted the grabby hands away from him as he closed the computer, tucked it under his 
arm, slid off the stool and walked across the loft to the bedroom. Before he closed the door, he pointed at his 


lover. "Fifteen minutes" 


David pulled out the latest shipment he managed to hide from Dave. He pulled out a few of the new toys. The 
first thing he wanted to try was the clear, silicone cock ring. David undressed and slid the ring over his limp 
dick and balls, settling it securely at the base. The next thing he unpacked was the remote controlled, vibrating 
but plug. Just the thought of how that would feel sent a bolt of pleasure straight into his balls. He grinned as 
he placed it on the bed. David then pulled out a bit gag and a pair of nipple clamps with another cock ring 
attached. But the biggest, scariest thing he bought, which he was still a little unsure about was the neon wand, 
He quickly pulled it from the packaging, plugged it in and tested it on its lowest setting. He zapped his open palm 
and twitched a little. Okay, not too bad, thought. And then, because sometimes he does have the curiosity of a 
stubborn child, he zapped his own cock. That made him hiss and frown. Note to self: Tell Dave to stay away 
from his dick And then he also pulled out some of the toys they had already. 


He climbed onto the bed, found a pair of Dave's glasses on his side table. David put them on, attached the 
wrist cuffs to himself and bound himself to the headboard. And waited the last remaining moments for his 
lover. His eyes swept over all the toys he left waiting for Dave. The flogger, the butt plug, the bit gag, the 
ripple clamps, the dildo..all of it left him panting and so excited he was already stiff, his long, hard cock laying 
against his stomach. The neon wand, he tried to ignore. 


Fifteen minutes. Fifteen minutes was a lifetime and he paced back and forth until the clock showed that the 
time was up. Wandering into the bedroom, he expected to find a sleeping David. What he found made his jaw 
drop. 

"Fuck me!" 

"No, I'm hoping itll be the other way around" David grinned. 

Surveying the array of toys, Dave let his eyes drift back to David. "Where do you want me to start?" 


The older man managed something of a shrug. "That's for you to decide." 


Picking up the wand, he held it, feeling the weight before turning it on. A shock of electricity bolted through 
him. "Fuck!" 


"Yeah, don't get that near your dick, will you. Actually, no use telling you that, you'll try it anyway. Just don't 


get it near mine." 
He felt a wicked grin twist his lips, chuckling as the colour faded from David's face. 
"No, just no!" 


Dropping the wand back to the bed, he knelt beside David, a finger pushing at the glasses. "Those look good on 
you. Really good." 


The bassist grinned. "I know. So, how about you come and play?" 


"Oh, | am playing. | know that | could just sit here and touch you." A hand drifted down David's chest thumb 


playing over his nipples. The older man hissed and raised his hips. "And you'd come." 


Panting, David closed his eyes, body relaxing back to the bed. Warm breath touched his ear as barely there 


kisses whispered over his skin. He could feel the pleasure balling in his groin, growing tighter by the moment. 


The hand, and the weight, disappeared and he took a deep breath. He didn't want to open his eyes, wanted to 
feel everything which happened. Fingers slid behind his head, cradling and lifting him. 


‘Open your mouth for me." 


He did as was asked, holding himself up as the bit was slid between his teeth and buckled behind his head. It 
felt strange in his mouth, tugging at the corners of his lips. Taking several deep breaths, he finally opened his 
eyes to find his boyfriend kneeling at the end of the bed, the flogger in his hands. His heart pattered at the 
prospect of the pain which would come. No longer did it hurt, instead pushing him to the brink of a delicious 


abyss. 


The tails swept up one leg and down the other, a shiver rippling over his skin. Instinctively, David parted his 
legs, the supple leather sweeping over his balls and cock. 


"Now that | didn't see" Fingers pressed to the clear cock ring. "Fuck, that's hot" 
"And a little painful" he chuckled. "Gonna feel so good when it comes off" 

"And if | don't let it come off?" 

"Ever?!" David's eyes popped as he tried to speak around the bit 


"Well, | was just talking about tonight but sure, ever." Dave grinned and without so much as a warning, gave 


David a nice hard slap of the flogger across his thighs. 


Another toy caught the younger man's eye. The vibrating butt plug. He smirked and picked it up. And then he 


glanced around the bed for something else. 
"Lube?" 
David's eyes glanced at the bedside table. "Over here." 


Once the plug was nicely lubed up, Dave pushed his lover's legs wider, hooking a hand behind a knee and pushing 
it up. He introduced the plug and slowly pushed it in. The older man grunted against the bit and hissed. 


"Okay, baby?" 


A moan was the only response. So Dave pushed more until the plug was in place. Then he turned it on. It 


hummed quietly and David squirmed. 

"Damn, that looks fun. Is it?" 

A higher pitched moan. 

"Turn it up, then?" And he did, one click. 

David writhed, hips rising off the mattress. 

"Gonna make you shoot your come so high, it hits the ceiling." Dave giggled. 


David gave him a glare and wiggled some more. 


"Higher then?" 


With one click higher, the humming increased. David was on the brink and, although he felt a little cruel, Dave 


really wanted to see his lover come just from doing this. So he hit the button on the remote one more time. 


The older man's hips abruptly rocked into the air and with a loud, growl against the bit, the come shot out of 
his throbbing cock and landed against his chest. 


Breathing through his nose, David slowly came back down His body still shook, ripples of pleasure stroking over 
his skin The plug was still in place, albeit turned down When it went up another notch, he groaned and shook 
his head. 

"Why not? Looks like fun" 

Pulling on the cuffs, he shook his head again and the power was turned down to a low, just bearable buzz. 
"Gonna keep that in 

Closing his eyes, he writhed against the bed as he felt his cock begin to harden again. Fingers deftly pulled off 
the ring and David let out a muted sigh. A moment later and another was slipped over him, sitting snugly at 
the base. He gave another groan as the power to that one was turned on, the buzzing rippling over his 
sensitive skin. 

"Fuck, you look all hot stretched out like that. Gonna have to do this some more." 

Kisses were pressed to his nipples and David tried to move, only prevented by the weight which was suddenly 
leaning on him. Naked skin slid against his own, his own tingling at the myriad of different sensations. Teeth 
scratched and tugged, pulling them into tiny points. 


"Gonna use these clamps on you. You okay with that?" 


He managed a nod, his mind drifting to a different place. It was a place filled with pleasure, one he didn't want 


to come back down from. 

The first one closed over his erect nipple and he tried to scream, the heady mix of pain rushing through him. 
"Too much?" 

He shook his head, chest rising and falling as he panted Dave left him enough time for the pain to abate 
before the second clamp was added. Again, he tried to howl, his body trying to arch from the bed. The plug 


and the cock ring were driving him to the edge, the low buzzing not enough to get him off, yet just enough to 


leave him painfully turned on 


"Want to come again?" 

He nodded, hair slicked to his head with sweat. His breath came in rapid, ragged pants and his hands were 
balled into fists. Carefully the glasses were removed from his nose and laid to one side. Next the gag was 
undone, a towel carefully wiping his face. He was carefully drawn into a sitting position, the plug forced all the 


way in. Gasping, he bucked, straining against the hands which held the cuffs. 


David allowed himself to be moved, his head hanging forward as he took deep breaths. The cuffs were undone 
and his arms gently pulled behind him before they were relocked. 


"Lift your head for me." 


He did as was asked, looking up into his lover's dark eyes. The collar and leash hung from Dave's hands and 
David stretched his neck, allowing it to be fastened around him. 


"Do you think you can stand?" 


He nodded and slowly slid from the bed As soon as David's feet hit the floor, his knees buckled, strong hands 
catching him before he fell. 


"Still sure you can stand?" 


David managed a smile and nodded, straightening up. Once he was stable, the leash was tugged and he willingly 


and silently followed. 


They walked out in to the main living area, feet curling against the thick rugs. A hand brushed his hair, tilting 
his eyes up to look at Dave. The younger man looked worried. 


"You okay with this?” 

David nodded. "Fine." 

"And you'll let me know if you're not?" 
"Of course." 


Fingers slid along his jaw, holding his head as warm lips found his in a gentle kiss. "I will never ever do anything 


which makes you uncomfortable." 
He smiled. "I know." 


And then the kiss was broken, spirited away. "Kneel here, head down, and wait. | won't be a minute." 


David did as he was told, cuffed hands resting against his legs. He felt vulnerable and alone and it took all of his 
strength to remind himself that he was in good hands, that he wasn't going to be hurt. And any pain which 


was handed out was meant in love. 


His skin still tingled, cock still rock hard as they toys buzzed around him. He'd expected it to get annoying fast. 
Except that it hadn't. It kept him in heady space, one he didn't want to come out from. 


Collecting the toys, Dave walked back to the living area, pausing to look at the man knelt on the floor. Honey 
coloured hair spilled down his back, head meekly tucked against his chest. Cuffed hands sat in the small of his 
back, fingers still. David seemed relaxed, away in a completely different space. The older man had responded to 


him so willingly it almost scared him. 


Placing the toys on the couch, he knelt in front of David and touched a finger to his chin. Caramel eyes, filled 


with peace, looked at him. 

"Okay?" 

A slow smile tugged at the bassist's lips and he nodded. 

"You can answer me with words." 

"I know," David quietly replied. 

"Good" 

His fingers closed around the clips. "Going to take these off now." 

Another nod from David and carefully he undid them, watching as David hissed, eyes screwed shut. 
"Okay?" 

"Yeah." David's voice was little more than a gasp. 

Picking up the flogger, he took the keys from his pocket and walked behind David. Uncuffing his hands, he 
stroked down the man's arms and gently guiding them in front of him. David shivered beneath his touches, 
leaning back against him. Unable to help himself, he swept the hair from David's shoulders and planted kisses 
against his scarred skin, listening as the older man purred. 

"Like that?" 


"Very much." 


Holding David's hands in front of him, he kissed his way down his lover's spine before finishing at his feet. 


"More later," he quietly said. 

Locking the cuffs back around David's wrists, he instructed him to keep his head forward. Making sure the 
bassist's back was clear of hair, he flicked the flogger against his back, watching as his boyfriend hissed and 
tightened. 

"Okay?" 

David nodded. 


"Gonna give you nine more of those." 


David stayed as he'd been told to, never lifting his head as the leather bit at his skin. No blood was drawn, but 
angry red welts snaked down his back With each lash, David hissed, crying out as the tenth one struck him. 


Dropping the flogger back to the couch, Dave crawled in front of him, lifting David's eyes to his own. His 


caramel eyes were almost black, a small smile playing on his lips. 
"Good?" 


David managed a nod. Giving him a quick kiss, Dave pulled away and picked up the wand. Plugging it in, he gave it 
a quick test and set it to the lowest setting. 


"Gonna wake you up a bit. Want you all nice and feisty." 

David managed something of a chuckle. Touching the end of the wand to the instep of David's feet, he smiled 
as the older man straightened up, eyes snapping wide open. He trembled and groaned, hands clawing at his erect 
cock. 


"No! No touching yourself" 


Carefully he touched it to the other foot, David reacting in exactly the same way. Turning it off, Dave put it 
to one side and picked up the leash. 


"You're going to kneel on the couch for me. Do you think you can stand?" 

Shakily, David got to his feet and allowed himself to be lead to the couch. Resting his knees on the cushions, he 
braced himself against the back, chin resting on his hands. The strip of leather was pulled tight, the collar taut 
against his throat. He liked how it felt, liked how it looked. There was a security in wearing it, knowing that he 


was in safe hands. 


He slumped as the buttplug was removed only to be replaced by wandering fingers. They slid around him, 


holding him tight as a condom was rolled over his cock 


"Don't worry." Warm breath tickled his ear. "Its just because | don't want to have to clean up any mess. Or 


explain any stains to Jamie. Or, even worse, to either of our mothers.” 

Chuckling, David allowed his head to be pulled to one side, soft lips seeking out his own. The kiss was soft, 
quickly deepening as fingers tangled in his hair. Lifting his cuffed hands, he ran his fingers through Dave's silky 
dark hair, trying to draw him closer. His body ached, both from the pain and from the pent up pleasure which 
was just waiting to break. 

"Take me," he murmured, eyes searching dark ones. "Just please." 

Lips and hands disappeared, only to reappear a moment later. He grunted as Dave slid in to him, hands holding 
his hips. For a moment, they waited, David savouring the weight of his lover against his back. When Dave 
finally began to thrust, he howled, cock throbbing against the tight ring. He'd need no encouragement to come, 
his boyfriend pushing him to the edge. Nail raked at his skin, holding him as he leaned against the back of the 
couch. 

"David?" 

"Yeah?" 

"Not gonna-" 

He panted, head against the couch. "s all right." 

The leash was tugged, pulling his head up, and he let himself be roughly kissed, Dave pressing him to open up. 
He did willingly, his lips parting and allowing his lover in, his own tongue sliding over Dave's. Currents of 
electricity flowed over his skin, making him tremble. When Dave's hand closed around his cock, he cried into the 
kiss, the feeling of strong, warm fingers and latex pushing him over the edge. His body shook, hips rocking with 
his orgasm as his lover's free hand slapped against his flanks, encouraging him to move faster. A moment 


later and, with a deep groan, his boyfriend gave one, last deep thrust, coming inside of him. 


Panting, they relaxed against the couch, David's body aching. Resting his head against the back of the seat, he 


looked over his shoulder, taking in his equally exhausted lover. 

Biting his lip, he finally said, "| want you to scar me." 

Dave stopped as he was about to stand up. "Sorry?" 

The look on David's face was one of complete seriousness. "Replace his with yours." 


"I did. My name is on your ass. Anything more than that, no baby. | can't. | won't. Come take a shower with 


me.” Dave kissed his lover and took his hand. 
David was mildly disappointed, even a little ashamed but he understood. 


As Dave lathered his hair for him, David said quietly, "Do you think that makes me fucked up? That | wanted 
you to do that?" 


The younger man's hands stopped and his eyes dropped from David's lathered hair to his eyes. "No, David. | 
don't think that makes you fucked up. | understand why you would ask. But | don't have it in me to do that to 


you and | want you to not need that to know that you're mine and I'm yours. For always." 
"That's what the tattoo is for, right?" 


"Right. And who knows what the future might bring," Dave murmured as he returned his attention to the 


shampooed hair. 


David decided not to ask but he wondered what his boyfriend meant by that. 


Chapter 19 


Spring was coming. It appeared it was done snowing and the sun was trying desperately to warm the city but it 
was still very chilly out. The insurance company finally came through and their agent hand delivered a check to 
cover all the damage to the building and the destroyed toys. David was very thankful to be handing in that 
terrible rental. He was also excited to go car shopping and the pair ended up at the Mercedes dealer. 

"Love Mercedes, don't you?" Dave commented as David's eyes settled on a gorgeous, black SUV. 

The older man grinned and nodded. "Always have." 

"What baby wants, baby gets." His boyfriend shrugged. 

He wound up driving the SUV home alone, leaving Dave to do his own shopping. David wasn't quite sure what 
he'd turn up with, and wasn't sure he wanted to know until Dave actually got home. He had visions of a car 


transporter turning up, loaded with vehicles and an extension being built on top of their current garage. 


Pulling into the partially wrecked garage, David took in the scaffolding which was holding up part of it. His eyes 
drifted beneath it and a grin swept over his face. 


Opening the car door, he jumped out and stared at what was left of the Road King. A note was attached to it. 
We've finished with it, so do what you can, it read Yours, Minneapolis City Police Department. 


He wanted it gone before Dave returned. Wanted it off to the restoration place he'd found. Grabbing his phone, 
he dialled their number. They were expecting his call and offered to send out a truck straight away. 


"How long before it reaches me?" he asked. 

"Twenty, twenty five minutes." 

"Okay, thanks. See you then 

Hanging up, he hit speed dial one, gritting his teeth as he waited for Dave to answer. 
Finally it was. "sup?" 

"Where are you?" 

"On my way back now. Why? Worried?" 


"No, not worried. Can you do me a favour?" 


"Sure." 


Biting his bottom lip, David stared between the bike and the open door. "Can you swing past the supermarket 


and pick up some milk and steak, please?" 

There was a pause before a slow "Riiiggghhtt.." reached his ear. "David?" 

"Yeah?" 

"We own a coffee shop. Our milk is delivered every day. And you're telling me we're out?" 

"Yeah," he said softly. "We had a rush. Lots of people saw all the news coverage. Coming in from miles around" 
"Okay. I'll see you in about thirty minutes. Anything else?" 

"Nope, just get back safe." 

The call was ended and he stared at the bike. He needed something off of it. Something which would never be 
used again. Looking over it, he took in the battered exhaust and smiled. There was no way in hell it would ever 
be reused, the fire having all but destroyed the exterior. Grabbing a tool box, he carefully prised it off and 
placed it to one side. 

There was no way they needed milk. Everything they needed was delivered every day. The exact amounts, 
including what they used up in the living area. Something was wrong. Still, he swung past the supermarket and 
grabbed the wanted milk and steak. It didn't stop him from feeling irritated, the terror of not knowing what 
was going on. Pulling up outside the garage, Dave looked in. Everything was quiet. David's new SUV sat inside and 


that was it. 


Feeling his heart rate pick up, he walked into the coffee house, the shopping bags clutched in one hand. True to 
form, they had enough milk to set up their own dairy. So what was the little fucker up to? 


Jamie just grinned at him from behind the bar. 
"He here, James?" 

Her grin widened and she nodded. 

‘Mute now are we?" 

She flipped him the bird. 


Leaning on the bar, Dave levelled his gaze with her. "What's he up to?" 


"Trust me," she finally said, her elbow resting on the bar, chin in her hand, eyes level with his own. "If | told 
you, he'd fire me." 


"He cheating?" 


She laughed. "Yeah fuckin’ right! Welcome to Minnesota, the state where everyone knows you're having an 


affair before you do. Besides.” She looked him up and down. "I'm sure he couldn't do much better than you." 
"That a compliment?" 

She shrugged. "Take it or leave it. Up to you." 

"Where is he?" 

"Dude, you LIVE here! How about going upstairs and actually having a look?!" 

He couldn't help but laugh and pushed himself upright. Walking upstairs, he called David's name. 

"Couch." 

He was sitting there, laptop on his knees, looking at something. "Ah, it's just been checked in," he said. 
"What has?" 


Dropping the bags to the floor, he joined David on the couch, staring at the computer screen. All that was 
there was an email. David leaned away and picked something up. 


"Recognise this?" 
"Yeah, it's the exhaust off the bike. What about it?" 


David's grin just widened. "You know | told you it was going to be rebuilt? The rest of it got picked up. It's off 


at the restoration place right now. They're going to reclaim what they can and rebuild it exactly how it was." 
"Wait. You sent the bike to be restored? But it was destroyed. Totaled. | mean there was nothing left of it” 
"There was enough left of it" 


Dave stood up and raked his fingers through his hair. He began to pace the room, back and forth in front of 
David. 


"Should Um, Dave. Did you not want me to do that?" David asked in a worried whisper. 


His boyfriend stopped pacing directly in front of him and stood with his hands on his hips. He sniffled once and 


raised a finger to the corner of his eye. 

"David, | | mean, you knew what that bike meant to me." 

The older man lowered his head. He really thought he was doing a good thing. He thought Dave would want that 
bike back. Sure, there'd be a lot of new parts but the heart of the bike was still there and it would look 
exactly the same. 

‘| really love you," Dave said softly. 

"But | fucked up. I'm sorry.” 

"Fucked up? How? No! David, I'm so fucking touched that you would think to do that for me." The singer fell to 
his knees beside the coffee table, he pulled one of David's knees open and slid between them. "You are so 
thoughtful and | love you so much. Thank youl" The man wound his arms around David's waist and pushed his 


head against his lover's stomach. 


David breathed a sigh of relief and wound his fingers in that soft chocolate hair. "You're welcome, lover. 


Anything for you. Anything at all" 

"How long's it gonna take?" 

The older man laughed. “It's too cold to ride now anyway" 
"But how long long?" 


"Six to eight weeks, minimum. Hey?" David tugged on his hair to pull him back and look at his face. "What did 
you buy?" 


The younger man simply grinned. 

He tightened his grip causing Dave to wince. "What. Did. You. Buy?" 

"A car" 

"Dave." David gritted his teeth and gave the man a threatening glare. 

"What? It's just a car!" But he was already grinning so David knew it was not "just" a car. 


"Stand up. Come on, show me." 


Dave still held that shit eating grin on his face as he led his boyfriend down the stairs, into the garage. 
"Dave," the older man groaned. 


"What?! It was cheaper than that baby." Dave pointed at David's new SUV. "And this is gonna be a lot more 
fun!" 


"A black Camaro convertible?" 

"A ‘61 It's as old as me! And isn't she pretty?" Dave lovingly stroked the fender. 
"So you bought a car you can drive only five months out of the year?" 

"David, she's so pretty! Be nice to her. She's sensitive." 

| bet she is. She looks like a diva. Where the fuck did you find this, anyway?" 


"The guy who owned the Mercedes dealer had it for a while. Wanted to give it to his son but his son 
preferred a brand new Mercedes to this lovely lady. David, look at the white racing stripes. Hot, right?" 


"Oh, yeah" And he rolled his eyes. 


"Look under the hood. If this doesn't get you hard, you probably don't have a pulse" Dave giggled as he 
unlatched the hood and gently raised it. Underneath was a shiny chrome and red engine. "It's got a three 
hundred and fifty horsepower, 350 eight cylinder with a rebuilt Muncie four speed manual transmission. The 
intake is aluminium and it has a Holley carburettor." He was pointing at various parts under the hood. "The dual 
exhaust has coated headers and flow masters. And look at the pretty chrome wheels. The interior is black 
vinyl without one scratch or rip or crack And, since he was gonna give it to his son, he installed two amps and 
two subwoofers plus all aftermarket head and speakers. David, | love you but she gets me hard, | can't lie.” 
The dark haired man leaned his pelvis into the grill and thrust against it a few times. 


"I hope the two of you will be very happy together.” 


"Awww!" The younger man giggled and with a tender touch, he lowered the hood of the car. "Don't be jealous. 


You can drive her whenever you want 

"Id rather drive you" 

"Whenever you want. Ool Fuck me right here on the hood!" Dave raised a knee on top of it 
David laughed and shook his head 


As the pair entered the shop and David turned to pick up two mugs, his lover said, "You know l'm not done 


shopping yet, right?" 

"You are!" 

Finished shopping? Absolutely not! You should see what's coming next." 
David raised an eyebrow. "You?" 

"Probably." 

"So what are you getting?" 

"That's for me to know and you to find out." 

"Dave!" 


The younger man just grinned at him and David huffed. Putting his coffee back on the bar, he wound his arms 


around the younger man's waist and gave him the gentlest of kisses. 
"Tell me." 
"No." 


He pouted, head tilted back to look at his lover. "Please." 


Dave just grinned at him. 


Bed seemed like a welcome relief and, curled beneath the blankets, he gently petted the younger man, listening 
as he purred softly. Yet, for some reason, Dave didn't seem fully relaxed. He'd seemed more edgy than normal, 
as though he were holding back, and the thought scared David. 

Balling the dark hair into his hand, David murmured, "Are you okay?" 

"Kinda." 


"Kinda how?" 


Dave pulled away, looking at David with dark doe eyes. The older man felt his heart plummet as he looked into 
them. Reaching out, he brushed the hair from his lover's face. 


"Dave?" 


His boyfriend took a deep breath, eyes closing. "There's stuff from Taylor's that | need to tell you." 

David kept up the gentle stroking, never wanting to break the contact, knowing that something was wrong. 
"You can say them. | won't judge you." 

His voice was soft when he spoke, "David, he raped me." 


"What?!" David screeched. And then immediately caught himself. "I'm sorry. Sorry. Go on" And he stroked his 
boyfriend's head softer, gentler than he was. 


"| was just a fucking idiot, thinking going back there was a good idea anyway." 


"Don't do that, baby. You did what you thought was the best option. You were not an idiot. And certainly, him 


forcing himself on you was not your fault.” 


"| just didn't think it through. | didn't even consider having to sleep with him to convince him | was back. And 
the first time, | thought, ‘okay, I'm just gonna fuck him. Its not gonna mean anything. Just what | gotta do: 
David, | swear it didn't mean a thing!" 


"I know, baby. It's okay." 


"The day you rescued me, all day long, we'd been fighting. | would get an upper hand and I'd scream at him to 
admit it. And then, somehow, I'd find myself under him and we'd be punching and wrestling and I'd scream and 
he'd scream. | remember grabbing at his hair and just ripping it out in clumps. And | don't know if it was 
because | hurt him real bad doing that but when | looked into his eyes, what | saw scared the shit out of me. 
They were blank. There was no hurt or anger or fire in them. Nothing. | knew | had to get out of there then 
There was no telling what he was capable of doing. | don't think Taylor was even there anymore. | tried so hard 
to throw him off of me, | swear | did But hands that seemed more like claws were ripping my clothes away 
from my body and | found myself pinned to the floor. | struggled and screamed until | couldn't find the 
strength anymore. It hurt like no pain I'd ever felt before." 


David knew that feeling all too well and to know the one he loved more than anything in the world had gone 
through it tore his heart open. "Shh." He clutched Dave tighter and coved gently in his ear. "Don't say anymore, 


love. I'm here. | will hold you and love you and take care of you." 


"| just want to get it all out. You know, it's odd. There was a long time when | wanted nothing more than to 


know and understand what you went through. Funny, right? Be careful what you wish for..." 


David flinched at those words and wasn't sure how to react to them. So he simply continued stroking Dave and 


pressing his lips to the man's neck and cheek 


"| just laid there and let him finish. | thought the fact that | stopped struggling would piss him off. But, like | 
said, Taylor was long gone. | don't know who or what had replaced him but that wasn't the man | once knew and 


loved" 


"l used to think that, too," David said quietly. "But he was there. It was just a side of him you may never have 
seen before. But make no mistake. It was him that did that to you. Saying it wasn't, saying something had taken 


him over? That's offering him sympathy and excuses he doesn't deserve." 

‘lm sorry, David" It was barely a whisper. 

"You have absolutely nothing to be sorry for." He hugged the younger man closer, clinging to him as though he 
may float away. "What happened wasn't your fault. Itll never be your fault. You may beat yourself up, but 
don't. I'll always be here. And" He sighed, body shuddering as he tried to contain the tears. "We didn't have to 
do anything. We don't have to do that until you're comfortable." 


"| wanted to do it though! And | don't want to stop doing it. Fuck, | don't even want to trivialize it as "it". | want 


to be with you in every way. | don't want that to stop. | want to feel you, want to know you're here." 
David's mind rolled back to the therapy sessions, to the books he'd read, the websites he'd visited. Different 
people responded in different ways. While he'd locked himself away, other people responded by looking for 
affection. Some became so desperate that they turned to one night stands or prostitution 


The tears finally came, his body shaking as he held his boyfriend. "Ill be here," he murmured between sobs. 


‘Im never going anywhere. And whatever you need or want, you get" 
"David?" 

"Yeah?" 

Rubbing his eyes, he looked down into grief stricken dark ones. 


"| want you." 


David didn't sleep. Instead, he lay awake, his arms around Dave, holding the younger man tightly. His fingers 
whispered over dark hair, smoothing it out, while he pressed gentle kisses to his lover's head. It shouldn't have 
happened. Should never have happened. To think that he'd experienced all that David had gone through tore him 


apart. He'd never have wished it upon another. 


In the dead of night, he quietly sang, a silent prayer to the sleeping, 


"Close your eyes and I'll close mine, 
Good night, sleep tight. 

Now the moon begins to shine, 
Good night, sleep tight. 

Dream sweet dreams for me, 


Dream sweet dreams for you.” 


The tears came and went, making him cling tighter to Dave. Never wanted to let him go. Never wanted to give 
up. Yet he wondered if it would have happened anyway? If he hadn't suddenly turned up in the younger man's 
life, would it have happened? Had it been been given out because of what David went through, a way to turn 
the dark haired man in to a broken spirit? "Broken goods" as others had said. David sincerely hoped not. 


Finally the sun began to rise and, exhausted, he slipped from the bed. Cookies needed baking, breakfast needed 


making and, sooner or later, someone would be wanting breakfast. 


Pressing a final kiss to Dave's head, he whispered, "You're strong, and this isn’t going to kill you. Know that I'l 
walk with you forever." 


The older man was surprised to find Dave awake and in the shower when he returned upstairs with coffee. He 
was hardly ever awake this early anymore and it had become one of David's favorite past times, coming to 
wake the man up with coffee and a kiss. He appreciated the fact that their roles had reversed. 


Chapter 80 


Author's Notes: 
Still more apologies about not replying to comments quicker. Life\'s still really hectic but once it slows down, 


I'll get on to replying to them. Thank you so much for reading and keeping up! We really appreciate it! :) 


The bathroom door opened and his boyfriend stepped into the bedroom, naked, running a towel over his hair. 
"Hey." David smiled. 

‘Oh, hey! Good morning." 

"You're up early. What's up?" 

"Taking a little road trip today. Wanna go?" 

"Where?" 

"Well, first we're going to stop and see Elliot and then we're going to Sioux Falls." 
"What is in Sioux Falls and you know that's like four hours away from here, right?" 
"Yep. That's why l'm up early." 

"Dave, what is in Sioux Falls." 

"Um, gotta pick up something." 

"David Eric Grohl" 


"Gotta pick up something, | really want you to come with me but if you don't, that's okay, too." He threw his 
towel at David and sashayed his naked ass into the closet, whistling on the way. 


"lll come if you tell me what we're picking up." 


"Candyappler edtwothousandnineHarleyDavidsonTriGlideUltraClassic," Dave said so quickly that David wasn't sure 
he picked it up. 


"Come again?" 


"A new three wheel. In red. Well, new to us, anyway." 

"Dave!" 

'| told you | wasn't finished shopping. We still need another car, too. | need something to drive in the winter." 
"We have the truck to drive in the winter." 

"Your Mercedes." 

"Yeah." 

"I want something to drive in the winter." 

"Our Mercedes." 


Dave smiled. "I love you but this is a battle you will not win" He pulled on a pair of jeans and threw a t-shirt 
over his head. "Oh, and David?" 


"What?" The older man glared at him. 

"Um, what we talked about last night? | would really appreciate it if you never brought it up again. l'm fine, 
really. l'm glad | told you and got it out in the open but | don't need to like, visit a counselor or anything. Its 
done and over with and | really want to move on. With you." 


The older man stood, speechless. His heart was twisted in a knot. 


The dark haired man pulled a pair of socks from his dresser, grabbed his boots, and grinned at David when he 
brushed past him, back into the bedroom. 


It always came back to bite people in the ass. David knew that all too well. A couple of months down the line, 
or a couple of years, and it all flooded back, making you feel inadequate and useless. In those moments, the cold 
dark moments of the attack, everything was stripped away, torn from the person and flung to the farthest 
reaches of the universe. He hated thinking that it may come back to hurt the one he loved, but he knew he 
had to be prepared. 

Prepping two travel mugs of coffee, David kept an eye out as he called Alice. 

"Can | make an appointment with you?" he asked softly. 


"Sure. How's tomorrow at three? | know your lunch time rush will be over by then" 


"That would be great, thanks." 


"How are you doing, David?" 

"Not good. But I'll tell you tomorrow. Is that okay?" 

"That's fine. I'll see you Tomorrow at three.” 

Hanging up, he picked up the coffees and swiped a few demo CD's which had been left for him. They'd been 
sitting by the CD player for weeks, waiting for him to give them a listen It was strange what people still sent 
them, even though neither of them had expressed an interest in going back in to the music industry. Sure, 


they liked jamming. But actually going back in to it? It made David shudder. Yet, along with it came an idea. 


Walking out to the car, he rested the two mugs on top of the SUV and looked around, sighing when Dave 
whistled at him. Grinning, he turned around and looked at the Camaro. 


"So you're going to let me drive your beloved car back, are you?" 
"Good point” Dave moved to get out. 


Laughing, David rolled his eyes and walked over to the car, pushing the driver's door shut. "Just in case you've 


forgotten, I've got a few more years experience on you, oh young Jedi. Get back in" 
"You totalled the sedan!" 


"| dented it! It was fine. Now shut up and drive. I'll take care of your girlfriend on the way home." 


Soft radio friendly rock flowed from the car's speakers. Scowling, he ejected the CD and tossed it in the back. 
"Next!" 

"And what the hell was wrong with that one?" David jokingly demanded, 

"Boring." 

"Yeah, only ‘cause you've done that genre to death." 


The scowl stayed in place and he glared at David, watching as the older man sank down in to the passenger 


seat, trying to control his laughter. 


"What?! Its true! Whenever you guys had a new album out it was all over the radio. Used to hear the same 


song nine times an hour." 


"So change the station?" 


"| did. Same song, only ten times an hour." David managed to contain himself for a few seconds, teeth sinking 


into his lower lip. "Okay, I'm sorry. | shouldn't tease like that. For the record, you know | enjoy your stuff” 
"And when did you ever get played on the radio?" 


From the corner of his eye, he watched David shrug. "We didn't play for that audience. Okay, I've hurt your 
feelings and I'm sorry." A hand crept to his thigh. "I'll make it up to you later.” 


At that, his ears pricked and he gave the bassist a sideways glance. "Promise?" 


"Abso-fuckin'-lutely. Your call. Dinner, movie, night in, midnight walk round the crappy little pond we call a lake, 
me naked and screaming your name. Whatever you want to do, we'll do it" 


"Really?" 

"Yes, really. Hand on heart, promise that it'll happen 

He was burying what had happened and he knew he was. Trying to paste on the happy face and pretend 
everything was okay. It was okay. They were off to pick up a new bike while listening to peoples demos and 
debating whether any of them would ever make it. There was good coffee, and there had been cookies. They'd 
grab some lunch in Sioux Falls, pick up the bike and come home. Then there'd be fun times. Happy times. Times 
to erase the memory. 

"Had an idea though." David slid his feet on to the dash. 


Dave snapped his fingers at the older man. "Feet! Off!" 


A look of mock shock was tossed his way, the feet remaining firmly planted on the beautiful, pristine 
dashboard. "Did you just snap your fingers at me?!" 


He couldn't help but chuckle. "I did. And unless you want punishing, you'll take your feet off there right now. | 


don't know where they've been!" 
"Punishing how?!" David wriggled further into the seat, booted feet pointing toward the windshield. 
"Like cleaning this car in and out. And not a quick flick with the vacuum. Properly. Like until | like it properly.” 


David was chuckling as he slid back, feet landing back in the seat-well. Warm breath brushed over Dave's 
cheek before a kiss was planted against his skin "You know I'd clean it for you, right? Properly clean it" 


When Dave hit the highway, he opened the car up and she didn’t disappoint. He had her screaming at IIO miles 
per hour when David smacked his arm. 


"Dave!" 

"Just testing." 

His boyfriend gave him a glare as he picked another disc from the pile. 

"Polkadot Cadaver," he giggled. 

"What?" 

David flashed him the cover of one of the demos. "Name of this band." 

"Cool name at least. Pop it in, let's listen" 

"Cool name, huh?" 

Dave grinned and winked. 

They listened for a couple songs and David noticed Dave's head bobbing along. 

"What's this song called?" 

"Slaughterhouse Striptease." David read from the CD cover. He laughed and shook his head. 
‘| like them. Sort of a prog metal, a little like System OF A Down" 

"Yeah, | can hear that." David read some more. “Hey, they're from Maryland. Rockville." 
"Sweet! | might email them." 


Dave pulled the car into the farm. Sitting in front of the house was Elliot's truck with a flatbed trailer 
attached. 


"Wait..you never planned on riding the new bike back?" 
"Fuck no. It's still too cold for that." 
"But | do still get to drive her, right?" 


Dave smirked. "Sure, as soon as you admit you like her.” 


"Okay, | MIGHT like her a little." 
‘Its a start" 


Back on the road in the truck, David drove for a little while. Once they arrived in Sioux Falls, they used the 
GPS to find the address of the garage that had the bike. 


A large, fat man in overalls, chewing on a toothpick, met them when they pulled up. He eyed the pair 


suspiciously making David nervous. When he recognized Dave, he finally broke into a wide grin 

"Mister Dave fucking Grohl. Look at you." 

"Bernie?" 

"One and only! | didn't believe it was really gonna be you." 

"Here | am. You know my partner, David, right?" 

"I do. Nice to meet you." 

"You too, Bernie." David smiled and shook the large, meaty hand that was offered. 

"Show me the baby, Bernie." Dave rubbed his hands together. 

"Come with me." 

Inside the garage, there she sat. Gorgeous, shiny red paint with chrome wheels, pipes and carb. The tires 
looked brand new, as did the leather seats. The windshield was flawless. The engine was 1680 cc and had only 
8000 miles on it. Dave walked around her, kicked a tire, fingered the leather, opened the storage case on the 
back. Then he took off his sunglasses and put on his reading glasses. He crouched down and poked and inspected 
the engine. David watched him and couldn't help but feel his heart swell and his pants tighten slightly. He smiled 
to himself. Okay, so what? Watching his boyfriend inspect his new toy was a turn-on 


“Take her for a little ride, Bernie?" Dave asked as he stood and switched his glasses again. 


The keys were tossed to him. "Knock yourself out. But you know the rules. You scratch her, you pay." 


She drove like a dream, the engine purring like a cat. The open expanse of the road called to him, sang to his 
soul. But, as tempting as it was, there was no way he'd make it back the four hours without freezing. Pulling 
back in to the yard, he killed the engine and looked around. Bernie and David were standing beside the car, deep 


in conversation. Both clasped mugs, steam rising from them. 
"One for me?" he called 


"There might be." David pushed himself away from the car. "Have you made your mind up? Are we taking Lady 
Red or not?" He nodded to the bike. 


It took the younger man all of two seconds to reach for his wallet. When the bill was settled Dave got his 
coffee, leaving David holding it while they strapped the bike top the trailer. Suspiciously, he took the mug from 
David, giving him a long, sideways glance. 


"Have you spat in this, Ellefson?" 


A mischievous grin tugged at the older man's lips. "And what if | have? Not like you haven't swapped spit with 


me before." 
"Done anything else in it?" 
"Not like you haven't swapped that with me either.’ 


"Oooo you're a mean one." Wrapping his hands around the mug, Dave shivered. There was definitely still a chill 


in the air, the winter still trying to bite back "You were right about this place." 
"What's that?" 
"Cold. Fuckin’ cold" 


An arm wrapped around his waist, cold fingers working beneath his clothes. "Well, you know where to come to 


when you're cold. I'll warm you up." 
Once the title was in hand and the bike was strapped to the trailer, the boys were back on the road. 


Dave sat in the passenger seat, sipping his coffee. "Mmm garage coffee. So fucking good. I'm gonna be bouncing 
off the walls, you know." 


"This is different, how?" 
"| need a new helmet. So do you." 
"I've got a big, swollen purple one for you." 


Dave nearly spat out his coffee. "David!" 


The older man merely smirked as he kept his eyes on the road before them. The younger man shrugged his 
shoulders, chugged the rest of his coffee and then put the mug in the cup holder on the dash. He unbuckled 


his seat belt and leaned toward his man. 

"Whip it out." 

"No! It's still daylight and these windows are not tinted." 

"You suggested it. Put up or shut up, Ellefson" 

David looked at the highway ahead of them, at the traffic around him and finally decided, fuck it. He's certainly 
been a lot kinkier with his boyfriend in the past so why not? He took the wheel with his left hand and settled 
deeper into the bench seat. He slowed down a bit and set the cruise control to sixty-five MPH. And then, using 
his right hand, he pulled his hoodie up onto his stomach and popped the button on his jeans. Slowly, the zipper 
went down and he was about to slide his hand into his pants when his boyfriend batted it away. 

"Mine." 

"Ahh, | don't believe you," David sighed as Dave's wet mouth closed over the head of David's limp dick 

"Man, there is so much room in this truck!" a voice from David's crotch said. 

"Shut up and make this quick." The older man used a hand on Dave's head to push him back down onto his cock. 
It was quick. Dave made serious business about sucking dick. He worked the shaft aggressively with his lips 
while he kept a hand in David's pants, toying with his balls. David gritted his teeth and hissed, both hands now 
gripping the steering wheel hard. 

"Shit! Dave! Oh, fuck!" His hips rose off the seat and a hot string of come shot into the back of Dave's throat. 
The singer sat up, wiped his mouth and smiled. "Good?" 

"Every damn time." He used a knee to steer the truck while he fixed his pants. "Come here, baby." 

"Aw, isn't this cute?" Dave giggled as he slid his butt across the seat and snuggled against his boyfriend's side. 
'| love you. You're my best friend” 

"Don't get mushy on mel" Dave playfully slapped his lover's thigh. 

David grinned and kissed Dave's head but the grin faded fast as he turned his attention to the road. Something 


wasn't quite right. It appeared Dave was increasingly becoming less and less receptive to any heartfelt 
sentiment David tried to convey. 


At the farm, the pair ate a late lunch with Francis before getting back on the road. David drove the Camaro 
behind Dave in the truck. A quick drop off of the bike in the garage and back they went to the farm to give 
Elliot his truck back. 

"Might wash that seat," Dave giggled when he handed the keys back back to his "brother-in-law." 

Elliot stared at him. "You did not!" 

"Did" 

"Dave!" 

"Your brother's idea" 


"For fuck's sake," Elliot hissed. "Can you two cool it for five minutes? Geez" 


Dave just grinned back. 


Chapter 8l 


Back at the shop, David left his boyfriend to tend to his new babies, a spark of happiness in his heart. Maybe 
it was what he needed? Something to take his mind off everything for a while. He hoped that they would help 
ease whatever was going on in his boyfriend's head. 

"Let it roll," he murmured. "Let it go." 

Afternoon rolled in to evening and David finally gave up. Slinking in to the garage, he leaned against the door 
frame and smiled. Dave sat amid a pool of tools, carefully looking over everything. He felt the familiar 
tightening in his stomach and groin again. 

"Still want to go out for dinner?" He asked. 

Dave's head shot up, a grin on his face. "Thought you'd never ask! Let me get cleaned up." 

He took a shower and dressed while he waited for his boyfriend. Making sure his wallet was in his back pocket, 
David took a last look at himself in the mirror and smiled. Tight black jeans clung to his legs while a tailored 


shirt was draped around his torso. He looked, in his opinion, great. 


Dave emerged from the closet in a pair of dark blue jeans and a red button down shirt under a black jacket. He 


also pulled his hair back into a ponytail that sat at the nape of his neck 

"Oh," David murmured as he stood up. 

"Good?" Dave asked. 

"Real good! 

"Feed me a nice, big steak and you might get you some later: 

"Only might?" 

"Do you think I'm easy?" 

"Yep" The older man grinned and fidgeted with the collar on Dave's jacket. "You look good enough to eat" 
"Turn around for me?" 


David did as requested, even giving his ass a little wiggle in the process. Two large hands landed on it and 
squeezed. The shorter man leaned back, into his boyfriend and purred. 


"Mmm, | love you." 
"Yep! Come on, I'm starving!" And Dave backed away, ducking past David for the door. 


He said nothing but his brow scrunched in frustration. David followed his lover down into the garage. When 


Dave walked toward the Camaro, he clucked. 
"Mercedes, Grohl. Now." 

"But look at her!" 

"Yeah, | know. She's hot. Get in the damn car." 


Once in the SUV, buckled up and ready to go, Dave smirked, "I love it with you're stern with me and boss me 
around. Fucking hot!" 


"We'll see how much you like it later." 


They sat in a booth tucked away beside the window. A candle flickered at the heart of the table, casting an 
image on the window. Chin in hand, Dave watched as the night crept in, cars and people passing. A shiver ran 
down his spine. 

"Okay?" 

Catching his attention, he turned to look at David. "Yeah. Yeah. Fine." 

The other man frowned a little, eyebrows knotting together. "Sure?" 


Dave gave him his largest, happiest smile. "Absolutely." 


At that, the bassist seemed to relax a little, sinking back in to his seat. It was his turn to gaze out of the 


window, eyes following whatever was happening outside. 

"Been thinking," he finally said. 

"About?" 

David's eyes snapped back to his own. "The local music scene. We've always had a great scene around here. | 


want to do something for it" His hands clenched and unclenched, a smile chasing away whatever had been in 


his mind. "Want to get stuck in, you know. Do something really fun 


The sudden bout of enthusiasm from his boyfriend began to chase away his own dark thoughts and he leaned 
a little closer, taking in the sparkle which danced through the other man's eyes. "What's going through your 
mind, David?" 

The smile broke in to a grin. "Block party.’ 

"Block party? Sounds like an awesome idea" 

"Yeah. | mean, we probably couldn't shut down ours. Although.." David's eyes drifted, teeth chewing at his lower 
lip. "I'll speak to the city council, see what they say. They may authorise it. | don't know. But wouldn't it be 
cool?! We could have a bunch of bands playing, barbecue-" 

"Oh, l'm so in charge of that!" 

"Hey! You're getting on stage to play!" 

"Nothing to say | can't cook beforehand!" 

Seeing David laugh warmed Dave, helped to erase the darkness which had been creeping in He wanted to keep it 
hidden, for David's sake more than anything. The bassist had dealt with so much over the past year, having 
his life exposed for all to see. Dealing with his crisis wasn't high on David's agenda, and anything to help forget 


about was a welcome relief. 


Their meals were placed in front of them, slabs of prime cut beef dripping in their own juices. Grabbing the 
cutlery, Dave dug in. "Any other ideas you're hiding from me?" 


"Hiding?" David repeated. 
"Yeah, hiding." 


"Like what?" David asked, stalling. He wondered if his boyfriend somehow overheard him talking to Alice because 
he couldn't think what else Dave could be talking about?" 


"You tell me." 
"You're acting weird. What's wrong?" David put his fork down and gave Dave a level stare. 


"Nothing's wrong. | just know you and | feel like you're waiting around for me to fall apart. It's not gonna 


happen. l'm fine." 
"Are you, though? When's the last time you told me you loved me?" 


"| don't know, yesterday?" 


"You don't know." 
"Look, what are you implying here, David?" 


"Just saying | can see you keeping yourself distracted and distanced and | don't like it. I'm worried. You know, 
l'm not doubting that you're handling the best you can, which is probably a lot better than me. You're strong, 
you're confident and you're stable. That's all great. But something is happening inside of you and | see it. | don't 
know what it is but | want it to stop before it really hurts you because seeing you hurting kills me." 


"| don't mean to hurt you, you know that. And | am handling. Please just let me handle it the way | need to. 


Give me a little time." 
"| will. | will give you a little time and a little space but don't take it and put it between us, okay?" 


Gazing at his food, Dave nodded. David's words hit home, painfully getting under his skin. Part of him wanted to 
get angry with the bassist. But all of it was overridden by the knowledge that David was just doing what he did 
best; caring. It was understandable that he was going to be worried. Understandable that he'd want to help, and 
that he was going to get upset. Part of him wished he'd kept the attack a secret and gone on just how they'd 
been. Mostly he was thankful it was out in the open. Sharing the knowledge with someone who'd gone through 


the same was a relief. 


Placing his fork on the table, Dave stretched a hand across it and took one of David's in his own. His 


boyfriend's face was still lined with worry, eyes filled with the ache of sadness. 


"I will never ever let it come between us," he said softly. "We've fought too hard and too long for that to 
happen" 


David nodded, his fingers finally closing around Dave's. Bending his head, the older man placed a kiss to their 
joined hands before briefly resting his cheek against them. 


Ill always love you," David said. 


"| know." 


Pressed against the wall of the coffee house, David grunted as hands fought with his clothes, his boyfriend's 
head buried against his shoulder, lips and teeth attacking his throat. The emotions of the moment spiralled 
through him, the pleasure already building. 


"Want you," was hissed in his ear. "Want you so bad" 


Panting, he nodded, one hand stroking through dark hair as the other yanked Dave's jeans down. Kicking his own 
off, David bared his teeth and pushed himself up against the wall, his legs going around the younger man's 
waist. 

Tangling a hand in Dave's hair, he hissed, "Do it. Fuck me." 

He cried out when Dave entered him, the pain burning. Clinging to his boyfriend, he rocked with him, quiet 
grunts rumbling from his chest. Despite the burning, despite the roughness, he still felt the knot begin to 
tighten in his stomach. It roared through him, his cock painfully hard. 


One hand held his ass up, supporting him as another plunged between their bodies and stroked his cock for him. 


David's hands were wrapped around his lover's neck, holding on as he was roughly driven into. 
"Dave..Dave..Dave.." he panted, hurdling closer and closer to the brink of ecstasy. 

His moans were met with growling, teeth still lashed at his throat. 

"Please." 

"Take it” The other grunted against the damp skin of his neck. 

Just before David fell off the edge of the earth, he took two tight handfuls of Dave's hair and yanked hard, 
causing the younger man to howl in pain David joined in the howl as his orgasm was almost intensely painful. 
Which meant it was incredibly blissful. And now he just held on and took whatever Dave had to dish out until 
he screamed again and exploded inside of David. As his thrusting slowed, he staggered backwards, falling limply 
from his lover. His eyes were dazed, his hair messily falling from his ponytail to be stuck against his neck and 
cheeks. The man collapsed to his knees and dropped his face into his hands. Sobbing. David stood against the 
wall and watching in horror as his boyfriend sobbed. 

"Dave, my darling, please." David uttered and took a step forward on wobbly legs. 


"I hurt you. Oh, David, I'm so sorry!" Now he howled as he fell to his side and curled in a ball. 


David fell on the floor beside his lover and took him in his arms. He rocked him gently and kissed his temple. 


"Shhh. Baby, please don't cry. You didn't hurt me. Darling, I'm okay. Its okay." 


"I hurt you the way | would have hurt him and | feel like complete shit. Baby, please forgive me. | will never, 
ever do that to you again 


"Stop, my baby. It's okay. If | didn't want you to do it, | would have stopped you. | promise | would have. We 
needed that. Both of us. You needed that release." 


Dave sniffled and straightened. He wiped his eyes and stared at David. "No more. No more of that. If we want 


it rough, that's one thing but that wasn't making love. That was just wanting to hurt and | am so ashamed of 
myself." 


David chuckled. "Hey. Do you hear yourself right now? So we fucked and it was rough. | trust you. | trust you." 
He shrugged. 


Dave gripped the older man's shoulders tightly and pulled him into a long hug. "I love you. | love you so fucking 


much and | know | fucked up. l'm so sorry!" 

"Stop apologizing, Dave. You didn't fuck up anything. You handled things the best you could. I'm glad | was here 
to help you. Now," He pushed Dave back to look at his face. "| made an appointment with Alice for tomorrow 

afternoon. | was going to go by myself to ask for advice on how to help you. If you want to come with me, | 

really think that's be a good thing.’ 

"You..you were going to tell her.about me?" Dave scowled and slowly stood up. 


"Only to find out the best way to help you." 


"You did help me. Everything you've done so far has helped me. | don't think you need to tell someone else 


about it" 


"She's a professional, Dave. She isn't going to judge you. Hell, I've told her everything I've been through and she 


hasn't passed a single judgment on me." 
"That's you." 


"Oh. Is that what this is about? This shit should happen to someone like me but no, never to someone like you. 


Never to someone so strong and stable.” 

"No, | mean if you're comfortable telling her about yourself, that's one thing. 

"Dave, |." 

Dave raked his fingers through his hair and exhaled. Then he offered a hand to David to help him stand, “I'm a 
dick | just cant stop thinking that | should have stopped him. | could have, there must have been a way and | 


didn't think of it. | didn't do anything.’ 


"Could have, should have, would have. You will beat yourself to death if you keep thinking that way. Thats the 
first thing you need to stop doing." 


"And the second and the third?" 


"Second thing you need to stop doing is keeping it inside. And the third thing you need to stop doing is 


apologizing to me. I'm not the fragile little thing you met nine months ago. Trust me, you can lean on me and | 


will not let you down." 


Dressing himself, he carefully rearranged his boyfriend's clothes and tugged on his hand. "Come on, shower and 


bed." 
Dark eyes sadly watched him and David grinned. "Don't make me get bossy." 


Arms held him tight, nose buried in his hair. Soft snores drifted by his ear. David wanted to sleep but, again, it 
was eluding him. Stretching a little, he yawned and reached a hand behind himself and stroked Dave's head. No, 

this wouldn't break them apart. They were stronger than that now. They'd taken on the world and won several 

times. It had all been another ploy, whether directly or indirectly, to push them apart. 


Chapter 82 


Morning came all too soon and David wandered back down to the kitchen. Sleep had come although he still felt 


exhausted. Concentrating on the baking, he didn't hear anyone walk in. 


Arms looped around is waist and a kiss was pressed to the back his neck. The surprise rocked him, his voice 


coming out as a strangled cry as he tried to fight them 
"Hts mel" was laughed in his ear. 

Swinging around, he glared at the younger man "One day... One day.” 

"One day you'll what?" 

He held up the dirty spatula he'd been using. "One day I'll spatula you to death" 

"Really?!" Dave grinned 

"Yes, really. What are you doing up this early?" 

Dave looked past him and into the shop. David's eyes followed and saw the bright sunlight. 
"If you get a cold you'll get no sympathy from me.” 

Dave just grinned and the older man rolled his eyes. "Gol Ride! Just listen to my warning!" 
He was grabbed in a hug, arms holding him. Dave gazed down at him. “I love you. Really | do." 


Stroking his hands along the younger man's jaw, David gently kissed him. "I love you too." 


Around 2:30, David picked up a travel mug and filled it. Business was slow. Jamie was propped up by the bar, 
eyes gazing at something far, far away. Bill and Simon were making a game out of cleaning up the tables and 


chairs. 


"Hey, you guys are doing such a great job there, you can continue into the kitchen and up into the loft if you 
so desire," he told them. "There's an extra hundred bucks in it for you." 


"Wait, a hundred bucks to clean your already spotless loft? I'll do it!" Jamie snapped from her daydream. 


"Too late, | offered it to these two." The man grinned. "I'll be back in maybe two hours or so. Remember, we 


got the group in at seven tonight." 

"| know!" 

Dave had been gone for over seven hours. David had no idea where he went or what he was doing. He was 
mildly worried but after last night's discussion, he trusted his partner was doing what he had to do to get 
things sorted. He was seatbelted into his SUV and had just hit the button to raise the garage door when he 
heard the rumble of the bike. It pulled in beside him and David lowered his window. 

"Just going to see Alice?" Dave asked as he pulled his helmet and sunglasses off. 

"Yep, on my way out." 

"Mind if 1?" And he gestured toward the passenger seat of the SUV. 

David's face lit up into a smile. "I don't mind at all. Sure you want to?" 

"Yeah, l'm sure. It's what you want, right?" 


| want my baby to be one hundred percent, no matter how he gets back there." 


"Let's go." 


"Well, this is a surprise. Hello, Dave. A real pleasure to finally meet you. David, nice to see you again. Please, sit 


down, make yourselves comfortable." 


David opted for the sofa this time, instead of sitting and playing with the dog. Dave sat next to him and 


immediately sought out his hand. The older man took it and gave his lover a smile. 
"You've seen the news, l'm sure," David began. 

| have. That was a very harrowing ordeal, Dave, l'm sure." 

"It was," the younger man offered quietly. 

"Are you okay now? Seems the bruises are slowly healing. 

"Mostly." 


"How can | help?" she asked 


Dave glanced at his boyfriend, who smiled and gave a nod. "On the last day, the day that David saved me, 
|_well, we..Taylor and me, | mean, We fought. We just destroyed the house, hitting and screaming and just.” 


Alice and David met glances and David gave Dave's hand a squeeze. "Go on, love. It's okay." 


Dave inhaled deeply and finally raised his eyes to Alice. "He held me down and forced himself on me and | didn't 
stop him" 


David scowled. ‘| didn't stop him: Does Dave feel guilty about Taylor raping him on top of the guilt he carries 
for going back to him in the first place? 


Alice looked at them calmly although David could see the emotion rise in her eyes. Resting his head against 


Dave's shoulder, he continued to gently stroking his boyfriend's hand. 

"Do you feel guilty, Dave?" she asked softly. 

He felt Dave breathe, taking a deep, shaking breath. "I don't know" 

"The way you spoke gives the impression that maybe you do feel some kind of guilt" 


His boyfriend shuddered against him and David felt him drop. "Yeah," he finally replied. "Yeah, | suppose | feel 
guilty. |" Another shudder. "I feel bad for what | did. Bad for leaving David." 


"You did what you had to," David quietly said. 


"But it could have been so different," he replied "I could have walked. Could have stayed elsewhere. Hell, | didn't 
even have to go. | went because | believed it would keep you safe. Instead, |" His voice caught in his throat. "| 


come back as this." 
"And what is this?" Alice asked. 
Dave shook his head. "| can't say right now." 


He felt David's hold tighten around him, the older man's warmth and love a constant comfort. "I'm never gonna 


let you go," he murmured. "Never gonna drop you." 
The lump in his throat grew and he swept a hand over David's hair. 


"David, you asked how you can help," she said quietly. "You're doing it right now, and you know you are. Time, 
space, an understanding ear. Don't push too hard but, at the same time, don't drift away. Right now, you need 
one another. David, you've grown so much in the past months, and you know you have. Now is the time for 


you to step up and do what you know is right.” 


David nodded, a sad look on his face. "I just. | just didn't want it to come to this. | never thought I'd be in this 


position" 

"Caring for someone who's been attacked? Tragically, its more common than you think it is, especially among 
men. You feel like you have to hide it away, like it's stripped away your core, your masculinity. It hasn't, far 
from it. You will recover. Do you remember what you said about your scars?" 

Biting his lip, David nodded. "That they were part of the past, part of my story and not part of the future." 
"And do you remember who told you that?" 

Smiling, he nodded, and pressed a kiss to Dave's shoulder. "Yeah, | remember who told me that." Stroking a hand 
down his boyfriend's cheek, he turned sad, dark eyes to his own. "You told me that. It's another scar, sweetie. 
Another chapter to the book of life." 

A flicker of a smile tugged at Dave's lips and David pulled him in to a hug. His hands drew small circles against 
his boyfriend's back, voice quietly whispering to him. It pained him to think that there were still things which 
Dave was keeping locked away but, sooner or later, they'd come out. And he'd be there for him. 


"lIl always be here for you," Alice said. "Any time you need to call” 


She said something under her breath and, a moment later, the dog was sitting in front of them. He looked 
between them before resting his head on Dave's knee, large eyes staring lovingly up at him. 


"Typical!" David couldn't help but laugh, the agony of the previous moments broken. "Doesn't matter where we 


go, everyone comes to youl” 


On the way home, Dave was quiet, looking out the window, watching the world pass by. 
"Want a puppy’ 

David swerved the truck and gasped. "What!" 

"Yeah, a puppy. Want a puppy’ 

"You have Marmaduke" 

"Not the same" The younger man pouted. 


"Are you sure about this?" 


"Yep. | want a puppy to take care of and train and hang out with us. 
"Um, sure. Okay. We can get you a puppy. What kind of puppy do you want?" 

"The playful kind" 

"| mean what breed?" 

"Don't care" 

"Dave, look at me for a sec?" David asked when they stopped at a red light" 

The younger man slowly turned his head and looked at his boyfriend with gentle, loving eyes. 
"You okay?" 

"Yeah, baby. lm good. Thank you for taking me with you" 


"Thank you for going and for being so open | just had to ask because | would expect you to be bouncing off 
the walls when you talk about getting a puppy." 


"Ill get back to full ADD status soon, | promise." 


"Good. | know | act like | don't love that boy but | really do." 


Jamming in front of the community group helped Dave regain some zip and zest, too. Put that man on a stage 
and suddenly, the world belongs to him. David was extremely relieved to see that. Dave was a beast again, 
behind his kit, hair and arms flailing, teeth bared in a happy grin 

And after they closed down and cleaned up, the pair laid in bed, side by side, hands clasped. 


"So my baby wants a puppy. A lot to house train, you know. Especially being up here on the second floor. Lots 
of trips up and down the stairs until he finally gets it" 


"I know. With summer on the way though, the time is right now to do it” 
"You're right." 


| want a dog that's smart and calm and maybe one we can take down into the shop or take out in the car. ' 


"Can take Boris White Paws in the car," David giggled. 


"Right. | can see that happening." His lover joined in his gentle laugh. 
"You think about it some more and whatever you decide is what you will have. What baby wants, baby gets." 


"Baby wants you. For the rest of his life, baby wants you," Dave softly murmured before he raised David's 
hand to his lips. 


David was gone by the time he awoke. By the smell which reached him, his boyfriend was no doubt downstairs 
baking up a storm. Rather than get up, he decided to wait in bed to see if David would perform his usual 


morning ritual. 

Grabbing the laptop, he scooted under the bedclothes and rested it on his knees. A quick search found the 
adoption centre they'd gotten Maks and Boris from. Almost on cue, the cats hopped up, curling up beside him, 
eyes on the computer. 


Ruffling their heads, Dave smiled "Gonna get you two a brother or sister. What do you think of that, huh?" 


There was no response except for the deep rumbling purrs. Relaxing against the bed, he searched through the 
dogs, the companionship of the cats welcome. A picture caught his eye and Dave felt himself smile and melt. 
She was pretty, and almost looked as though she was smiling. Head cocked, her eyes were bright, ears pricked 
up. Seven months old, she was still a baby. A Staffordshire Terrier, one of the breeds people hated because 
they believed them to be violent. Only in the wrong hands, he thought. Dogs mirror the behaviour of those 
around them. Treated badly and they'll act accordingly. Loved and they'll give it back. 


"Looking for a new lover." David stood in the doorway, a huge smile on his face, a mug of coffee in one hand 


and a plate of cookies in the other. 
"You could say that. Come and take a look" 


The older man placed everything on the side table and perched on the edge of the bed, leaning in to look at the 


screen. 
"You're sure about this?" 

"More sure than I've ever been" 
"More sure than me." 


Looking at David he grinned, all sparkling eyes. "No comment." 


David returned his smile, fingers finding his ribs and tickling. Doubling over, Dave laughed, trying to push him 
away. "No! Don't! Il break your computer if you don't stop!" 


The fingers disappeared and, instead, the bassist pulled himself on to the bed, leaning against him. "She is 
gorgeous. Are you going to go to the centre?" 


"Damn right | am. The question is, what do you think of her?" 


Gentle caramel eyes looked in to his own. "This is your choice. If you think she's right for us, then she's right. 
I'm leaving this up to your judgment.” 


Grabbing David's face, he kissed him. "I love youl” 
The look of joy on his boyfriend's face was better than any gift. 
David stroked his shoulder. "Drink up, then, and go and get her before someone else snaps her up." 


"Do you want to come with me?" He asked from the doorway of the kitchen. David was elbow deep in some 


new dough he was trying out. 


‘lm afraid | can't. Unless you want me to. I've got to work this dough. We might branch out into breads, 
croissants, rolls, stuff like that." 


"You knead your dough then | shouldn't be too long. We'll see how it goes. 

"Let me know if you need me," David said offhandedly and started to turn back to the oven 
"David?" the dark haired man called softly 

When his boyfriend turned back, he smiled and said, "Always need you. But want you more" 


David smiled and, wiping his hands on a towel, he rounded the work table and pulled his man into his arms. "I 


love you." 
‘Love you, too, baby. See you in a little bit. Taking your truck, okay?" 
"What? Can't take the bike?" 


"Not this time." And then he pressed his lips to David's and gave the back of his neck a squeeze. 


Chapter 83 


When Dave arrived at the adoption center, Jesse's cousin was there and she laughed softly. 

"Wow, he was serious, huh? Can't even drive you down here himself?" 

"What?" Dave was confused. And then, "Oh! Right. He said he was going to give me up, didn't he?" 

"He did. You must have been bad" 

He laughed. "No, | came down because | saw a dog you have online. Wondered if | might meet her.” 

"Of course, dear. Which one of our wonderpups was it?" 

"The pittie named Shelby." 

"Ahh! She's one of our favorites. Come back, I'll take you to her." 

Dave was led through a long corridor where dog kennels lined each side. Many, many curious and nervous dogs 
barked at them as they walked through. Right in the middle of all the noise and chaos sat a grey and white 
pitbull. She sat quietly and stared at the people that stopped in front of her kennel. 

"She doesn't bark?" 

"Nope, not really a barker." 

"Where did she come from?" 

"She was seized from a fighting ring here in the city about three months ago. She's been with us for about 
three weeks. She's spayed and we've been working on house training. She likes to chew and she is sort of what 
we call a half pooper. Half of it is done outside, the other half inside. So she knows to go outside but doesn't 
know to not go inside." 


"Sounds like some progress, though." 


"Yep, only a matter of time and consistency. She'll be a smartie. Do you want to take her outside, in the play 


area?" 
"Yeah, love to." 


As she opened the kennel door, the dog still sat and calmly watched. With a lead attached to her collar, Shelby 
stepped out of the kennel and sniffed Dave's feet. He crouched down and she finally wagged her tail and 


pressed her body against him, butt wiggling. 


"I think she likes you. Go on, take her. Out the door and to the left, you'll find a fenced in area where you can 


let her run and play. I'll leave you to it.” 
"Thank you." 


It was more a formality. When Shelby didn't even bark at Dave and merely watched him with calm, curious 
eyes, she was a lock. When she sniffed him and pressed her wiggling body against him, his heart just exploded. 
But the two of them went outside and Dave and Shelby ran around a little, chasing each other from one end of 
the yard to the other. He sat down on a bench and she slowly climbed onto it and then into his lap. She licked 
his cheek to seal the deal. 


Dave took his phone out and took a selfie of the dog and him and added the caption: "Looks like you're history, 
pal." and sent it to David. 


| hope the two of you will be very happy." Was the reply. 
"We will. Won't we, Shelby?!" 
She licked his face some more and wiggled some more. 


In the truck, Shelby sat in the passenger seat and looked out the window. Dave found himself talking to her, 
expecting responses and then laughing at himself. Or laughing at her expression of ‘shut the fuck up and drive’. 


Back home, Dave's eye traveled the entrance to the lot and realized too late that if they'd put a gate up, it 
might have prevented Greg from getting in to start the fire. Check. Install gate. This way Shelby would be able 
to run around the lot out back without fear of escaping or getting hit by a car. When he rounded the corner 
of the building and hit the garage door opener, he saw David standing in the doorway, arms crossed over his 
chest. His boyfriend might have looked somewhat menacing if not for the apron and the spatula in his hand. So 


he wasn't menacing but he was real fucking cute. 


The younger man parked the SUV in the garage and gathered up Shelby's leash. He slid out of the seat and she 


followed. 

"David, meet Shelby. Shelby, this is your new Mommy." 

David wanted to act all stern and toughguy-like but the dog's sweet face and trusting gaze melted him. He 
crouched down and Dave let go of the lead. The little wiggle monster attacked David with her tongue and her 
cuteness. He let them get acquainted when he walked to the wall and hit the button to close the door. 


"What do you think? Hate her, right?" 


‘Oh, yeah. She's awful. Terrible. Ugh, take her back!" 


She was sitting at his feet, staring at him, her head on one side. David stared back, not quite sure what to do. 
Mustaine had been a dog person. They'd always had dogs. But somehow the one didn't quite feel the same. 
Sure, she was cute and happy. But still. Hands on his lap, he continued their staring match. 

"Gotta go out again," Dave said from across the room. 

He didn’t look up, his eyes on the big ones in front of him. "Uh-huh." 


"Not gonna ask why?" 


"Nope." There was no way he was going to lose. He knew she was only staring at him because she knew what 


was hidden in his folded right hand. 
"Okay. You two have fun" 
"Will do." 


David waited until he heard the garage door open and close before he grinned and opened his hand. Shelby's 


ears pricked up, a quiet whine coming from her throat. 
He held up the piece of sausage. "Want it?" 


Her whine grew louder and, with a chuckle, David tossed the piece of meat across the room. His chuckling grew 
to laughter as she chased it, skidding around to grab and eat it. Trotting back, she again sat at his feet, the 


same hang dog expression on her face. 
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Grinning, David shook his head. "No more. Not until Daddy gets back. | don't wanna be spoiling you and getting 
told off for it" His grin changed to a smirk and he got to his feet. "On second thoughts, let's see what we've 
got in the fridge." 


Of course he'd acted rashly. It was part of who he was. They had a dog, but little else. The adoption centre 
had given him food, but there were no bowls, no bed, nothing a dog would need to turn their home into her 
forever home. Which was why he was racing to the pet centre in David's borrowed truck. Again Dave could 
kick himself for forgetting the essentials but, well, as usual the excitement had overtaken him. Happy to have a 


new addition to the family, he couldn't wait to get her home and show her off. 


And now she was home, no doubt playing with David and harassing the cats. How would the cats take her? 


They were cats. They'd adapt. They always had. Their primary focus was still the hanging fishbowl, constantly 
debating how they could get in to it. 


Screaming in to the car park, he raced around the store, ignoring any looks and sideways comments. There 
were still people who didn't approve of them, who thought they, and the shop, were an abomination. But they 
were the ones to be ignored. It was the ones who whispered about the horrendous atrocities which had 
befallen David who needed to learn to keep their mouths shut. They were the ones who made the hairs on the 
back of his neck stand, angry shudders snapping along his spine. If everything went to court with Taylor, the 
same would soon become of what had happened to him. But he was stronger. He could survive it. It was David 
he constantly worried about. 

Actually, he was pretty sure he could survive whatever was thrown at him. 

He arrived back at the loft to find David lying on the rug, Shelby curled up beside him, the cats on his chest. 
All four of them were happily asleep. Grinning, he dropped the bags of Shelby's new belongings to one side and 
sat on the floor. Touching a hand to David's shoulder, he gently shook the older man, 


"Gonna wake up for me?" 


David groaned and stretched as he rolled over, an arm winding around the dog's neck. She wagged her tail and 
rolled over, into David's hug. 


"Don't you be stealing my girl." 

David grinned and wrapped his other arm around Dave's back. David laid on his back, one arm around the dog, 
one arm around Shelby, and he stared up at the ceiling with its duct work and pipes. "We did good, didn't we?" 
he murmured softly. "Got us a wonderful family.” 

"We sure did. You make me so happy, baby." 


"Tell me, my darling. How does Marmaduke feel now that he's been replaced?" 


"He has not been replaced. He has his job and his function and all the regulars who come in and love him. He's 


quite happy." 

"Ah. That's not what he told me?" 

"What did he tell you?" 

"He's sad and neglected and only wants you to love him and pay attention to him again" 


"Maybe I'll have to bring him up here and let him sleep on your pillow then 


"Your pillow," David replied as he put the cats down on the floor beside Shelby. "It's pretty awesome she 
doesn't really care about them." 


"Yeah, | didn't even know how she'd react to them. | was bracing for her to chase them and freak out." 


"She's a good dog. You have chosen well.” He stood up and his back creaked and ached. He pressed his hands to 
it and groaned. "Getting too old." 


"Bullshit." Dave remained on the floor and reached a hand up to touch his boyfriend's. 
"You hungry? Let me make dinner.” 

At the very mention of the word ‘dinner’, Shelby stood up. 

"I wasn't talk to you, dog!" David laughed. 

"ll take her for a little walk around the block. What are you making to eat?" 

"| have chicken | was going to grill upstairs." 

First grill of the year?" Dave smiled brightly. 

"You got it” 

"Sweet!" 


In fact, first everything of the spring. While the chicken was grilling, along with some potatoes he sliced up and 
put in foil with butter and salt and pepper, David brought out the small bistro table and chairs they kept on 
the roof, too. Soon he hoped to plant a garden and maybe get a small, kiddie pool for Shelby and make it a 
permanent place to hang out. And then he imagined Dave in the kiddie pool, long legs hanging over the edge, 


water barely covering his ass. 


Shelby was a little nervous about going up the staircase to the roof but as soon as the whiff of cooking 
chicken hit her nose, she scampered right up. Dave tied her off to a pipe coming out of the roof nearby 
where David had set up the table. She was a beggar and it was something Dave was going to have to work on 


with her but over all, she was respectful and quite while they ate dinner. 


After the roof access door was locked and the dishes were done and Shelby had been fed, David quietly 
disappeared into the bedroom while Dave plopped on the couch and turned on his gigantic TV which, admittedly, 
had gotten little use over the past few months. Shelby settled on the rug at her master's feet. After an 
episode of That Metal Show on which Kirk Hammett was the guest, Dave realized that his boyfriend hadn't 


come out of the bedroom. 


"Babe? What are you doing in there?" 

He heard David reply but didn't understand what he said, he sounded farther away than just in the other 
room. Dave ventured in and saw the closet door open. Standing in the doorway, he gasped at the sight before 
him. His delicious boyfriend, topless, hair tousled, face a litle flushed And the tightest, most gorgeous pair of 
leather pants just wrapped around his ass and crotch and thighs. 

"David" A breathy whisper. And then the deviant little wheels inside his sexy brain began to turn. 

David turned and blushed over being caught. 

‘I'm your biggest fan!" the younger man said with a grin. 


He took a long look at David, taking in the lacing which ran up the sides of the pants. 


Pushing himself away from the doorframe, David walked across the room, confidence brimming from him. 


Sliding a hand along Dave's jaw, he pressed a kiss to the younger man's cheek. 
"Want to show you a good time," Dave murmured. "cause no one's a bigger fan of you than me." 


Standing beside the bedroom door, he watched as David sauntered across the room, pert ass swinging. The 
older man sat himself on the edge of the bed, legs crossed at his ankles, lithe body stretched out on his arms. 


"Gonna come and join me?" he purred. "Or do | have to come and get you?" David's smile grew to a grin. "Cat 


got your tongue? Shame, Id like to have it. All over me." 


Dave felt his jaw drop, his knees going weak Fuck. This was a side to David he didn't see too often, a side he 


loved. Confident and sassy, it made him even more gorgeous than he already was. 


David slid from the bed and sasheyed back over to Dave. Hooking his fingers into the belt loops of his 
boyfriend's jeans, he walked backwards to the bed. 


"Come on, you know you want to play." He peered up at Dave through his hair, a pout on his lips. 

His free hand crawled down Dave's stomach and to his crotch, giving it a good squeeze. He grinned when Dave 
hissed, teeth bared. "Good. Now you're starting to get in to it. What's wrong with me, baby? You don't like 
me?" He fluttered his eyelashes. "Not your type?" 


"Hell fuckin’ no," Dave finally managed to croak "You're everything | fuckin’ look for.” 


David yelped as hands roughly grabbed him, sliding down his naked back and to his ass. Fingers kneaded him, 


making him purr, and he looked up in to eyes which were glazing with lust. 


"Gonna make you scream, pretty one," his boyfriend hissed. "Gonna give you a really good show. ‘cause that's 
what you want, isn't it?" 


David arched his back, throat exposed as he gave a long, low hiss. "Yeah. That's what | want. Want your big, 
hard cock. Want it really hard." 


Teeth scraped over his throat and fingers scratched at his back. David allowed himself to be walked back to 
the bed. He was carefully laid down, Dave lying beside him. Flipping onto his stomach, David attacked the 
younger man, hands crawling in to his hair, lips crushed in a searing kiss. Hands returned to his body, groping 
and exploring. He could feel his cock aching inside the leather pants, the material pressing deliciously against it. 
Wrapping one leg around Dave's, he began to slide himself against his boyfriend's strong thigh. Groaning, he let 
his eyes fall shut, teeth tugging at Dave's lower lip as the exquisite sensations rolled over him. 

"Gonna be your groupie. You're a huge rockstar. Bass player for the biggest metal band ever! You got them 
lined up, just ready to service you anyway you want. Pick one. There are boys of all ages, girls of all ages, all 
of them giving you fuck me eyes, letting you know that anything you want, it's yours." Dave purred into the 
other man's ear. "Anything, it's yours." 

"I can pick anybody?" David asked. 

"Anybody, they all want you." 

"Can | pick two?" 

"Take them all, if you want" 

"| know which one | want to pick." 

"Which one?" 

‘| want the tall brunette with the gorgeous smile and bedroom eyes." 

"What do you want to do to him?" Dave purred. 

"lll bring him back to the hotel and tell him to strip naked and then get down on the floor, on his knees." 
Dave slide off the bed and obeyed David. "And then?" 

"Then | would stand in front of him and tell him to take my pants off with his teeth." 


"I bet your groupie would love to do that." 


The older man stood over Dave, looking down at him. "Get to it, then" 


He gave a cheeky grin before he wrapped his hands around David's thigh and lowered his head. He nuzzled and 
licked the leather boot David wore before finding the end of the laces with his teeth. David, meanwhile looked 
down at his boyfriend's broad, naked back and couldn't resist rubbing the palm of his hand against his hard 


cock, the friction of the material between his hand and cock was delicious and he let out a long, groan. 


Deft fingers worked the laces loose as Dave's mouth loosened them and soon he had one side opened all the 


way up To the hip. 

"Now my boot. Give it it another lick first. | like watching my groupies bow down to me." 

Dave grinned but did has he was told He untied the boot and, hooking a hand behind David's knee, he raised his 
foot a couple inches off the floor. Enough to get the boot off. Then he pulled off the sock before he pressed 
kisses to the top of David's foot. 

"Remind me to give you a call next time I'm back in this city. You're real good with your mouth." 

"Aint seen nothing yet" The younger man returned with a giggle. 

Slowly he worked at the second set of laces, watching as David's knees began to buckle. Grinning, he hooked his 
fingers into the two halves of the pants and pulled them open, first revealing David's long, strong legs before 
he pulled them completely away from his body. David stood over him, hazel eyes darkening, breath coming in 
short pants, and beautifully naked. 

"Now what would you like your groupie to do?" 

A hand stroked over his head, tilting it back. "Suck me." David's voice was strong and proud. 

“Anything. Absolutely anything for you." 

David felt his head begin to swim as the head of his cock was sucked between warm, wet lips. When his knees 
began to give way hands stroked along the backs of his legs and to his ass, holding him upright. Dave's tongue 
picked out every ridge and dip before sliding back to the head and lapping at the slit. When his boyfriend moved 
to open his throat, David tugged on the long, dark hair. 


"Enough." 


Dark, doe eyes looked at him, waiting for him to issue his next command. Feeling himself smirk, David sprawled 


back on the bed, propping himself up so he could see everything. 
"Come to bed," he purred. "Don't get up. Crawl here." 


Again, he did as he was told, crawling across the floor and onto the bed. Head down and eyes peering through 


his hair, he slowly approached David. The older man's lips were parted, soft pants leaving them. His cock looked 


painfully hard. When David lifted his hand and snapped his fingers, Dave stopped. 

"Kneel at my feet and, when | tell you, | want you crawl up to me.” 

The dark haired man sat back on his heels and then smiled his devilish smile as he leaned in and ran his tongue 
up the sole of David's foot. He lowered his lips over the big toe and sucked. Ripples of pleasure coursed 
through David's body and he tried so hard not to feel so damned turned on by his lover's mouth on his foot 
and toes. 

"Stop," he ordered, though he really didn't want him to. 

The groupie peered up at his idol, silently begging him to let him get on top of him and ride him until they 
were both howling. But the idol wasn’t quite ready for that. He rolled onto his stomach and ordered the groupie 
to give him a back massage. Dave grinned and stood up. He crossed the room to their toy drawer and pulled 
out two bottles. One bottle of lube and another of a massage oil they seldom used. Again, he lifted David's foot 
and began working it with strong, oiled up fingers. Moving on to the calf, strong, talented fingers kneaded the 
muscles as they slowly ascended to the knee. 

The bassist groaned and let his thighs spread some as hands slid up the back of them, sliding and kneading and 
rubbing. David wasn't sure he could control himself enough not to come against the duvet. And then those 
hands reached his ass. 

"Shit!" David grunted and had to wiggled away from his groupie for a moment. 

"What's wrong?" 

"Too fucking good. I'm gonna come." 

"You are not!" Dave was surprised. 

"Am. Just give me a sec." 

Dave giggled under his breath. 

"Not funny! Your hands are fucking incredible.” 

"Roll over, lover. My hands aren't the only parts of me that are incredible." 


"Oh yeah? Says who?" 


"Do you want a list?" 


"Yeah, you one of those rock and roll sluts that gets around? Anything for a tour of the bus?" 
Dave leaned over his boyfriend then and hissed in his ear, "Anything." 
David quickly rolled onto his back and pulled the slut on top of him. "Get on my cock with your back facing me." 


Smoothing a palmful of the lube over David's cock, he did as he was told, groaning as David entered him. 


Beneath him, he felt David stiffen with a muted grunt. 
Not looking over his shoulder, Dave asked, "Good enough for you?" 

"Might be. Make me come and then I'll tell you" 

Slowly he began to rise and fall, taking his time to tease the older man David's hips rolled up to meet his, a 
silent signal that he wanted it quick and hard. When he didn’t respond, a hand wound in to his hair and pulled 


his head back. 


Shuffling into a sitting position, David sank his teeth into Dave's shoulder. "When | tell you | want something, 
you give it me. Understood?" 


"But you didn't say anything." 


"Not my problem. You should be able to read my needs." Planting his hands at his boyfriend's hips, David 


pushed him down. "Now move. And don't come until | tell you to.” 


Lying back against the pillows, he watched the beautiful body move against him. Purring softly, he slid a hand 


along Dave's back, calloused fingers picking out his spine. His boyfriend shivered beneath his touches. 
"You're gorgeous," David murmured. "Anyone tell you that?" 
"Everyone." 


"Hmmm... that explains why you're so cocky. You know how to get your own way." His hand crept back into the 


dark hair, a few strands winding around his fingers. Giving a gentle tug, he grinned as Dave hissed. "Harder!" 
The overwhelming need to come took him over, his body awake. Just being able to lie back and watch fuelled 
the passion in him, the fire burning bright. He gave another tug of Dave's hair, loving how it arched his back. 
His feet were buried in the bedclothes, toes curled into the sheets, strong muscles flexing as he gave David 
everything he had. 


"Want to come?" David asked, his voice becoming lower. 


"P-please." 


"Once you've made me come, then you can" 
With that, Dave pressed himself down hard, and David arched from the bed, eyes snapping open. Winding a hand 
in to his own hair, he let out a long, snarling hiss, Dave's name caught on it as he came. The heat inside of him 


burst, spiralling him to another place. 


When he finally came back down, he nudged the groupie from his thighs. "Kneel there." He nodded to his feet. 


"Soon I'll tell you how and when you can come." 


He did as he was told, head down, hair covering his face. His hands were in his crotch, rubbing and squeezing 


his own cock. 

"How many guys you ever fucked in one night?" 

"How many guys in Slipknot?" 

"Eight." 

"Eight, then. In one night." 

"Dirty little whore. Did they all come on you?" 

"No. In me" 

"Like it when we come in you?" 

"Love it" 

"Come here. Get back on top of me. Straddle me and jerk off until you come all over my chest" 

The rockstar laid back again, hands folded behind his head while the groupie scrambled back on top of him. With 
one hand pressed against David's chest, he used the other to stroke himself. Soon his hips were rocking back 
and forth, rubbing his ass against the bassist's spent member. f he were to ignite that fire again with a little 
friction, so be it. He let his head fall back and a moan pass his lips when two hands landed on his thighs. 


"Look at me, slut" 


Dave's lips twitched. Why did he like David speaking to him like this so much? He found it so fucking hot. He 


lowered his head and met the other man's gaze. 


"Tell me how many dicks you sucked to get backstage tonight." 


"Two." 

"At the same time?" David raised an eyebrow. 
"Yog" 

"Did you make them come?" 

"Of course." 

"Did you swallow it?" 

"Yog" 


Dave rocked harder and faster now, the fist around his cock more frenzied. He screwed his eyes closed and 


grunted. A breathless gasp erupted when he felt a hand close around his and force him to speed up. 
"Look at me," David told him again. 


When Dave opened his eyes and looked, he hissed as the sight of his boyfriend beneath him with his mouth 


open spurred him ever closer. 

"Come on, shoot your come right into my mouth. Gonna swallow yours." 

Sliding a hand between Dave's legs, David sneered as he squeezed the other man's balls. 
“That's it, slut. Keep looking at me. You're gonna come nice and hard" 


He could feel his own arousal growing once more, the whole scene driving him to some edge he never knew he 


had. The whole idea that such things would turn him on so much fascinated him. 
His fingers continued to gently ghost over his boyfriend, the younger man's stroking becoming more frenzied. 


Rocking his hips, David grunted. "Come on, slut. It gonna take you all night to come? Or do | have to beat it out 


of you?" 


At that, something flickered through Dave's eyes and David smirked. "Oh, like that do you? Like getting your 


ass beaten? It make you all hot and hard?" 
"It does." 


"Tell me about it" 


Dave's voice was breathy as he spoke. "Like it when they bend me over, drag down my pants and cane my 


ass. 
"You got someone who does that for you?" 

The younger man shook his head 

"Want someone fo do it for you?" 

Eyes which had fallen shut snapped open and returned to his. "I would” 


Giving Dave's balls and extra hard squeeze, David grinned. "Well, next time I'm in town, I'll give you that call. 


Come here and strip you naked and make you sing for my cock Want that?" 
"Yeah, | want that." 


"Good. And | don't hold back, slut. You'll take everything I've got. If | want to beat you ten, twenty, a hundred 
times, you'll stand there, all pretty with your ass in the air, while | do it" 


"| can take it" 


The image which was burned in to David's brain made him shudder, his cock suddenly achingly hard again 


"Come on, slut. Finish so you can get to sucking my cock again." 


A heartbeat later, and Dave came with a long howl of the bassist's name. David eagerly caught all he had to 
offer, lapping it up and swallowing it, his own hand moving with Dave's to draw out every blissful second of his 


orgasm. 


When he was spent, panting and limp, David nudged him back to the bed. Swinging both legs around the younger 


man's neck, he pulled him down, forcing him back to his erection 


"Suck, slut, and make it quick. As much as I'd like to keep your ass tied to this bed all night, | gotta kick you 
out at some point. Got a gorgeous boyfriend to please." He chuckled. "Looks a lot like you. Might be why | picked 


you." 


Chapter 84 


A wet tongue licked his face and, with a smile, Dave rolled over and draped an arm over Shelby. "Morning, 


sweetie. Sleep well?" 

She wriggled on the bed, a happy look on her face before flopping down beside him. Scratching her belly he 
chuckled as she whined quietly, obviously enjoying it. There was no way he was getting up yet. Picking up the 
bedside phone, he dialed the kitchen 

"This had better be good, Grohl. I'm ass deep in pastry dough." 

"Ass deep," he snickered. 


"This had better be REALLY good!" There was a definite note of humour to his boyfriend's voice. 


"Okay, okay. I'll be quick When you bring up coffee, can you also please bring up the newspaper and my glasses 
from the office." 


There was a pause before David replied, "You have about ten pairs. Where are the others?" 
"I like those ones for reading the paper with." Even though David couldn't see him, he still pouted. 


The kitchen phone was abruptly slammed down, ending the call. Smuggling back down in to the bed, he grinned at 
the dog. "Don't worry, he's always that grouchy in the morning." 


About thirty minutes later, there was the sound of feet wandering the loft. The bedroom door was pushed 
open and David moved to lean against the frame. From the look on his face, Dave could tell he was trying to be 
angry and failing miserably, lips twitching in to a grin. One hand held a travel mug of coffee while the other 
had a plate of breakfast propped on top of the day's paper. His glasses were propped on David's head, holding 
the hair out of his eyes. 


"You really are spoiled," David chuckled as he walked in. 


He placed the mug and plate beside the bed, Dave snatching his glasses up as the newspaper was dropped to 
his lap. 


"What are you looking for in the paper?" 


"See if they're advertising any Memorial Day festivities yet. | was thinking, | know it's a crunch, but that's the 
perfect weekend for a block party. We have, what? Three weeks?" 


"Yeah, about." 


"Think you can do it?" 


"The only delay might be getting the city's permission but I'll see if | can get to work on that. What else did 


you want to do?" 


"You get started on that end. I'll go talk to a few other business owners and see what they think. Nobody can 


resist this smile.” And he looked up at David over his glasses and gave him a dazzling smile. 
"| couldn't." David shrugged and turned to leave the room. 


"Get back herel" The younger man gripped his wrist and pulled him into the bed, over his lap. He started 
tickling David's ribs while Shelby licked his face. 


"This isn't fair! | always wanted to be double teamed but not like this!" he howled with laughter. 
"You want to be double teamed, baby?" 


"Well, you know. Just a fantasy." David stood, winked, and quickly left the room. 


Armed with Shelby and his most disarming smile, Dave walked up the street and stopped in the art galleries, 
the lunch cafes and bistros and the stores. All but a couple were on board with the idea and all were 
enamored with the pup. He took phone numbers and promised to be in touch with more details. One of the little 
bistros even gave him a ham and cheddar baguette and some ham scraps for Shelby. It was such a beautiful 
day, Dave decided to sit at one of the tables on the sidewalk to eat and talk to the bistro's owner, a woman 


around his age named Marta. 
"Your shop is so cute and charming and sometimes, at night, | can hear the music from hear. | love upstairs." 


"We live above ours too. I'm sorry the music is so loud. We do a jam night once or twice a week. We always 


end by ten, though." 


"No, | know. Don't be sorry. | like it. My son and | dance to it sometimes and then | simply close his bedroom 
door when it's time for him to go to bed." 


‘Oh, you have a son. How old is he?" 
"He's ten. His name is Felix. He wants to be a drummer so you have to leave before he comes home." 


Dave laughed. "Fair enough. You know, he can come by and play with the kit that's in the shop anytime. I'd love 
to maybe hang with him, show him some basics. That is, if you don't mind” 


"We'll see." She smiled. "Will you be playing music at this block party?" 
"Absolutely" 

"Then maybe Felix can see you then’ 

"Totally your call Thank you very much for lunch. Shelby thanks you also.” 

"She's a good girl. Very quiet. You are lucky’ 

"In more ways than one" 

"Send that boyfriend of yours around sometime, I'd love to hear some his recipes 
"So you can run us out of business? | don't think so!" 

David was gone when Dave returned 


"Gone down to the government center to apply for the permits needed to close down the street and such. Told 


me to give you this shopping list" Jamie told him. "And check these out" She held out a small plastic bag 
Dave took both from her and stuffed the list in his pocket and held up the bag, "Skulls? 

"Sugar skulls.” She smiled 

"Wait, these are like sugar cubes only shaped like skulls?" 

She nodded, 

"Awesome! Where did they come from?" 


"A girl my brother knows makes them. Wanted me to bring them in here to see if you guys wanted to use 
them." 


"Hell yeah! What did the curmudgeon say?" 
"He said yes. And I'm gonna tell him you called him that" 
"Go ahead. | like the punishment" Dave flicked his eyebrows. 


"Kinky fucker." 


"You know it!" Dave called out as he left the shop and took Shelby upstairs. He gave her fresh water and told 
her to go lay on her bed. A thick square bed of foam covered in red flannel. 


He entered the garage and noticed that David took the Camaro. 
"Hmph. He didn't even ask!" he muttered as he slid into the seat of the SUV. With the list in hand, he drove to 


the local big box home improvement store. Seeds, soil, pots, a water hose, a package of gloves and a kiddie pool 


for Shelby. 


He'd taken a number and waited in a windowless waiting room for an hour. Now he was sitting at a tiny desk 


before a slightly irate looking woman 


"So," she said, peering over her half moon glasses at him, "let me get this straight. You want to close down one 


of the city's main thoroughfares for a Memorial Day block party?" 

"Yes, ma'am," David softly replied. 

"Do you realise how much paperwork you need for that and how little time you have?" 

Glancing at his hands, he nodded. "Yes, ma'am." 

"Well, you can get started on this." She placed a pile of forms in front of him. "The permit fee's $200, and you 
also need to get these forms." She handed him another sheaf. "Filled in and signed by the emergency services. 
You also need these." Another pile. "Risk assessments. Music permits. Food permits. You got a lot of work. And | 
need them back by tomorrow." 

Groaning, David stared at them, suddenly wondering if it was a good idea. "Tomorrow?" 

"Yes, the permit needs to be issued fourteen days beforehand" 

"Okay." He sighed and picked them up. "Anything else?" 

"Just this." She held out her business card. "Any problems, call." 

David managed a weak smile. "Thanks." 

Picking them up, he walked back out into the sun Pulling the sunglasses from his head, he tossed the papers 
on to the passenger seat and fired up the Camaro. Sure, he'd taken it without asking but Dave had shopping to 


do. And it wasn't a shopping car. It was a cruising around the streets of the city looking as cool as fuck car. 


With the window wound down, he took a short detour to the Grand Hotel. He wanted a little surprise for when 


the block party was over. They'd be exhausted and in need of a break. 


Walking in to the opulent hotel, David looked around himself and smiled. It had been a long time since he'd 
stayed in such luxury. The receptionist looked up at him and smiled. 


"Can | help you, sir?" she asked. 
"Yes, | was wondering if | could book your presidential suite for two nights, please?" 
"When were you thinking?" 


"The Friday and Saturday after Memorial Day. 


The young woman taped at a hidden keyboard before looking up and smiling. "It's free for those two nights. 
What will it be under, sir?" 


"David Ellefson. | was looking at your website and | was wondering if it would be possible to have the chef make 


us a range of tapas?" 
Her smile widened. "Of course. Any particular kinds?" 


"No." He felt his own face break in to a smile. "We're easy when it comes to good food. | was also wondering if 


it would be possible to have a bottle of non-alcoholic champagne chilling on arrival?" 

"Of course. Anything else, sir?" 

He thought for a moment. "Yes, a range of beers and bottled water chilling in the fridge." 

She tapped at the keyboard some more before taking his phone number, address, and credit card number. 
"We'll see you in a few weeks, Mr Ellefson" 


His heart skipped a beat as he bid her farewell and made for the car. The prospect of spending a few nights 


away from the shop was enough of an incentive to go home and work on the forms. 


Dave pulled in to the garage to find the Camaro back in its spot. Someone was obviously looking for a little 
punishment. At least David hadn't taken the bike. Frowning, he grabbed the bags of shopping and kicked the door 
to the shop open. 


It was barely full, people waiting for the evening before they came out to have fun. Nodding to Jamie, he 
dragged the shopping upstairs and dumped it at the top of the stairs. 


"David?" 


He heard a groan come from the living area. Rounding the corner he found David sitting at the table, head 
resting on a pile of papers and a pen clutched in one hand. Shelby sat at his feet, staring up at him. She gave 


Dave a worried look. 
"What are you doing, baby?" He ran a hand over the man's hair and kissed his temple. 
“Applying for all the permits. May as well promise them a pound of flesh as well. All of this is crazy!" 


"Need help?" 


"Yes, please. You can do the permit for the live music. I'll do the one for food concession and closing down the 
street. After this, we need to print up fliers. | would also check into stuff for kids. Face painting, bounce 


castles and such." 
Dave's face lit up. 
"No! | said for kids! You are way too big for a bounce castle." 


"No such thing as too big for a bounce castle." Dave was about to sit down and do his share when he figured 


a beer might help. "Can | get you a refill on the coffee?" He asked as he headed into the kitchen 
"Yes, please." 


Two hours and three bottles of beer later, all the paperwork had been filled out. David was now on to designing 
a flyer on his computer. Dave and Shelby went to the roof and lined up all the large pots he purchased and 
filled them with dirt. He found the water tap and attached the hose and then filled the pool. Shelby didn't quite 
get the hang of it yet and that was okay because it was still a little too early. Dave didn't really want to deal 
with a soaking wet dog that he'd have to towel dry when he went back downstairs. 


He stood and looked around the roof, eyes purposely avoiding the spot he found David all that time ago. Yeah, 
there was a lot that could be done up here to make it a perfect summer hideaway. Maybe he could build 
David a greenhouse to get the seeds started quicker. And eventually, instead of just a plastic kiddie pool, Shelby 
could have a larger pool with a waterfall or something. Some rose bushes and hibiscus plants that they could 


bring inside in the winter would be nice, too. Dave was definitely making some plans. 


Chapter 85 


The following day, both men went back to the government center and submitted the applications. 
"How long will it take to process?" David asked. 

"About forty-eight hours, maybe a little longer," the clerk replied. 

"Thank you. Come down, won't you? If we're approved?" David told the clerk 


"I just might” was the stoic reply. 


Twenty-four hours passed and David was getting edgy. He paced, he was distracted, he was generally cranky. 
"Baby, she said at least forty-eight hours. No reason to get anxious just yet." 

"We're losing time herel It's tight as it is!" 

Dave sighed. "Everything's gonna be fine." 

"Oh, would you fucking get anxious, please? Just this once??" 


Dave was about to laugh at his boyfriend when his phone started ringing. The screen indicated it was his 


lawyer in California. 
"Yol" 


"Dave," the man on the other end of the line sounded tense. "Um, they're extricating Taylor back to Minnesota. 
Trial is set for late June. | need to come out there and meet with you and David" 


"Sure! Come on out. We're having a big party for Memorial Day, last weekend this month. Come on out and join 


the party. 
"Not exactly a party situation" 
"I know but hey, might as well have some fun while you're here." 


"Dave, this case hangs by a thread because of how you obtained that confession and how your boyfriend drew 


a gun on him" 


"| know." Dave was suddenly very somber. 

"We have a lot to go over." 

"| know." 

"Ill be in touch again soon and let you know when | get out there." 

"Okay. Don't forget, big party." Dave forced himself to sound cheerful before he hung up and sighed. 
"What's up?" David asked. 

"Trial starting soon. We gotta sit down and talk about it all, get all the facts straight and shit 

"We knew it was coming," David offered quietly as he rubbed his lover's back. 

"Yep. | know. It's fine. H's good" He smiled. "Gonna take Shelby for a walk" 


The sun was setting as he pounded the streets, Shelby trotting beside him. Could the trial be hanging by that 
much of a thread? Taylor had beaten and assaulted him, as well setting fire to the shop. Sure, the confession 
was a little ropey but it was all there and at least some of it had to have been caught by the bugs the police 
had laid. 


But still. Something niggled at the back of his brain, worrying him. And it was that worry he didn't want David 


to see. 


He turned his mind back to the block party, a smile breaking his face. Yeah, that was going to be fun. Music, 
and food, and fairground rides. He didn't give a flying fuck that he was supposedly too old for them. You were 
never too old to bounce around and have cotton candy. Dave wondered if David would warn the vendors, telling 
them not to give him any sugar. Maybe he'd have to bribe some kids in to getting it for him? Shouldn't be too 
hard. Give them a hundred bucks a piece and enough money to buy him a year's worth of cotton candy. He'd 


be fat and happy and as high as a kite. 


Dave chuckled as he thought about David and his reaction. Thought about David yelling at him for eating too 
much sugar and yelling at him because the insurance would go up because of health problems. He wondered if 
David would just give him a spanking instead. He doubted it, knowing that he'd get both the yelling AND the 
spanking. Ah, it would all be worth it. 


Glancing at his reflection in a store window, Dave stopped. They was perfect. Wandering in, he brought them. 
Both were silver necklaces. One had a small silver treble clef hanging from it, while the other had a small, 
silver coffee bean charm. Both were gift wrapped, a little something to help take his boyfriend's mind off the 


upcoming trial. 


David glared at his phone and then at the computer. Then he glared at the fish bowl. He wanted the call to 
come through. Wanted to know if they'd been approved. The finished flyer sat on his computer, waiting to be 
printed. He couldn't be doing with the stress and, getting to his feet, he paced. 


"Why?" he said to the cats, who were sitting on the couch watching. "First a bunch of shitty paperwork. Then 
another trial. Are we going to get any peace and quiet?" 


Both cats cocked their heads and mewled at him. Stopping, he tapped his thigh and walked in to the kitchen, 
both of them following. Grabbing a bag of cat treats from the top of the fridge, he sank to the floor. Both of 
them sat in front of him and he carefully handed out the food, their sandpapery tongues gobbling them up. 
They made him smile, made him feel safe and relaxed. Gently he stroked their heads. 


Ill be alright. It'll always be alright. I'm gonna be fine. Daddy's gonna be fine. You're gonna be fine. Shelbys 
gonna be fine. We'll all be fine." 


He heard a door slam and a familiar voice call his name. 

"Kitchen!" 

Shelby went right for her water bowl while Dave stepped into the kitchen and found his lover sitting on the 
floor. He slid down the cupboard and sat beside David, taking his boyfriend's hand in both of his. He thought for 
a moment, wanting to be straight with David but wanting to keep the fear and stress out of his voice. 

"My beautiful, wonderful, sweet and sassy, intelligent boyfriend," he began 


"Oh boy, | don't like where this is going already." 


"You know how much | adore you and rely on you. You know how far we've come in such a relatively short 


amount of time. | mean, | have your name tattooed on my body. Nothing will ever tear us apart." 
"You're making me nervous, Dave. What is it?" 


"The case against Taylor could get thrown out because of the things we did,” he said quickly and then squeezed 
David's hand tighter. 


He expected the older man to flip out but he merely said, "We had a feeling after it all went down" 
"Look, we can hire the best lawyers out there. We'll get him. We will." 


"You don't really think that or you wouldn't be see worried now." 


That was true. "Look, | just. don't know what will happen if he gets off" 
"We continue living, Dave. What more can we do? He can come at us time and again but he'll never break us." 
Dave had to smile. "You've grown so much, my darling. | love you.” 


"| love you." 


The permits were approved and plans were underway. David had the fliers printed off and he and Jamie spent 
the afternoon traveling the city, putting them up everywhere. On poles, on bulletin boards in post offices and 
supermarkets. They visited Roger in the community center and dropped some off to him to post. 

Dave introduced David to Marta, who became their co-organizer, in charge of the food. Dave then recruited 
three local bands to play throughout the afternoon and evening, also allowing themselves time to get up there 
and jam, of course. He ordered a tented stage, along with a slew of inflatable bounce castles, ball pits and 
slides. 

It made sense to set up the band stage in front of Fresh Pots and make that the focal point so that they 
didn't have to lug all of their equipment very far. Marta was more than efficient in getting the food tents set 


up and all the shop owners on schedule. 


Even Elliot was going to man a tent with fresh eggs and some of Francis’ canned vegetables and homemade 


sauces and jams. 

When Dave got out of the shower, his boyfriend was nowhere to be found. 
"Babe?" 

"Hore" 

He found David standing in the window, looking down on the empty street. 
"This is gonna be good. l'm really happy we're doing this." 


Dave dropped his towel and slid up behind David, wrapping his arms around his waist and pressing his naked 
body to his back. "It's gonna be great! | cant wait!" 


"Are you hard?" David turned to look over his shoulder. 


"Might be." And a hand slipped into David's pants. 


Wrapping his hand around the intruding wrist, David gently tugged it out and grinned over his shoulder. "What 
makes you think you're getting any today?" 


He was given a pout in response and Dave pressed himself closer. With a dramatic sigh and some playful eye 
rolling, David turned and clasped his boyfriend's face. Kissing him, he began to walk Dave back to the bedroom. 


"Not here." 
"Awww. Why not?" 
"Because | don't want to give anyone who looks up any nightmares." 


It was hurried and enjoyable, resulting in both of them falling back in to the shower before they dressed and 
went downstairs. The day was about to begin 


Chapter 8b 


Author's Notes: 
\"Fallen Ange" loaned to us by the wonderful Stiletto. 


Traders and musicians were milling around, waiting for the moment it would all open. There was still an hour 
left so, in an effort to get people out of the sun, if only for a moment, David opened the coffee shop and 
began serving drinks. He needed something to take his mind off of the event. Something to silence the 
butterflies in his stomach. It was the same feeling he had whenever he stepped on stage to play a show. 
Except this was one of their organising. 

He waved Dave over. "Hey, are you going to make some kind of opening speech." 

The younger man shook his head. "No, that's your job." 

Leaning against the bar, David pouted. "Don't want to." 

"Your event, you gotta do it.” 

"Okay. Pass me one of the bottles of liquor.” 

Dave's eyebrows pretty much disappeared as they shot up. "Really now? You're gonna take to drinking again 
after all these years over some tiny little block party. And you've stood up in front of how many thousands of 
people?" 

Laughing, David playfully swatted him. "lim joking. But the expression on your face made it all better. Thanks." 
Arms wrapped around him and held him tight, a kiss pressed to his forehead. "Any time." 

As the opening hour approached, they went back outside. At one end security began to allow people in and 
David was shocked by just how many people were arriving. Soon they were nearly at capacity, will people 


walking around. 


Taking a deep breath, he climbed the stage and approached the microphone. Behind him, the first band were 
setting up. 


"Hello, Minneapolis." 
P 


A cheer went up from the crowd and David felt himself break in to a smile. "You don't know how long I've 


waited to say that. I'd like to welcome you our first block party. We've got a great line up for you and a bunch 


of great people to meet, so stick around and have some fun." He gestured behind him with a thumb. "Our first 


band, Without The Sun, will be playing for you in a bit" 


Another cheer went up, followed by clapping. Grinning from ear to ear, he bounded off the stage and threw his 


arms around Dave's neck. 

"Feel better?" 

"Much better. Let's go and enjoy this." 

The younger man walked the block, his girl in one hand and his man in the other. Shelby was basking in 
attention everybody paid her. They heard comments like, ‘she's very cute’, ‘how well behaved’, and Dave's 
personal least favorite, ‘you own a pitbull? but. He'd cringe every time and have to explain that she was as 
sweet and ‘harmless’ as a golden retriever. Both had teeth, both could bite, meanwhile both could be very 


docile and loving. And Shelby was certainly that. 


Roger approached with a man that David vaguely remembered from the grand opening. He was dressed in khaki 


pants and a light pink polo shirt with topsider shoes. Sort of looked like a tool. Dave was immediately suspicious. 
"Get a load of this guy," he whispered. 


"Dave, David, this is John Quincy. John, Dave and David own Fresh Pots. | believe you attended their grand 


opening a few months ago." 


"Yes! A pleasure to meet you both again. This is such a wonderful idea, when the permits passed my desk, | 
just loved it. Thank you so much for doing this." 


"Its our pleasure. It's really a great day. Great way for people to get to know their neighbors" 
‘Very true. Um, | was very sad to hear about your fire. | hope things will be taken care oft 
"So do we," Dave offered with a hint of sadness. 

‘Listen, um, David. wanted you to speak to John because - " 


John cut him off. "David, you're a native of Minnesota and truly, a beloved son of Minneapolis. My term ends 


next year and well, | see the direction you are taking in your personal life and community and | wondered.” 
"You want a job at Fresh Pots when your term is through?" David asked, only sort of not seriously. 
"No!" The man laughed. "Well, maybe. But no, | want you to run" 


"What!" 


"Just give it some thought," Roger said. 
"Why don't you do it?" 


"People don't love me the way they love you. David, your name and your presence in this community mean so 


much to people like us." 

"Like us?" David repeated, still dazed over the request. 
"Yeah. Like us." Roger gave a shy smile. 

"Ah, he means gay, babe," Dave offered with a grin. 
And then all eyes were on John 

He blushed. "Got a wife and three kids, you know?" 
They nodded in understanding. 


And, of course, just as David opened his mouth to say something else, two of those kids, teenagers, ran up to 
John and asked for more money. 


After they left, John asked quietly, "What are you doing with the money?" 

"Oh, its all going to Roger's shelter and food pantry." 

Roger's face lit up. "You didn't tell me that!" 

"Surprise!" 

"David, | have to go mingle with my family. Please think about this. | will be in touch." 
"Okay," he dumbly replied. 

Roger found someone new to say hello to as well, leaving the couple by themselves. 
"Councilman Ellefson" Dave grinned. "I like it. | think you should do it" 

"No. No fucking way! | can't!" 


"Why not?" 


"Because." And he couldn't think of a single reason why not. A small grin curled his lips. 
"You're already imagining fucking me on a big, official-looking desk, aren't you?" his boyfriend hissed. 
"| wasn't but if that's not incentive, | don't know what is." 


They stopped at Elliot's tent and hung around with him and Francis for a while before Francis decided to take a 
walk with Dave. Shelby stayed behind with David, in the shade of the tent. 


"Wish your Mama could have made it out, dear." 
"Soon. Not quite warm enough for her." He smiled as Francis looped her arm through his. 


"Are you okay, all healed up from your adventure in California?" Her expression said she didn't mean in the 


physical sense. 

"Quite. All good, Mama" He smiled. 

"Glad to hear it. | just worry, you know. | wonder sometimes what makes your lives so difficult sometimes." 
"Probably the assholes we let into them at certain points." 

"Could be that," she said quietly and then, "Oh look! Cotton candy!" 


The stall held all kinds of sugary delights and Dave could already feel his mouth beginning to water. Pulling 


Francis over, he pulled out his wallet: 

"What would you like, Mama?" 

"Cotton candy's just fine." 

Pulling out a hundred dollar bill, Dave grinned at the stall holder. "Hundred bucks worth of pure sugar please” 
"Davel" Francis smacked his arm and he turned to smile at her. 

"What?! | dont get it very often so lm stocking up while | get the chance” 


She gave him "The Look", narrowed eyes and pursed lips, a look which every woman seemed to perfect when 


they became a mother. "You'll be sick." 
"That's half the fun!" 


"Seriously," the stallholder laughed "A hundred dollars of cotton candy?" 


Dave just nodded, the stupid grin on his face. It had been a long time since he'd had anything sweet other than 
cookies and his mouth tingled at the thought of crashing and burning from a massive sugar high. 


"Yeah. Hold on" 


Racing back to Elliot and Francis’ stall, he grabbed a large wheeled box. Normally it helped move milk in to the 
cafe. Today it had been used to move cans from Elliot's car. Now it would be used as a storage container for 


candy. 


Pushing it up to the side of the stall, Dave pointed to it. "Load it in there and I'll take it back to the shop 
before the old boot sees it" 


That earned him another smack, this time around the back of his head. He looked over his shoulder to see 


Francis grinning at him. 


"What?!" he protested. "He calls me the Forty Year Old Child. For once I'm going to act like it” He turned back to 
the stallholder. "Fill ‘er up!" 


It took ten minutes for the poor man looking after the stall to load several dozen bags into the truck. Handing 
several bags to Francis, Dave wheeled the rest around the back of the shop and into the garage. Grabbing a 
tarp, he covered his treasure, but not before liberating a few bags. Tearing one open, he shovelled some in to 
his mouth, letting out a long, satisfied groan as it melted on his tongue. One bag disappeared in a matter of 
moments, Dave all but melting to the floor. It was heaven of the highest order. Well, nearly. Add in David and it 
definitely would be heaven. Tossing the empty bag into the bin, he attacked the second on, licking his fingers 
clean as he headed back to the party. 


Sitting on the edge of the stage, hands dangling between his legs, David watched the proceedings with a smile. 
Everyone was happy, enjoying the sun and everything which had been laid on. Something caught his eye and he 
found himself sitting up. Dave was chattering to someone, hands flailing and bouncing from one foot to the 
other. Something was exciting him. When his boyfriend finished his conversation, David waved him over. 


"Having fun?" 


Dave grinned up at him, still shuffling around, eyes sparkling. "Yeah. That guy" He gestured over his shoulder. "l 
invited that guy. Guess what he's brought with him?" 


David felt himself begin to sag. From the look on Dave's face it was either going to be dangerous, fun, or fun 


AND dangerous. 
"Whats he brought with him?" 


Dave's grin just widened, eyes going even wider. "Flaming jump rope!" 


"What the fuck?!" 


"You've never seen it?!" Instantly his boyfriend was dragging out his phone. Finding something, he held it up to 
David. 


On the tiny screen a video played, filmed, it said, at one of Thailand's full moon parties. It showed a long rope 
being turned, people running and playing jump rope with it. The only difference was that it was on fire. 


"No, no, no! Dave, we're not insured for this!" 

"Yes, we arel" A crumpled piece of paper was held out to him and David read it. It did indeed say that they 
were insured for such an event. There was no way of getting around Dave; this was happening whether David 
wanted it to or not. 

"When?" 

"Tonight, while we're playing. The party people will be here. A litle beer, a little music, a hell of a lot of fire!" 
When Dave gave a huge grin just before he roamed off again, David groaned. He had to know the forty year 
old child would make an appearance. He didn't realize he'd have to deal with the child all cracked out on sugar. 
His eyes widened when the man-boy ran back up to him, took his hand and yanked him down to his feet. 

"Kiss mel" 

"Dave!" 

The younger man wrapped his arms around his boyfriend and swung him around. "Kiss me!" 

David couldn't help but laugh at his crazy boyfriend. When a soft, sweet-tasting pair of lips landed against his, 
David decided to knock the man's socks off. He clutched him closer and opened his lips, letting his tongue drag 
against and lap all the sugar off of Dave's bottom lip. He pressed his tongue past Dave's lips and lapped at the 
sweet taste on the younger man's tongue, lips molded together. A soft moan rumbled in Dave's throat and his 
hands found the waistband of David's jeans. 

"Nol" 

Dave laughed as he moved his mouth to David's ear. "I've got more sugar hidden and later, when this street is 
deserted, I'm going to go eat some more, get fucking high as a kite and we're gonna fuck like rabbits. Just 


fucking bang all night long!" And he gave David a quick thrust of his pelvis. 


"Dear God, no," David groaned. 


"Dear God, yes!" And he was off again, leaving David a weak, wobbly mess. 
"Your man is an overgrown, hyperactive child," Jamie said as she appeared at his side. 
"Tell me something | don't know." 


"Bill conned the kid from the last band to let him use his keyboard later when you guys are up there playing 


around. Need another guitarist or drummer, too. You three will crash and burn" 
"Well, fuck you very much, Jamie," David laughed. 

"Just saying." 

"Where's your man when we need him?" 

"Uh, | think they might be on the east coast right now." 

"Well, that sucks." 

"Tell me something | don't know." 

"You guys gonna get get married and have babies?" David asked. 
"Are you?" Jamie raised an eyebrow. 

"Gonna get married?" 

"Yeah." 

"Maybe one day," David replied with a shrug. 


"Good luck with that." Jamie flicked her chin in the general direction of the bounce castles and there was a 


very tall, dark haired child jumping up and down in the middle of a slew of smaller, squealing children 
"Gotta admit, for forty-three, he's got a bundle of energy," David said offhandedly 

"Good thing for you. 

He turned and looked her in the eye. "I know’ 

"Ew! David! l'm leaving!" 


Grinning, he let Jamie go and surveyed the crowds. Barely a moment had passed before something was 


grabbing his elbow. Swinging around, he found Dave, the younger man's hand wrapped around his arm and 
dragging him towards the kids section. 


"No! Dave, no!" 

"Dave, yes! Trust me, you're gonna love this!" 

Digging his heels in, David tried to stop himself from being hauled towards the bounce castles. But it was to no 
avail. His legs were picked up, his shoes pulled off and then he was dragged in to one, shaking and unstable. At 
the first free second, David tried to make a bolt for freedom, only to be pulled back. His hands were grabbed, 
Dave grinning and laughing an idiot as he jumped. 

"Come on, David! It's fun!" 

Gritting his teeth, he clutched Dave's hands harder and began to move, carefully testing the waters as he 
bounced. The breeze touched his face, hair moving as he jumped. A laugh left his lips and suddenly David found 
himself enjoying it, the inner child he normally kept quiet waking up. 

Screaming with joy, he clutched Dave as he stumbled, ass bouncing on the rubber before he climbed up and 
started again. With one hand wound around Dave's neck, they bounced in unison, seeing how high they could get 
before taking a deep breath and doing it again. 

When they finally slithered from the castle, David grinned and tugged Dave close. 

"Think we should borrow one of those for a night." He nuzzled the younger man's throat. 

"Yeah?" 


"Yeah," he purred. 


Fingers stroked through his hair, giving it a gentle tug. "Ellefson, you're such a kink monster. Can't believe 


you've just thought of that." 


He looked in to the wide, glazed eyes of the sugar high Dave and grinned. "Lots of things like that you don't 


know about." 

Eyebrows shot up. "Yeah?" 

David's grin widened. "Oh, yeah." 

The drummer from the last band stayed behind and played with Bill on the keyboard, David and Dave. The 


brunette took another hit of sugar, much to his boyfriend's dismay and also brought a couple bottles of beer 


on stage. As soon as they assembled, the crowd took notice and began migrating to the stage area. The chance 


to see these two performing together was a real treat. 


"Well, well, well. Here | am, back up on a stage. It's been a while for me. Well, a while for David, too. He's 


probably really rusty, | hope you guys go easy on him." 

David chuckled and stepped up to a mic. "Rusty, my ass." 

Dave was about to open his mouth and make a lewd comment about his lover's ass when David spoke again. 
"We don't have a set list here, we have no idea how long we're going to play. We'll just get going and see what 
happens. Again, please allow me to thank everybody for coming out. We're so happy to live in such a gorgeous 
neighborhood with all of you, each of whom Dave and | consider our friends." 

Dave turned around and, more to the new drummer, asked, "Can you do Learn to Fly?" 

"I know all your stuff, Dave. Big fan. Huge fan!" 

"Great! But can you do his?" Dave indicated David. 

"Mostly." The guy smiled. 


"Okay, then. Off we go." 


And the forty year old on a sugar rush bounced from Learn to Fly, Big Me, My Hero, Breakout and, lastly, 
These Days. 


He turned toward David, "My better half never heard this next song until | played it for him one night on a 
hotel balcony. Between you and me, | think that's how | sealed the deal. So if you ever want to get that special 
girl or guy into your life for good, grab a guitar and play them this. It works! This is called These Days and it 
goes like this.” 


After the mini Foo Fighters list, David stepped up to his mic again. "That really is how he got me. | couldn't 
resist after that. All kidding aside, my boyfriend is on a little bit of a sugar high so | think we need to keep the 
pace up. How about some Van Halen?" 

"Jamie's Cryin?" 

David smiled and nodded. 


They heard a "You guys are jerks!" from somewhere in the crowd. 


After ten more random rock songs during which Dave went apeshit, it appeared he was coming down from his 


sugar high. 


"Last one for the night, boys and girls. If you've got a sweetie, now's the time to take him or her in your 
arms and tell ‘em how much you love them." He pulled off his blue Gibson and set it on a rack and picked up a 
black acoustic. 

David smiled and made his way to the steps. 

"Where do you think you're going?" Dave asked him, speaking into the mic. 

"Gonna give you the stage, my dear." 


"Nuh uh. Get over here." Dave pulled up a stool and set it beside him. Then he patted the seat with a hand. 


The older man blushed when the crowd cheered. But he obeyed and sat down on the stool. Dave turned him to 
face him and then softly launched into a sweet, mellow version of Everlong. At the end of the song, Dave 


strummed one last, drawn out chord as he kissed David gently on his lips. 
"I love you," he whispered. 
"Love you, too." 


The crowd cheered and applauded, probably as much for the kiss as for the music. Dave took his boyfriend's 
hand and bowed deeply. 


For a moment, they stayed on the stage, staring down at the crowd. 


Dave grabbed a mic. "I'm going to get a little more sugar high and maybe a little more drunk. But | just want 
to get you to all move back ‘cause we're gonna play with fire! Mr Health and Safety here says | can't do this. 
But | got the permits, | got the insurance. We're gonna do it! Where's our bands? Guys, get up here and jam!" 


The crowd cheered and backed off, security giving them a helping hand. With his heart thumping, David 
watched as two ladders were placed about twenty feet apart. A long length of chain covered in some kind of 


fabric was stretched between them. Flaming torches were brought out and, with a whoop, Dave was gone. 
Turning to the bands, David grinned. "Suppose we'd better give them a show. How about "Jump"?! 


As they launched in to the song, the rope began to swing, lighting up the dark street. People cheered as a few 
brave souls, his boyfriend included, ran and jumped as the flaming jump rope flew beneath them. Many 


managed to keep it up for several minutes, Dave included. 


They raced through several more upbeat songs, David trying not to laugh as Dave stumbled away from the 
swinging chain before racing back in. As the flames began to die, the people gave up, turning their attention 


back to the stage. 


Grinning, David began, "I've been doing some writing recently, and this is a little one which I've kept a secret. 


Tonight seems to be the perfect night to give it its debut. This is Fallen Angel." 


Starting the funk rock tone, he sang, "Hey fallen angel with your long dark hair, 
If | get your number, then I'll call you | swear. 

Let me buy you a drink, 

We'll just talk for a while. 

As | lure you in with my Cheshire cat smile. 

Let the wine settle in, 

And let it go to your head. 

Get lost in my eyes, 

And find yourself in my bed. 


Things'll get crazy, 

Things'll get wild, 

Things'll get a little bit naked in time!" 

The crowd roared and David grinned as he carried on, the chorus kicking in. 
"And I'll torture you with pleasure, 

Keep you screaming through the night. 

My horn glows in the darkness, 


I'm the devil in disguise." 


They belted out the rest of the song, David feeling himself soar as the crowd danced in time to the beat. As 


it came to a close, he took a deep breath and screamed something he'd always wanted to say. 
"Good night, Minneapolis, and thank you!" 


Dave stood, looking up at his boyfriend, mouth agape. That sneaky, dirty, kinky motherfucker. Then David peered 
down at him with a shy grin. 


Dave pointed at him and then at the stairs. "You. Get down here. Now!" He hurried over and met David at the 
bottom of the steps. "What the fuck was that???" 


David chuckled. "You liked it?" 
"Liked it! Jesus! | want you to drag me away and fuck the shit out of me. Now." 
David gave him a smirk. "Can probably arrange that." 


"| don't believe you! Everybody probably always thought | was the animal here. But no. | sing you Everlong and 


give you a sweet, little kiss. What do you do? You sing me a song that basically says you're gonna fuck me 
tonight. Hmmph." 


"Oh, shut up, Grohl. For once, just keep that yap shut until | give you something to put in it” And David took 
his hand and led him inside the shop and then up to the loft. David locked the door behind them and ignored 
Shelby's curious whine. 

Into the bedroom he pulled Dave. Through the open windows, they could still hear all the buzz down on the 
street but neither seemed to care. Clothes were quickly being torn off while mouths pressed together and 
tongues playfully wrestled. David pushed Dave back on the bed and climbed on top of him. They stared into 
each other's eyes for a moment. Dave reached his hands into David's hair and pulled him down into another 
kiss. 

"Need to say something,” Dave began, panting after the deep kiss. 

"What?" 

"Want to build a proper studio out back off the garage." 

"Okay. Need to say something, too." 

"What?" 


"Want to run for that council seat." 


"Okay." Dave smiled and pulled his lover back down 


Chapter 81 


Just like the song, David made his boyfriend scream through the night until they both fell asleep, exhausted 
and sore. But it was worth it. Worth every second. 


Waking up, David stretched and yawned, listening as his joints locked back in to place. He really wasn't getting 
any younger and he wondered how Dave managed to keep going. Sugar probably. And coffee. They seemed like a 
winning combination. 

They'd decided to shut the shop for the day and give everyone the chance to chill out, recover and clean up. It 
also meant a day doing whatever the hell they wanted to. As he was sliding out of bed, a hand clamped around 
his wrist and pulled him back. A dark eye sleepily peered at him through a mess of dark hair. 

"Kiss." 

"| gotta go pee," David sighed. 

"Kiss first" 

Smiling, he did as he was asked, one hand sliding over Dave's cheek as he gave him the gentlest of kisses. 


From amid the bed clothes, he saw his boyfriend smile. "Don't be too long. Want another.” 


While David was gone, he stretched out, hands slinking under pillows as he rolled on to his front. Free day. A 
day of nothingness. But what to do with it? They could go for a ride? Or they could stay in bed all day? 


The block party had been fun. Tiring, but fun All Dave wanted to do was sleep. Maybe drink some coffee. 
Maybe attack some of his sugar pile. The smell of coffee brewing caught his nose and he was tempted to get 
out of bed. But only a little bit. 


Beside him, the bed depressed and kisses danced along his spine, making him shiver and whine. Instinctively, 
Dave raised his hips only to get a playful swat. 


"Not a hope. Not after last night" 
Turning his head, he pouted. "Once more. For luck." 


David laughed, eyes sparkling in the morning light. "We've got all the luck in the world, sweetie. Don't need no 


more.” 


"Yeah we do. Just in case." 


The older man slid down beside him, an arm draping over his shoulders. "If that's how you feel" Lips sought 
out his. "Maybe you should come and do me instead." 


Groaning, he gave in to the kiss, tongue finding David's as his hands wandered in caramel hair. Beneath his 
touches, David hissed, back arching, hands finding him. Gently he kissed his way from David's lips to his jaw and 
down to his chest. Already he could feel David's erection pressing into his thigh, the brunette rocking his hips 
to feel the friction 


Fingers tightened in his hair and David hissed, "Please." 


Laying in a mess of sheets, they snuggled together. Dave curled against David's side, head on his shoulder, arm 


draped across his stomach. David's fingers traced lines up and down the brunette's forearm. 
"Did you mean what you said last night?" David whispered 

"Which part?" 

"You want to build a studio?" 


"Think | do. | miss it. Didn't think | would miss it as much as | do. But | think itd be nice to have a space to go 
in and play around" 


"Then you should do it! 

"And that thing you said last night?" 

"| meant it! 

"Then you should do it" Dave echoed with a grin "What does that make me, the boyfriend of a councilman?" 
"Subject to ridicule and scrutiny, probably," David laughed gently. 

"So nothing new?" 

"Nothing new? 

Jessie had a lot of outdoor work scheduled but he promised the first day it rained, he would come over and 
talk to Dave about building an addition to house a studio. True to his word, he shuffled into the shop, shaking 


the water from his hair and shoulders. Jamie handed him a mug full of hot deliciousness without so much as 


asking how he'd like it. 


"Thanks, kid. Where's Dave?" 

"In the garage, | think. David's in the kitchen" 

Jessie wandered through, popped his head into the kitchen and gave David a "Hey! Seen your other half?" 
"Playing with his toys." 


In the garage, Jessie first observed the part they rebuilt and made sure it was still holding up. He found Dave 


on a creeper under the Camaro. 

"Hey." He gently kicked the man's foot. 

Dave rolled out, holding an oil filter in one hand, a rag in the other. 
"As promised, the rain brought me in” Jessie smiled. 

"Good. Give me two minutes." And he rolled back under the car. 


Jessie wandered over to the Tri-glide and ran a hand over the leather seat. "This one's sweet. When did you 


pick her up?" 
As Dave stood and wiped his hands with the rag, "Few weeks ago, found it online over in Sioux City." 
"And the car?" 


"The car was a fluke, really. David bought that beast over there and the guy just happened to have this. 


Probably saw "Sucker" written across my forehead" 

Jessie lifted his finger to point at Dave and was about to say something when Dave cut him off 
"| know, sucker. Ha ha. How about | just show you what | had in mind" 

"You're the boss” 


The two men were standing in the lot under umbrellas. Dave was telling Jessie what he wanted him to do, when 


David ducked his head out the door. 
"Hey, babe? I'm sorry to interrupt but | got a phone call you'll be happy to hear about." 
"What is it?" 


"Bike's done." David smiled. 


"What?" Dave grinned ear to ear but it quickly faded. "But its raining.’ 


And the rain continued for three more days. On the morning of the second day, David found his boyfriend 
standing in the garage, staring at his pride and joy. 


"The rain will stop soon," David offered softly. 

"Sucks. Here she is, all brand new and fixed and | can't even break her in right" 

"There are other things we can do while we wait for the rain to stop," David hissed suggestively. 
"Like what?" The younger man groaned. 

"Hmm... well, | got you a present.” 

"You did?" The man turned to eagerly give his boyfriend a look. 

| did. Its nothing huge, don't get too excited. | saw it and it reminded me of you." 

"What is it?" 


"Come with me." David took his lover's hand and pulled him back into the shop. The first thing he did was pour 


him a mug. Then he reached under the bar and presented Dave with a box wrapped in plain brown paper. 


He tore open the paper and opened the box to reveal a ceramic salt and pepper shaker set shaped like a 


sailboat and a lighthouse. He gave David a quizzical look 
"The lighthouse looks like a cock and that reminded me of you." 
"Whoa, okay...” 


"| mean because you would get a kick out of it. You can put up on the shelf here, along with all your other 


silliness." 

"It is pretty silly," Dave agreed. 

"Fits right in around here." 

David smiled and poured himself a coffee. "Oh, and get packing." 


"Why?" Dave looked at him with mock shock. "You're kicking me out, aren't you?! | knew it! | knew this day 


would come!" 


Laughing, David pointed to the door. "Yeah, l've had enough of you and you giving the toys more love than me. 
You can get out. No, we're having a couple of nights away from here." 


"You're kidding?" 


"No, not kidding. Friday and Saturday night we're staying in the ultra swanky Grand Hotel across town Well, it's 
swanky to me. Probably looks like a budget hotel to you." 


"Hey." Dave raised his hands in mock surrender. "As long as you're with me, a box would feel like Buckingham 


Palace." 


Grinning, the older man leaned across the bar and gave Dave a small kiss. "Keep feeding me those lines and you 
might get it again later." 


There was a husky chuckle and a hand wound in to the back of his hair, pulling him closer. Groaning, David put 
his feet on the lowest shelf beneath the bar and pushed himself up. 


"GET A FUCKIN! ROOM!" Jamie's voice pulled them apart. She stood in the kitchen door, hands on hips, a furious 
look on her face. "Sheesh! We're running a business here and you're putting the good folks of the city off their 
lunches. Want to screw around on my perfectly cleaned bar? WAIT TILL IM NOT AROUND! And make sure you 
clean it afterwards." She fell silent, eyes narrowed before she started up again. "Don't think | don't know what 


you two do down here after hours. | know for a fact that wasn't milk that poor Simon cleaned up a couple of 


weeks ago. EEEEEWWW!" 


Throwing her hands in the air, she stormed back into the kitchen, kicking the door shut behind her. Looking at 


David, Dave raised an eyebrow. "I think thats the most I've ever heard her speak in one go." 


"No, the record was when you weren't here. Although she did sound like a stuck record | must have heard 
"Get Dave back, you fuckin’ asshole" about ten thousand times a day. I'm surprised she didn't just record it and 
leave it on repeat." Grinning, he turned back to Dave. "So yeah, get packing." 


"What exactly are we going to do at this hotel?" 


The older man shrugged. "Chill out. Figured we needed a break after the block party and before the trial. And, 
well, it is coming up for our anniversary. So, unless you have any other great ideas, | thought this could kick 
start the party." Leaning his elbows on the bar, David grinned at his boyfriend. "cause you always have at 
least one great idea for a party, don't you?!" 


The younger man pretended to think it over and then he narrowed his gaze on David. "I might have a trick or 


two up my sleeve.” 


"I was rather hoping you'd be sleeveless. Topless, for that matter." 


"Might. If you're a good boy." 

I'm always a good boy!" 

"Hal" Dave continued to laugh as he slowly made his way up the stairs. 

Dave had a large duffle open on the floor in the closet when David appeared in the doorway. 
"What about Shelby?" 

"Jamie's gonna stay here with her." 

"Better hide all the toys, then" 

"Toys are coming with us." David grinned and flicked his eyebrows. 

"Then | hope you booked us a couple beds at the hospital, too." 


"Might." 


Dave held both bags over his shoulder while David checked in at the front desk. 
"The Presidential Suite, sir, and everything you requested," the girl told him. 
He smiled and thanked her. 


"Presidential Suite, huh? Look at you, born politician," Dave teased him as they made their way to the bank of 


elevators. 


David merely smiled, thinking about the things he was going to do to Dave and how, if discovered, they'd ruin 


any politician's career. That's when he remembered he wanted to film it all, too. 

He slid the keycard into the slot and turned the handle. Inside, the first thing he noticed was a very wide, very 
long mahogany dining table surrounded by eight chairs. Through to the large bedroom with the giant, white, 
fluffy king-sized bed, Dave dropped the bags at the foot. 

"All of this just for the two of us? David, you didn't have to." 


"Wanted to. Need a room with a dining table." 


"Why?" 

"Because you're going to be tied down to it while | torture you." 

The younger man's eyes widened and a slow grin crept to his lips. 

"Thought you might like that idea," David said with a grin. 

The rest of the rooms were just as opulent. There was a full size desk and a beautiful bathroom. As promised, 
a bottle of non-alcoholic champagne was chilling in a bucket. Gadgets were hidden in nooks and crannies. 
Exploring them, Dave pressed a button, soft music filling the suite. 


"This place is awesome!" 


"Isn't it just?" David walked in, phone clamped against his ear. "That's great. Thanks. See you in a couple of 


days." 
"Who was that?" He watched the older man suspiciously. 


"Just Jamie. Was checking in. She's promised to only call us if something drastic goes wrong. Like the place 
flooding." David tossed his phone to one side and slid his arms around Dave's waist. Resting his chin on his 
boyfriend's chest, he gazed up into his dark eyes. "Dinner will be in an hour. Why don't you have a drink? 

Fridge's fully stocked" 


Hugging David tight, he kissed the smaller man's head. "You're the best boyfriend ever. Anyone ever told you 
that?" 


‘Only you." David gave him a squeeze before moving away. "Seriously, knock yourself out. Not literally. There 


are plans." 
"Really?" 


David just smirked as he walked away, pulling his shirt over his head as he did. 


The bathroom was as good as, if not better, than theirs. Lying in the tub, they relaxed surrounded by bubbles 
and soft music, chatting about the most random of things; stories, music, the shop, the block party, jokes. 
Glasses of the champagne sat around the bath, the bubbles, despite the lack of alcohol, still going to David's 
head. 


So." David stretched, arms wrapped around the edges of the tub, eyes closing for a moment. "I'm thinking of 


having surgery to remove the scar on my leg." 


"Yeah?" 


"Yeah." Opening his eyes, he smiled at Dave. "Had a look at some options so gonna go and see the doc and see 


what he says. Get the best treatment for it" 


The admission from David worried him a little and Dave found himself beating down the questions. Instead, he 


said, "And you're ready to go through with it?" 

David's smile widened to a grin. "Absolutely. Apparently | don't have to have painful surgery. They may even be 
able to do it with lasers. We'll see what they say." The older man's eyes softened. "You'll come with me, won't 
you?" 


"Of course. But only because there might be candy." 


David's foot flicked, spraying him with a wave of water. 


They were still dressed in their finest even though they weren't leaving the room. A variety of plates had 
arrived, all holding tiny samples of food. Sweeping his eyes over it, David counted at least twenty plates. 


"Grab a couple and follow me." 

Walking through the suite, David lead them to a sectional with a coffee table in front of it. Beers were chilling 

and David had grabbed himself a couple of sodas. The curtains had been drawn back, giving them a bird's eye 

view of the sun setting over the city. Putting the plates down, David leaned against the window, gazing down at 
the city. When a hand rubbed his back, he leaned against his boyfriend. 

"One day this'll all be yours, babe." 

David chuckled softly. "Maybe. Gotta run for it first. Its not a definite." 


Dave gently kissed his head. "Oh, | think it is. Come on, | want to try this amazing looking food." 


Moving back and forth, they finally had as many of the plates as they could cramped on to the low table. 
Curled on the couch, with Dave's head on his shoulder, he lifted a ring of fried squid from the plate. 


‘Okay, this is supposed to be infused with garlic and lemon. See what you think." 


David dangled the squid in front of Dave's mouth and the younger man opened like a baby bird to accept the 
food. 


"Oh, that's good. More." He sighed before lifting a bottle of beer to his lips. 
"Nope. My turn" 


Dave scanned the table. "Okay." He leaned forward and picked up a fork, using it to stab a piece of asparagus 


with crabmeat. "What is this?" 


"That is asparagus with crabmeat in a Thai chile sauce. Gimme." David opened his mouth to let his boyfriend 


feed him. 
‘| want to try that. It smells really good." 


David took the fork and happily obliged. As they moved down the table, trying all the different food, they 
finally came to dessert. Dave's lips twitched as his eyes went right to the Key Lime pie. He picked up a new 
fork and took a bite-sized sliver of the pie and held it out for David. 


When the older man leaned forward, mouth open, Dave pulled the fork back a little. David frowned and tried 


again. Dave pulled back again. 
"Brat!" David scolded the younger man and tried to reach for the fork with his hand. 


"Uh uh," Dave said and finally put the piece of pie in his own mouth. "Come and get it." He tried to say with a 
mouthful of pie. 


"Gladly!" And David lunged at his lover, pinning his shoulders to the sofa before seizing his mouth and lapping 
the pie off Dave's tongue. 


Grabbing a pot of melted chocolate, David dipped his fingers in and smeared it over Dave's lips. Slowly and 
deliberately, he licked it away, feeling his lover shiver beneath him. He felt fingers grab at him, some of them 
slick with something. The younger man pulled away and licked across his cheek before plunging his tongue into 
David's mouth. An oddly pleasant mix of chocolate and chilli danced through his mouth and, panting, he pulled 


away. 
Staring down at his boyfriend, David slowly picked at the buttons of Dave's shirt and carefully peeled it away. 
Eyes watched him, hands resting at his hips. Picking up one of the tiny pies, he scrapped the topping off and 
smeared across the younger man's naked skin. Sitting back on his heels, David smirked and seductively licked his 
fingers clean. 

"So this is what life with a politician's like?" 


David sucked his forefinger, letting it pull from his mouth with a pop. "Yep." 


| could get used to this." 


Deliberately slow, he sucked his middle finger clean. "Good." 


Shifting himself back to Dave's lap, he lowered his mouth to his lover's warm, smooth flesh and slowly licked 
away the pie. The lime danced across his tongue, the zest like little bolts of electricity. Carefully he sucked on 
one nipple, hands clawing at his back as his tongue played across the hard little nub. Moving over to the other, 
David repeated the motion, ignoring the whines and pleas to just get naked. 


Moving lower, his hands flicked open the younger man's jeans, easing them down a few inches until the head of 
Dave's cock poked out. Reaching for another of the pies, he slicked the topping over the head, adding a finger 
full of chocolate sauce for good measure. 

"This stuffs great," he murmured. "You gotta try it" 

"Oh, trust me, | am." 

Peering up through his hair, David grinned at the man above him. "Really? How?" 

"That's for me to know," Dave panted. 

With a smirk, David lowered his head, the tip of his tongue teasing over Dave's cock. The younger man groaned, 
hands tangling in David's hair, trying to force him lower. But he wasn't going to give in and lapped away the 
sweet, citrus food until all he tasted was flesh. His own cock ached for attention, but he suspected he'd get it 
sooner rather than later. That moment was dedicated to pleasuring his boyfriend, to hearing his voice, to 
feeling him shudder beneath his touches. All he wanted to do is impale his mouth on that delicious cock, but 
there's so much more to the night. So much more to do. 

Dave sat up and tugged at the hem of David's shirt. The older man grinned and raised his arms over his head. 
Dave pulled it over his head without bothering to unbutton it all the way. With a hand upon his chest, Dave 
gently pushed David down on his back. He pushed David's legs apart and settled on his knees between them, 
eying the wedge of chocolate cake. 

"Grohl! Don't you dare!" 


"Don't | dare do what?" Dave swiped two fingers through the chocolate frosting and smeared it down the 
center of David's chest. David hissed and arched. 


"Fucking cold!" 


"Its cake frosting. Calm down, lover. Wait until we get to the whipped cream." And with that, Dave lowered his 
open mouth and sucked, licked and lapped his way up until he was nibbling on David's neck. 


"Take your pants off" David sighed as his hands nudged at the waist of Dave's trousers. 


"Only if you take yours off" His boyfriend giggled softly in his ear. 


When David was fully naked, the younger man turned him over onto his stomach and pulled his hips into the 
air. Then he took a strawberry from the bowl of fruit and so very tenderly, ran the green leaves down 
David's spine, from tip to tail. He bit into the berry as he hovered over the small of the older man's back, 
letting the juice dribble down his chin and drop onto David's warm skin. He shivered before Dave's warm tongue 
hit his skin and licked up the sticky juice. With one hand on David's ass, Dave reached for the bowl of fresh 
whipped cream. Dave scooped two fingers through the cream and then smeared it down the crack of David's 


ass. 
"Fuck, Dave!" David squealed as he looked over his shoulder. 


"We might get there tonight.” The younger man snickered as he lowered his mouth to the cream that coated 


his lover's bottom. 

A long tongue dragged up from David's balls. Once all the cream had been lapped up, the tongue returned to 
David's entrance. Dave ran light circles around the ring of puckered, pink flesh before pressing his lips against 
it. He took another scoop of cream and smeared it directly over his lover's hole, making him quiver and gasp. 
"Good, love?" 

"Mmm, more. Give me more, please!" 

"Do me a favor. | want to see your hand on your cock." 

David did as he was bid, fingers wrapping around his cock with a long, low sigh. Slowly he began to stroke, the 


sensations flooding through him. He wanted to come so badly, the energy swirling through him. When Dave's 
tongue drove deeper, he grunted. 


"Fuck!" 

The warm tongue disappeared. "Like that?" 

Panting, David nodded. "Yeah. Put a finger in me." 

"How about no?" 

He pouted over his shoulder only to be met with a grin Dave reached for the table, swiping up the cream 
again. A line was placed from the base of his spine back to his ass, that warm, talented tongue reducing him to 
shivers and moans in a matter of moments. Letting his head fall forward, David stroked faster, the pleasure 


arcing through him, his orgasm growing ever closer. Quietly he panted his lover's name, Dave responding to 


everything he said. Fingers reached between his legs and ghosted over his balls before disappearing again, the 


feeling quivering over his skin. Stretching his free hand behind himself, he draped a hand on to Dave's head, 


pulling him closer, forcing him deeper as his orgasm hit. 


Wave after wave of pleasure shook him, pearly white come staining the couch. When he finally began to come 


down, kisses were pressed to his ass. 

"Looks like you made a bit of a mess there, Mr Politician" 

Dazed and happy, David moved himself back onto his front, heavy eyes gazing at his boyfriend. Picking up a 
piece of sectioned orange, he shuffled towards Dave. With one hand on his lover's hip, he ground the orange 


against his cock, watching Dave hiss at the slight coolness. 


"Better get used to it, lover, ‘cause this politician loves making a mess. Loves it when his interns give him 


everything he wants.” 

"Your interns? What am |, Monica Lewinsky now?" 

"Only if you let me fuck you with a cigar." David snickered as he lowered his mouth to Dave's cock. 

The younger man groaned. "Sick" 

David licked up and down, tasting the sweet orange, lapping up the pulp. He replaced his mouth with a hand and 
stroked slowly as his eyes scanned what little food was left. And then his eyes went beyond the table to the 
kitchen, specifically the refrigerator. 


"Don't go anywhere." He winked at his lover. 


"Where are you going? You can't just stop like that!" Dave groaned and let his head fall back against the couch. 


A hand wandered down his chest, over his stomach and onto his erection 

"Don't you finish without me." 

"Well, hurry the fuck up and get back here!" 

David smirked as he punched the button on the front of the fridge and a few ice cubes tumbled out of the 
dispenser. Returning to the couch, he dropped a couple cubes onto an empty plate and then slid one past his 


lips. He grinned at his lover before lowering his head. 


Dave gripped David's hair in two fists and let out a howl when the cube slid against his cock inside of David's 
mouth. "God fucking dammit!" 


"Watch your mouth!" David scolded but it came out as unintelligible mumbling due to the ice and the cock in 


his own mouth. 


The older man picked up another cube and pressed it against Dave's balls, sending the man into a wiggling, 
screaming fit. He then trailed it down his chest and let it sit on top of the man's navel while he returned his 
attention to his lover's aching cock. He took him deep into his throat, strong lips squeezing around the hard, 
smooth flesh. Dave's hips rocked and rose off the couch, David's name tumbling out of his mouth over and 
over until, with a throaty growl, he came so hard his eyes clenched shut. David used his mouth to softly 
suckle and lick as his boyfriend floated back to earth. 

"You're an evil fucker," Dave finally sighed. 

"You're welcome." The shorter man chuckled and pressed a kiss to his stomach, where a tiny pool of water sat. 
After they cleaned up and took a shower together, they climbed into the massive, fluffy bed. Dave pulled his 
boyfriend against his chest and spooned him, wrapping his arms around David. Their fingers entwined and David 
brought one of the younger man's hands to his lips. 


"You are my everything. | will always love you." 


Dave nuzzled his face into David's hair and pressed his lips to David's jaw directly beneath his ear. "I will 


always love you, too.” 

The pair remained quiet for a moment, just enjoying the feeling of each other. 

"Baby?" Dave whispered. 

"Mm?" 

"You always been interested in politics?" 

"Not really. | was too self-involved before. When | was a kid, my main focus was getting out of Jackson and 
making it big. When | was in Megadeth, my main focus was surviving day to day. Now | feel strong and secure 
and | want to help people. You know, it's all thanks to you." 

"Nah, it's not. You've always had that strength." 

"Did you ever have a hard time because you got together with a man after your marriage?" 

"You mean did people give me a hard time?" 


"Yeah, like your close friends and family or even the fans?" 


Dave was quiet for a moment before replying. "A few fans were. But, you know what, we've never been the 


coolest people in the world. | think we kinda set ourselves up for it. Always been game for a laugh. People just 


saw it as part of us. As for families and friends, they were happy that we were happy." 


"Yeah, wasn't so easy for us," David said softly. "Mostly Dave wanting to keep it quiet. And then he started 


coming out with all his anti-gay marriage crap. | couldn't help but laugh. Told him to look in a mirror." 
A hand swept through his hair, smoothing it away from his head. "You don't have to talk about it” 


"Yeah, | do." Stroking his thumb over Dave's hand, he quietly continued, "You know, he hit me for that. Hit me 
for pointing out that he's a fuckin’ hypocrite. He wants the world to think he's all perfect and clean, yet he 
couldn't be further from the truth. On top of that, the metal world isn't the most accepting of people who are 
different. | mean they're supposed to be but you have Dave make some boneheaded comment about gays and 
transgenders and you know that, at some point in the future, someone's going to be quoting that in court 


after they've killed someone for being different to themselves." 
"Not the first time it's happened." 


"You're right.” Sighing, David looked over his shoulder and gave Dave the smallest of smiles. "It's one of the 
reasons | wanted to get out. | was tired of living one life on stage and another off it. | know we have to, to 
some degree, but | wanted people to know about my life. | wanted to be able to sit and talk to them and tell 
them | was gay. Give them some encouragement, you know. Let them know that it was okay to be themselves 


and still like our music. ‘Cause kids can be so cruel." 


"So can adults." Dave could feel his heart breaking at David's words. So much hidden away for so long, locked 
behind walls he'd built for himself. Gently he continued stroking the older man's hair, enjoying feeling his 
boyfriend take deep, even breaths. This would never have happened a year ago. A year ago, David would have 
been across the other side of the room, glaring at him and demanding to know why someone was touching him. 


Now he just relaxed. 
"When did you know you were gay?" the bassist softly asked. "And how did you feel?" 


"Don't know if | could really pinpoint it for you. Girls weren't exactly banging down my door when | was a kid. 
Guys weren't either. | was eighteen when | was first with a girl. And then | became serious about music and 
put that stuff on the back burner. When | met Kurt though, | tried hard to ignore how | felt. | was afraid of 
it, you know? But he wasn't. So yeah, maybe it was then when | realized it. When | was with him." Instinctively, 
he pulled David tighter against him and took a deep breath. 


"Oh, my darling," David sadly murmured, again bringing Dave's hand to his lips. 


| dated Jennifer because Kurt said it was the right thing to do for the band. | married her out of grief, | 


guess." 


"Dave, you don't have to answer this but do you think Kurt, um, do you think he killed himself because ..of 


you?" 


The younger man laughed softly. "No. He wasn't pining away for me the way | might have been for him. He was 
enjoying codependency with Courtney." 


"When Taylor came along, was it immediate?" 
"My attraction to him?" 
"And his attraction to you?" 


"Yeah, | think so. My marriage was already ending. Qutwardly, | blamed it on having the wrong reasons to get 
married in the first place. Inwardly, | knew. So Taylor was like the answer to my prayers. Maybe that's why | 
clung to him so hard and so long. | really looked at him as a savior. Finally someone | could just be myself with, 
someone who wouldn't make me hide or force me into a cover up. In the beginning, you know, like | said so long 


ago, we were that couple you hate. So insanely happy." 

‘I'm sorry it all fell apart:" 

"lm not" 

David smiled up at him. "Thanks." 

The younger man squeezed him, strong arms holding him tight. "So what about you. When did you know?" 


"When | was young," David started. "| really had no interest in girls but | dated a few just to keep my parents 
off my back. They're very traditional when it comes to relationships. Yet | always knew that something was 
different, deep down. When | moved to LA, | met Dave within days of being there and, well, the rest is history. 
| remember telling my mother because | couldn't face my dad She was upset but she soon realised it was 
what made me happy. At least in the first few years. Then | began withdrawing in to myself, stopped going 
home, stopped calling. She came out to LA at one point, looking for me. That's when she found me in an alley, 
completely smacked off my face and wearing long clothes in the middle of summer. That's when she knew 
something was wrong. A year after that | was in rehab and starting to fight back against Dave." He sighed and 
snuggled down in to the bed. "But it's all in the past now, and I'm glad it is. Glad he kicked me out that day." 


David grinned up at him, eyes sparkling. It was like having a child, sometimes so fragile and needy. But he was 
willing to give everything he had to keep David happy and beside him. Gently he stroked the long, caramel hair, 
letting it run through his fingers. 


"You went through so much shit and survived. Can see why people like being around you." 


The older man's smile widened to a grin. "Now that's lies and we know it. They only come and see me because 


of you.” 


He laughed and pressed a kiss to David's head. "And you know that's a huge fuckin’ lie. You really should get 


out there a little more and connect with some of your fans again. How about we do it tomorrow?" 


In his arms, David stretched, a hand looping around his neck and pulling him down for a kiss. "And how about 


we don't. Got this whole huge room to enjoy.” 


Chapter 88 


Sunlight danced across David's face, urging him to wake. He found himself sprawled on his stomach, an arm 
draped heavily across his back, a warm nose and scratchy beard against his shoulder. As slowly and quietly as 
possible, he slid from the bed. David pulled on a pair of shorts and padded to the kitchen and started coffee. 
Once that was going, he dialed room service and ordered a large breakfast, complete with eggs, bacon, 
potatoes, pancakes and fruit. If he knew his boyfriend, he was sure Dave would wake growling like a bear for 


something to eat. David could feel his own stomach growling. 


He wheeled the cart of food into the bedroom and lifted the covers off each plate, along with two mugs of hot 
coffee. And then he waited for the smells to waft into his lover's nose and lift him into consciousness. The 


bear grunted and stretched, two hands reaching across the bed only to come up empty. David smiled at that. 


"Wakey, wakey, eggs and bakey!" David sang softly as he trailed his fingertips through Dave's chocolate mess 
of hair. 


Dave rolled over and, without opening his eyes, he grabbed David around the waist and yanked him into the 
bed, over his lap. The older man shrieked and laughed as his lover's fingers poked and tickled him. 


"Dave! Stop! Look, there's breakfast!" 

"Breakfast?" The fingers stilled, the head popped up. 

The couple sat side by side on the edge of the bed, using the cart as their table. 
"So what do you have planned for today?" 


‘lm going to strap you to that dining table and torture you." the older man said matter-of-factly before he 
licked the maple syrup off his fork. 


"After that?" 
"After that? You'll probably just need to rest." Again, the even tone before David tucked into his pancakes. 


Dave's stomach flip-flopped as he gave his boyfriend a sideways glance. He was always excited about getting 


naked for David but there was something sinister in his calm demeanor this time. 
Without a word, David put his fork down and stood up. He crossed the room to his bag and opened it. He dug 
something out of it but his body blocked Dave's view. David turned and slowly walked back toward his lover, 


collar and lead in his hands. 


"After you finish your breakfast, l'd like it if you took a good long shower. When you are done, we'll put this on 


you, okay?" He laid it on the bed between them and calmly went back to eating. 

Wide, chocolate eyes swept between his collar and the side of David's face. Hurriedly, Dave finished eating and 
got to his feet. He decided if David wanted to mindfuck him, well, he'd do the only thing he could do, tease back. 
The younger man pulled his shorts off and paraded naked before David, taking his time in gathering his 
toiletries and such. 


David kept his head over his food but also kept one eye on his lover and a grin on his lips. 


When Dave's shower was over and he returned to the bedroom, he found the cart had been whisked away and 
the room was empty. The collar sat on the bed. 


"David?" 

"Put the collar on and kneel on the floor, please," David called from the other room. A moment later, he 
appeared in the doorway. "I'm going to shower now and | don't want you to move from your spot on the floor, 
understand?" 


Dave nodded, clearly a little confused. Eager to see where this was going, nonetheless. 


Watching David walk away, he strapped on the collar and knelt on the floor. The leather felt good against his 


skin and already he could feel his cock swelling. 

The minutes ticked by as slow as the coming of spring. Dave growled as his knees began to ache, pins and 
needles shooting along his calves. His cock was hard and throbbing and he tried to resist the urge to stroke 
himself. 

Although.. With a sneering grin he gripped himself, giving a few furious strokes. The sensations bolted through 
him and he gave a deep groan. Before he knew it, he was stroking himself faster and harder, eyes closed as 
images of what David was going to do to him playing across his mind. 

"Just what do you think you're doing?" 

Dave's eyes snapped open, his hand stilling. David stood in front of him, water dripping from his tight skin, a 
towel wrapped around his hair. Crouching down, the older man went through the bag and pulled out a pair of 
cuffs. 

"Hands behind your back" 

"David-" 


"Don't David me. Hands behind your back" 


The way his boyfriend was acting was both scary and exciting. He seemed so cold, giving nothing away. His eyes 


were empty, yet a smirk twitched his lips. 


Reluctantly Dave did as he was asked, hands resting against his ass. The cold metal was closed around his 
wrists with a click Then David walked away. 


For the next twenty minutes, David prepared himself. Drying his hair, dressing in a tight black tshirt and even 
tighter leather pants. He added some of his favourite cologne, a scent he knew drove Dave crazy. 


Walking back, he looked at Dave. The sight drove him wild, his boyfriend kneeling on the floor, head down, hair 
covering his face, hands chained in the small of his back. Standing in front of him, he said, "Lift your head, 
please, but stay quiet” 

Dave did, the look in his eyes telling David exactly what he thought of him. It was a look of pure lust. 

Clipping the leash to the collar, he gently pulled the younger man to his feet and lead him through the suite. 
The large table had already been cleared. David's camera sat on a tripod at the far end of the table. The red 
light blinked, telling Dave it was already recording. Standing Dave at the head, he told him to remain there while 
he fetched the bag. 

Collecting it, David dropped it on to one the chairs. 

‘lm going to help you onto the table and then I'm going to tie you down. Any questions? 

"Yes," the younger man whispered. 

"Go on" 

"Can | get a bite of that fine ass?" he said with a smirk and earned himself a smack across his own ass. 


"On the table, slut." David unlocked the handcuffs to allow Dave the use of his hands. 


He guided his boyfriend in a crawl across the table until they came to the straps that David had already laid 


out. 
"Down on your stomach, arms and legs spread out." 
"If you put an apple in my mouth, | could be a Christmas hog." 


David did not react but merely went about fastening the cuffs to Dave's wrists and ankles. He went to the bag 
and returned with a ball gag. 


"Its not an apple but itll have to do." He said with a chuckle as he placed it in Dave's mouth, attaching the 


strap at the back of his head and lifting his hair over it. "You do look good enough to eat." And another smack 


across the ass, hard enough to make the younger man wince and grunt against the gag. 
Back to the bag, David pulled out the clear, purple-tinted vibrating butt plug and a bottle of warming lube. 
Without so much as a warning, he took two lubed fingers and pushed into Dave. He groaned and wiggled but 


David stilled him with another smack on his ass. 


"Don't move." He calmly told him. "This is a vibrating butt plug. You will keep it in and you will not come. 
Understand?" 


A whimper and a nod. 
"Good" And he slowly inserted the plug and turned it on its lowest setting. 
A low moan of appreciation came from the younger man. 


For a moment, David admired the sight before him. It was enough to nearly make him come. Already he could 


feel a small damp patch of pre-come against his skin 
"Better get used to this," he said. "Welcome to the life of a politician" 


Reaching into the bag, he took out the feathers. Slowly he ran them up one of Dave's legs, watching as his 
boyfriend twitched and murmured, trying to raise his ass. 


"Damn, you look hot." 

The feathers moved between his spread legs, touching his tight, strained balls and making him groan. He didn't 
know how much he'd be able to take before he came across the polished wood of the table. His limbs strained 
against the bonds as David tickled his aching cock, a whine escaping around the gag. What had he unleashed in 
David? 


Dropping the feathers into the bag, David took out a slender rattan cane and stood before Dave. Flexing it, he 


smirked. 

‘lm going to give you ten After that | might consider letting you come." 

He was enjoying the game too much, the power rippling through him. The first lash struck Dave's rounded 
buttocks, his boyfriend trying to scream as a red welt appeared. The next struck the delicious crease between 
thigh and buttock. The third left a red line on Dave's thighs. 


Slowing down, David took his sweet time with the last seven strikes, drawing it out over nearly twenty minutes. 


After the last lash, David paused and watched Dave panting and writhing as he tested each strap. His long body 


was glistening with sweat. David couldn't help but run a hand slowly up the damp calf. 


"You are so beautiful," he murmured before he brought his fingers to his lips and tasted his boyfriend's salty 


perspiration. "How are you doing?" he asked as he walked a couple paces to look at his lover's face. 
Dave was still panting but he lifted his head and gave David a wink. 
"Good." 


David returned to the bag and pulled out two long tapered candles, one red and one white, along with a lighter. 
With the zip of the lighter, Dave flinched. 


"That's right, my darling. Your favorite," David snickered just before he tilted the red candle over the back of 
Dave's knee. The white one over the opposite knee. Dave howled against the gag. The straps were jerked again 
as the wax dripped and dribbled higher up his thighs, onto his ass. There David paused. He took both candles in 
one hand, letting the wax pour onto Dave's left ass cheek, while he used his free hand to turn the dial on the 
vibrator up a little. 

"You are doing so wonderfully, my baby. Do you want to come?" 

Dave grunted and nodded as the wax traveled into the dip of his back. David let it pool there for a moment. 
"Well, not quite yet. Soon, | promise.” 


Dave muttered a string of curses and thrashed some more. 


He alternated between dropping red and white along Dave's spine, each drop picking out a vertebrae. Beneath it, 
Dave whined and strained against the bonds, his painfully hard cock on show. 


Reaching his shoulders, David gently brushed the hair away from the back of Dave's neck. Pushing his 
boyfriend's head down a little, he whispered, "Don't bring your head up." 


Taking a deep breath, David dropped red wax into the nape of his boyfriend's neck. Dave howled and the older 
man quickly snuffed out the two candles. He looked down into Dave's face, taking in the scrunched up eyes and 
sweat slicked brow. 

"Too much?" 

Dave shook his head and David smiled. "Good." 


Carefully he undid the gag and grabbed a towel, cleaning the younger man's face. 


"You're one kinky fucker, Ellefson! Gonna let me do this sometime?!" 


David grinned. "I might. Meanwhile, I'm going to make you come." 


Taking out the butt plug, he pushed his leathers down to just below his ass. His cock sprang free and David let 
out a long, satisfied sigh. Kneeling on the table behind Dave, he coated his cock with the warming gel. 


"Raise your ass for me." 


Dave did as he was told and, gripping the younger man's hips, David slid in, howling as he did. It would be over 


in a matter of moments and he showed no mercy as he began to pound into his boyfriend's warm, tight ass. 
"David, fuck! Davidl" he cried, unable to move, still strapped down to the table. 


It rocked with the momentum of David's hard thrusting, the old mahogany creaking. The sounds filled the room 
and David couldn't stop his grin as he looked right into the lens of the camera. Between his own growling, 
Dave's screaming and the table's squealing, he hoped nobody happened to walk past at this moment. That 


encouraged David to fuck the younger man faster and harder. 
"Shit! Oh, fuck me, gonna come!" Dave grunted beneath him. 
"Go ahead, baby. Come for me. Come all over this beautiful table." 


With a long, guttural, "Fucking shit", Dave's hips dipped low for a moment as his body went rigid and he 


released against the flat, smooth surface. 


"That's my little slut, taking a beating and loving every second of it. You're a good intern” David reached 
forward and took a fistful of damp chocolate locks. He yanked it back and he plowed further into Dave, faster 


and harder. "Look at the camera" He hissed into his lover's ear. 


David threw his own head back and gave one last powerful thrust. He howled his boyfriend's name as he came 
deep inside of Dave. He crumbled on top of Dave, pushing the man down against the table. David reached to one 
side and unbuckled the strap around Dave's wrist. He slowly slid to the floor and unbuckled the one around his 
ankle. Slowly shuffling to the other side of the table, he unbuckled those as well. Dave began to pull himself up. 


"One last thing," David told him as he took up the lead 

Dave turned and look at him with hazy eyes. 

‘Lick it up" He pointed at the come on the table. "Don't swallow it" 

Dave gave a tiny smirk as he scooted down the table to his little puddle of come. He slowly dipped his entire 


upper body, bracing himself on two hands. He gave a slow, seductive lick, gathering as much of his come as he 


could. 


"Good. Now come here and kiss me." 


He stood before his boyfriend and wrapped his long arms around him, clutching him tightly as he pressed his 
lips to David's. Slowly he opened them and let the warm, sticky come pass into David's mouth. 


David broke the kiss and swallowed. 

"Fuck me, you are the sexiest fucking thing. You amaze me," Dave breathlessly murmured. 
"Come on, let's get you cleaned up. Are you okay? Really?" 

‘lim great. | love you." 


"Love you, too." 


David then turned the camera off. 


The pair was lounging on the couch, recovering, when David's phone chirped. 
"Where the fuck is it?" He stood, looking around. 
"Bedroom?" 


He was reading the screen when he returned to the living area "A text from a friend. Their band is in town 


tomorrow for a show. You wanna go?" 
"Who is it?" 

‘Lazy Hale." 

"Oh! That's your ‘friend’, huh?" 

"What?" 

"She's pretty hot" 

David raised an eyebrow. "I'm pretty gay." 


"Even with her around?" 


"Are you jealous?" 

Dave pouted. "YES!" 

"So do you wanna go?" 

"Might do." 

"Just might do? You feeling sick?" 


"No, just pretty tired. We'll see what you've got in store for tomorrow before | make that call." 


Looking at himself in the mirror, David suddenly felt awkward, as though he was on his first date. He wore 
smart pants, a black button down shirt, and a black velvet jacket. He was either going to get laughed at or laid. 
Or both. 


Digging around in the bottom of his bag, he found the small, black box. A simple platinum ring was nestled in 
the velvet. With his heart pounding, he shoved it in the jacket pocket and wandered out of the bedroom. 


"Well you look nice!" 

Standing by the candlelit table, he grinned at Dave. "Really?" 

"Yeah, really." A frown crossed his boyfriend's face. "What are you planning now?" 

"Nothing. Well, | am but it can wait until after dinner." 

"No! Now!" 

Ah, the child was returning. David grinned. "After dinner!" 

"Now!" 

"Nol" 

"Now!" 

He was beginning to get flustered yet the grin stayed in place. "Okay." Wandering over to Dave he sat beside 


him, hands suddenly shaking. "I've been giving this a lot of thought recently. And well, I'm a sentimental old fool, 
and the local laws have just changed" Biting his lower lip, David glanced at the floor, voice suddenly gone. 


"David." 
He shook his head, eyes stinging with tears. 
Dave's voice was soft, "You can say it.." 


Sinking to his knees, he felt in his pocket and, looking up at the younger man, carefully opened the box. "Dave, 


will you marry me?" 

His face never looked as beautiful to Dave as it did at that moment. Those gorgeous eyes the very color of 
melted caramel, his pink lips and perfect, white teeth, even the sweet little wrinkles around the corners of his 
eyes and lips, all were precious to Dave. He smiled and swept a thumb across the apple of David's cheek, 
catching a tear. 

"So everything we've been through together and every path we've walked beside each other has led us here?" 
"Led us right to this very moment. And if you don't say yes or no right now, I'm going to throttle you." 
"Maybe I'll make you sweat a little bit” The younger man grinned. 

"As much as | love it when you try to be irritating, please not now. My heart can't take it" 

"Come here." Dave patted his thighs. 

David stood slowly and slid into his lover's lap. 

| want nothing more than to spend the rest of my life by your side. | will happily marry you. | will marry you 
once a day, every day for the rest of my life. And when this life is over, | will marry you in the next one. And 
the one after that. You are everything I've ever wanted in my life." Dave placed a tiny kiss to David's cheek. 


"And to think, | owe it all to Starbucks!" 


David grinned even though a new round of tears slowly slid down his cheeks. "This time, I'll mean it," he said 


sadly as he took the ring from the box and offered it to Dave. 


The dark haired man held his left hand out. "Second go round for both of us. What do they say? The first 


one's for love, the second's for money?" 
"They do say that." 
"Gimme all your money, hotness!" Dave growled and tickled David's ribs. 


"Right. As if you need it. l'm marrying you for your money.” 


"Take it. Take every last cent as long as you promise me sex." 
David's grin faltered for a split second but Dave was right there to catch it. 


"Hey, what a tremendous leap of faith you took to ask me and I'm so happy you did. | am yours. Always 


yours." 


Chapter 89 


After the room service dinner David arranged, they took a car over to the venue. David sent Lzzy a text to 
tell her they were there and she had security allow them backstage. She threw herself into David's arms and 
they hugged and kissed like long lost cousins. 

‘Lazy, have you ever met Dave?" 

"No! Oh my God, it's so great to finally meet youl I'm so fucking happy for you guys! David, | went to the shop 
and the cute girl there said you and Dave were off for the weekend, how did she put it? ‘Breaking each other's 
backs'." 

"Yep, that sounds about right from Jamie." 

"So were you? Am | interrupting?” 

"No!" David exclaimed. 

"Yes." 


And both Dave and Lzzy teased David for blushing. 


"Kid, there's something | gotta tell you," David began, putting his arm around the girl. He leaned in and 


whispered something in her ear. 

Her eyes grew wide and she screamed. "DAVID!" 

"Just told her you proposed, didn't you?" Dave chuckled as he was yanked into another long embrace. 
"Take care of this mon. If you don't, | find you, | kill you. Got it, Grohl?" 

"Got it" 


Dave and David stood side by side at the side of the stage and watched the show. Lzzy was little powerhouse. 


Dave had heard Halestorm's stuff on the radio before but live? This girl was incredible. 
"So how did you two meet?" Dave yelled in to David's ear. 


"Um, we bumped into each other at some awards show. She claims to be a long time fan of Megadeth. And 


she's just so sweet and caring, we became fast friends." 


The band was nearly through their set when Lzzy's tech came out to switch guitars with her. She said, into 


the mic, "Give that one to the tall, dark haired gentleman, please." 
"Oh, shit, no," David grumbled. "She's calling us out." 
"And would the other gorgeous gentleman please come over here for a moment?" 


Dave took the proffered guitar and slipped the strap around his shoulder. When he and David stepped out from 


the wings, the crowd went crazy. The roar made David cringe as he smiled and waved. Dave did the same. 


"Some of you may know these two devilishly handsome men. Some of you may not. These are our good friends, 


David Ellefson and Dave Grohl. Boys, here's to you." 


And they launched into a very loud, very raucous version of their anthem, ‘Here's To Us’. 


In the back of the car on the ride back to the hotel, Dave held David's hand and sang softly: 


"Here's to us, 

Here's to love 

all the times that we messed up 

Here's to you, 

Fill the glass 

Cause the last few nights have kicked my ass 
If they give ya hell 


Tell ‘em go fuck themselves" 
"Should be your campaign song," he told David and laughed. 


"Our first dance song," was the reply. 


Clothes were slowly shed, hands roaming over soft, naked skin. Gentle sighs filled the air as they kissed. When 
he was gently laid on the bed, David knew it was the right thing to do. They'd been through Hell and, while 


marriage wouldn't cure every problem, it was a step in the right direction. 


With his head buried in Dave's shoulder and his arms around his neck, he quietly called his boyfriend's name as 
they rocked. Slow and gentle, they made love all night long, only resting when the sun began to peek over the 


city. 


Bleary eyed, they wandered back to the shop. Jamie grinned from behind the counter. 
"Good weekend?" 

"Great!" Dave replied. "David proposed! 

There was the smash of a cup being dropped. "WHAT?!" 

He grinned and held out his hand. 

"Do you have to tell everyone?!" David gently protested 

"Yes! | want the world to know!" 

Rounding the counter, Jamie gave them both hugs, obviously still shocked 

"Fuck," she whispered. "So." She looked between them. "Who's taking whose name?" 


Shelby basically attacked Dave when he went upstairs to get her. She wiggled and whined and stood up on her 
hind legs to greet him. 


| missed you, too! Yes, | did! Want to go for a walk?" 


David got a bit of a wiggle for a greeting but she missed her Daddy most of all. He took the bags and slid past 
the father-daughter reunion. 


Ill put everything away and start the laundry. Go spend time with your baby." 


"Hey, come here, you." Dave grabbed his arm and pulled him back. "| spent an entire long weekend with my 


baby. And it was the best weekend of my life. Thank you" He kissed David 

"Thank you." 

Shelby whined and then gave a soft bark 

"All right" 

After Dave and Shelby left the loft, David unpacked the bags, putting all the toys away first and then dumping 
their clothes into a basket and taking the basket to the washer and dryer. He started a load and then dug out 


his phone. 


"Hi, Mom. How are you?" 


"David! How are you? How's Dave and the shop and what's new with you?" 

He laughed softly. "I'm great. Dave's great. Um, that thing we talked about a little while ago?" 
"Yog?" 

"He said yes." David could feel the smile on his face a mile wide as he spoke. 

"Oh, David! | knew he would! My darling, | am so happy for you! Are you happy? Truly happy?" 
"Mom, I've never been this happy in my entire life. Thank you." 


"You're so welcome. Now, let's start planning. | was rather hoping you might want to come here and do it on 


the farm. Seems appropriate, this is where you really fell in love." 


"Mom! Can we not plan anything right now? | think | just want to enjoy this engagement or whatever you want 


to call it for a while.” 
"How long a while? Im not getting any younger, you knowl" 
"Don't pull that with me, Francis Ellefson" he scolded her. 
She laughed. "Fine. Just don't keep me waiting for too long.” 
"lll see what | can do about that | love you, Mom" 

"| love you, too. Give that other boy a kiss for me” 

"| will” 


He hung up and sat down at the counter and began to rifle through the stack of mail. The mind began to 


wander as he pushed aside general fliers and catalogs. 


He was happy. So incredibly happy. He had a man who adored him just the way he was, older, saggier, scarred 
both physically and emotionally. Through all of that, Dave found the goodness in him. Dave was able to draw it 
out to the surface and make it shine. Soon he was seeing it for himself. He was a good man, he had a lot to 


offer. And he wanted to give it all to Dave, to his friends and family and now, to his community. 


Morning dawned all too soon and, with it, the responsibilities of the day. David crawled out of bed and down to 
the kitchen Bleary eyed, he switched on the radio and began to bake. 


Whoever had been in the kitchen had changed the station. No longer did the local talk station play. Instead one 
of the national rock stations blared out. He couldn't help but smile as the tail end of "Learn to Fly" played. 


"Now we've got something a little new for you," the DJ said. "This is coming straight out of a prison in 


California. If nothing else, you'll recognise the vocals." 


Pausing David listened nervously. The tune was soft, the vocals distinctly Mustaine's. The words spoke of his 


crimes, of the love he'd lost, and whether he'd get it back 

As the song finished, David turned back to the ovens, his heart in his throat: Instantly his phone started 
ringing and he chose to ignore it. What was Mustaine playing at, putting all of that out there for the public to 
hear from his own mouth. 

"Hey! Good morning, fiancee!" Dave walked into the kitchen with something in his hand. He wrapped his arms 
around David and nudged his hair away from his neck with his nose. He gave his lover a quick kiss and then 
whispered, "I don't know if you saw this and ignored it but | wanted to bring it down to you just in case." 
David leaned back into Dave's chest and smiled. The younger man pressed the envelope into his hand. 

"What is it?" 

"Look." 

David looked down and read the return address and sighed. Of course. 

I'm sorry," he murmured. 

"Not your fault. And nothing to be sorry about it. Read it, don't read it. Your call.” 

‘| really thought | had left him on good terms." 

"Perhaps that's why he's writing," 

"And writing songs about me," David said under his breath. 

"What?" 

"Yeah, just heard it. He has a new song out. It's actually very good. Very melodic and sweet." 


"| can't wait to hear it, then!" Dave smiled. 


David's eyes glanced from the letter to the doorway. 


"You want to be alone, baby?" 

"lm sorry! 

Dave kissed his forehead softly. "No apologies. Go ahead. I'll take the cookies out when they're done." 
"Jamie will be here in about five minutes." 

"| can take cookies from the oven, David! Trust me!" 


"Thank you." He left the kitchen and entered the hall to sit on the steps up to their home. David slid a thumb 


across the top of the envelope, ripping it open. 
Dear David 


| hope this gets to you before you hear what Ive been working on, thanks to you. | never did get a chance to thank 
you for your generosity at Christmas. Thats what has gotten me through these past few months. As Im sure you 
are aware. Whenever | get angry about the therapy or about the work program (I work in the laundry room. I 
tucking hate it!) or the other inmates relentless teasing and taunting, | pick up that guitar and I play. Occasionally | 
play some of your bass parts and | close my eyes and | remember seeing you on stage. God, how beautiful you 


were. Are. Seeing you before, Junior, still the same beautiful person you always were. 


Some of the inmates taunt me for being gay. Like they know | was when I didnt want to be. Guess that happens a 
lot around here. Honestly, putting my dick in something is the last thing on my mind right now. But it has made me 
think. Maybe that's part of why | hurt you all those years. You made me gay when I didn't want to be and | 
thought, if | could make you ugly, if | could take away your beauty then maybe | wouldn't be attracted to you 
anymore. But | realized way too late, only recently as a matter of fact, that it wasn't your appearance | was 


attracted to in the first place. It was your beautiful soul And that's something | could never destroy. 


Do | think | have a hope in hell of getting you to love me again? No. | know that you are with the person who 
brings you the greatest joy you've ever known | know he treats you the way | should have. The way | never would 
have been able to then But | do hope beyond hope that someday | will find somebody who will allow me to treat 
them the way | should have treated you. 


Until then, my heart is yours, 


Dave 


David smiled despite the tears that rolled down his cheeks. So that's why he called the song ‘Unpermitted Hope’. 
That was where he was wrong. Hope wasn't something he could permit or not permit Dave to have. Hope was 
his as much as it was David's. He never gave it up, save a couple moments of pure despair, so why should 


Dave? 


He heard the timer buzz on the ovens so he quickly folded the letter back up and wiped his face. Just as he 


reentered the kitchen, he caught Dave in his apron with an oven mitt on each hand. And a mouthful of 


something. 

"What have you got in your mouth?" 

"Hmmphanummph." 

"Ah, that." He smiled. 

Dave swallowed and said, "Just testing the dough. You okay?" 
"Wonderful. Here. You can read it if you want." 

"Nah, | don't need to. | don't think that'd be fair to him." 


David took one mitt from Dave then the other. "You know why | initially fell for you? Aside from your hot 
body and huge heart." 


"My money? My sense of humor? My fashion sense?" 


"The way you never, ever had an awful thing to say about Dave. It's almost as if you have a weird respect 
for him and | appreciate that." 


| respect you and the way you feel about him and your past with him. | think you feel the same way about 
my past.” 


"| do." David took his lover's face in his mitted hands. "And | love you so much!" 
"I love you, too. Gimme some cookies!" He grinned. 


Laughing, David pushed some of the cookies onto a plate. A hand caught one of his wrists, turning his mitted 
hands back and forth. 


"Like this," Dave murmured. 

David flexed his fingers in the padded, fingerless gloves. "These?" 

"Yeah. Its kinda cute watching you try to do things with them on 

David couldn't help but laugh again and ran one hand down Dave's face. "You make me laugh." 


A huge grin was thrown his way. "I know.’ His boyfriend leaned against the work surface. "I like how the simple 


things make you smile and laugh.’ 


"Why shouldn't they?" 
"Because most people ignore them. They forget to stop and smell the flowers.” 
Leaning against Dave, David gave him a kiss. "You taught me how to stop and smell the flowers." 


Mitted fingers crept down his back and under his shirt, the fabric making him shiver. Then they slid down to 
his ass, cupping and squeezing. He groaned into David's mouth, holding the older man tight. 


"David." 

"Yeah." His voice was breathy. 

"Want you-" 

"David, have you seen the second - WILL YOU JUST PUT EACH DOWN FOR FIVE FUCKIN: MINU TES?!?1?!" 
They pulled away, Jamie glaring at them. 


"Fuck's sake," she hissed. 


With the second coffee machine fixed, Dave left the shop and made for the jewellery shops. He wanted to get 
David something, wanted to mark their engagement. Something for him to wear to show the world. He knew 
David wasn't ashamed of them and that made him happy. David wanted to show them to the world. It was a 
liberating break from the tight constrictions of the music world. They were free to be themselves. 

With Shelby beside him in the passenger seat, Dave drove the Camaro, top down, slowly up the avenue in the 
antiques district. He parked the car in front of one of the stores he remembered visiting with David. With 
Shelby on a lead beside him, he found the antique jeweler he had looked up on his phone. 

"She okay to bring in? | promise she won't have an accident," he asked the older woman behind the counter. 
"Of course, dear. And if she does, you will clean it up," she replied. 

"| promise." 


"Good, now what can we do for you?" 


"Wanted to find a ring." 


"Ah! Any particular kind?" 

"An engagement ring." he began. 

She immediately grinned and headed for the case of diamonds. 

"for my boyfriend" 

"Ohhh!" And the woman's grin grew larger. 

"Uh." Dave paused and cringed, his free hand immediately pressing into his abdomen. "Huh." 
‘Okay, dear?" 

"What? Oh yeah, fine." 

"What kind of ring, dear?" She looked at him curiously. 

"Platinum, anything in platinum?" 


"| have this one. Its a brushed platinum with channel set black diamonds. Total carat weight is about three 


quarters. It's not really too old, only about twenty years. But the diamonds are flawless." 
"Can it be sized?" 


"With the channel set diamonds all the way around, it will be difficult but it can be done. What size do you 
need it to be?" 


"A ten" 

"Well, this is a nine and a half, maybe you want him to try it first before we resize." 
"Okay. Wrap it up," Dave muttered, his hand pressed against his side again. 

"Are you okay, child?" 


"Just a little pinch. Probably something | ate," Dave muttered, even though he could feel himself breaking out 


in a sweat. 
Even Shelby was giving him a strange look. 


But he reached for his wallet and pulled it out. He set it on the counter and used one hand to open it and pull 


out a card. 


"Total is $214b67," the woman said quietly 
Without batting an eye, Dave handed her the card. 

"Bring it back if you need it resized" she told him as she handed him the card and a small gold gift bag. 
"Thank you" 

Back in the car, Dave put the bag in the glove box and settled Shelby in 

"Fucking shit!" he grumbled as he pressed a hand to his side again 


Trying to ignore the pain, he drove back to the shop. Instinctively he knew it was a pain which no drug would 


kill and it worried him. 


Chapter 90 
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Panting, he pulled into the garage and climbed out. Shelby followed quietly behind him. 
David was working the bar and, leaning against it, Dave laid his head against the wood. 
"Okay?" the older mand asked. 

He shook his head. 

"What's wrong?" 

He didn't lift his head, just pointed to his stomach. 

"Hurts?" 

He nodded. 

"And you didn't think to stop at a hospital?" 

He shrugged. 

"Dave, look at me." 


"Can't," he murmured. "Too much pain" 


He heard David sigh and, with the bag swinging forgotten from his wrist, he let his boyfriend take his hand and 


lead him slowly upstairs. 

With Dave lying groaning on the bed, David called the doctor and booked an appointment for the afternoon 
Worried, he returned to the bedroom and sat on the edge of the bed Dave was pale and sweating, hands balled 
into the bed. 


“Appointment at 3pm. You up to it?" 


"Fuck!" he growled and writhed on the bed, trying to find a comfortable position 


"Can take you to the ER," David offered quietly, rubbing his boyfriend's back 

Dave only shook his head no. 

"Babe, come on. If it hurts this bad." He took the bag from the bed and started to open it. 

"NO!" Dave cried and yanked it back. 

"What can | do to help you?" 

"Just. Fucking. Kill. Me." 

David bit back another sigh. "Want to try some Tylenol?" 

Another shake of the head. 

The older man stood and paced for a moment, debating what to do. Dave was in serious pain and being 
stubborn It could be anything. Could just be a really bad gas bubble, could be a ruptured appendix. Did he even 
still have his appendix? Gall bladder? 

"Babe, you still have your appendix?" David asked. 

"Yeah." 

"Could be ruptured. We need to go to the ER." 


"No! Come on! | was just in the fucking hospital!" 


"I know but this is serious. Can't fuck around here. Come on, | know you don't want to but we're going. Let's get 
you up." 


"David, no!" Now the younger man was whining and whimpering, his brow was dotted with sweat. 


David managed to help him down the stairs and into the car again He slouched in the passenger seat, head 
against the door, sunglasses slipped down on his nose, arm wrapped around his stomach. Outside the hospital, 
David propelled him forward with his arm around his back, one hand gently pressed to his stomach. Now Dave 
was curling into his boyfriend, whimpering with each step. And they waited and waited and waited. The younger 


man paced the waiting room mumbling a string of curses. 


When they were finally shown into an exam room, the nurse told Dave to pee into a cup and then strip down 
to his shorts and put the gown on. With David's help, he managed to put a drop or two into the cup, which 


surprised him because he felt like he could piss a river. His long legs hung off the exam bed and he laid, 
propped up, with an arm across his eyes, the other clutched David's hand tightly. his breathing was rapid and 


shallow. 

David felt worried to the point of sickness. Something definitely wasn't right and the wait was agonizing him. 
Gently he ran his fingers over Dave's hand, trying to relax him. Words seemed pointless at that moment. Had 
something happened during the fight he'd endured with Taylor, some damage which was only now rearing its 


head? 


Finally the nurse reappeared with a metal tray of needles and vials. Dave barely moved as blood was taken for 


sampling, a low groan the only indication that he was still in the land of the living. 


"We'll send these off to the lab," the nurse said quietly. "We're also going to do an ultrasound to see if we can 


find anything else." 


David nodded and gave his boyfriend's hand another squeeze. He didn't want to speak to Dave, knowing that just 
thinking was probably hurting him. 


They stayed in the bay for another ten minutes before a trolley was wheeled in, the ultrasound machine 


sitting on top of it. One of the nurses looked at David, eyes cold. 

"You'll have to leave," she said, voice low but stern. 

‘lm sorry?" 

"You'll have to leave." 

"Why? Why can't | stay?" 

She just stared at him and David felt as though he were two inches tall. Giving Dave's hand one last squeeze, 
he kissed his boyfriend's forehead and left the bay. Shaking, he walked to the end of the emergency room. 
Leaning against a wall, his vision came and went, hands clenched in to fists. As he managed to compose himself, 


he stopped a passing doctor. 


"I was ejected from the bay my partner's in. Can you tell me why?" He could feel his voice shaking, the tears 
threatening to fall. 


The doctor swung around to look at a white board, the ER patients listed on it in. "Who's your partner?" 
"Grohl. Dave Grohl." 


The doctor's eyes narrowed, his lips pursing and David felt himself slink back. Suddenly he felt dirty and wrong, 


as though he was not a real person. 


"Family need to make decisions on his treatment." 


"I AM his family!" David protested "You've got to let me back in there. He's in pain and | don't know if he's." His 
voice faltered, a lump catching in his throat. "Dying. And if he is, | want to be there!" 


The doctor just looked him up and down, ignoring the tears and the shaking. "Hospital policy. Family only. You'll 
have to wait in the waiting room." 


With that, the man walked off. Leaning his head back against the wall, he let out a low cry, one of pain and 


heartbreak, one of not being able to be beside his love at the very moment he needed him. 
"Where is David?" the younger man muttered to the nurse that was inserting the IV into his arm. 
"Who's David?" 

'Boyfrie.” He groaned 


"He can't be here, l'm afraid" She tried to sound sympathetic. After all, she just worked there and it was a 


shit policy, in her opinion. 
"Why? He's all | ha." 
"Policy. Immediate family." 


"My family!" Dave was becoming agitated, both from the pain and from this hospital keeping his love and his 
security from him. "Need my family!" 


"| know, | know." She tried to calm him down but Dave was beyond calming down. 

| want him in here!" he bellowed. "Shit!" And then clutched his stomach again. 

"Dave, | need you calm down Let me find him for you, okay? | can tell him what's happening with you." 
| need him now!" He clenched his eyes closed as tears began to form in the corners. 

"Give me two minutes. Just two minutes. | will be right back" 


"Bring him to me, please?" A much quieter, softer whisper with big, round eyes with an almost childlike fear in 


them. 


The nurse patted his hand and gave him a small smile. 


She left and found David standing just outside the curtain, a look of sheer panic on his face. He was about a 
half second from barging back in. 


"David, | assume?" 

"Yes." 

"lve given him two milligrams of morphine, that should help with the pain until we get some results back to 
see what we're looking at. Could be ruptured appendix, could be kidney infection, maybe a stone. Something like 
that. So | don't want you to worry that its anything life threatening." 

"Thank you. | need to be in there though, please." 

| understand. | really do. But - " 

"I know. Shitty hospital policy." David lowered his head. 


"He wears a ring. You don't?" 


"Not married yet. That's why | can't be in there. A piece of paper dictates whether | can provide comfort to 


the man | love." 


The nurse sighed. "Go in there. I'll manage to come up with something. Be quiet and stay out of the way, 
though. Promise?" 


He lifted his gaze to hers, smiling now. "Promise!" 
"And keep him quiet, too. Seems like he can get a little feisty. Maybe you'll come in handy." 


"Feisty. That's one word for it. Thank youl" 


When David slipped past the curtain, Dave opened one eye with a snarl, expecting another nurse or doctor. His 
face lit up and he reached his hand out toward the older man. 


"I'm here, love. Shh." He pulled a chair to the side of the bed and sat down, taking Dave's hand. 
"Dav - oh, fuck! Shit! Gonna be sick!" 


David jumped up and frantically searched the room for something. Trash can, too big to lug over. Shit! What? 
Finally, he saw a small, blue, plastic pouch with a round ring at the top. He grabbed it, stuffed a fist through 
the ring to straighten out the wrinkled pouch and handed it to his boyfriend. Dave grabbed it and leaned over 
the side of the bed. He wretched and vomited into the pouch. David pulled his hair back into one hand and 


rubbed small circles into his back. 


"Its okay, baby. Get it all out. It's okay. " 

When Dave flopped back onto the bed, David threw out the pouch and proceeded to rifle through drawers and 
cabinets until he found what he was looking for: a towel. He ran it under the cold tap of the sink in the corner 
of the room. He returned to Dave and ran it gently over his face and mouth. He then folded it and placed on 
the back of the man's neck. 

"Everything's gonna be okay, darling. | promise.” 

The friendly nurse returned and shot David a quick smile. "How's our little patient?" 

"He just vomited." 

"Hmm. From the morphine maybe. How do you feel now, Dave? On a scale of one to ten, how bad is the pain?" 
"Still off the charts," he managed to say. 


"Okay, let's try this. Be right back." 


A moment later, she returned carrying a small stack of towels. "These are heated up. Let's press them against 
your side, there. Give the morphine time to work and hold onto these." 


Dave clutched them against himself and turned on his side, curling into the fetal position. David smiled when he 
saw the flimsy cloth gown was not tied in the back, exposing his boyfriend's broad back and his cute ass in his 
boxer briefs. He trailed soft fingers up and down Dave's back. 

"Sing," was the soft, one word command. 

"What, love?" 

"Sing to me, please?" 

David continued to soothingly tickle his back as he sang/whispered Blackbird After a few moments, he could 
feel the younger man's body relax under his touch and knew that the morphine and hot towels must have 


done the trick. Dave had fallen asleep. 


When the nurse returned, David immediately held a finger to his lips indicating that she should be quiet. She 


smiled and gave a swipe across her forehead as if to say, ‘What a relief! 
"What is your name?" David whispered. 


“Abby. 


"Abby, thank you. Honestly." 

"My pleasure. So guess what?" 

"What? You know what it is?" 

"Kidney stone. About the size of a seed bead or sesame seed" 

"Really? A tiny thing like that did him in, huh?" 

"Afraid so. He's gotta pass it. So that means more pain We're gonna send him home with some painkillers and 
something to combat the nausea that will come with the drug for the pain. Make sure he takes both. Very 
important or he'll be doing more vomiting. | promise you." 

"Okay. Wow. Will it hurt to pass it?" 

"You mean when it actually comes out?" 

David nodded. 

"No, probably not. Most of the pain is caused by it rubbing up against tubes and being too big to pass through 
tubes. The tissue becomes inflamed. Take the medication and drink a lot of water. | mean A LOT. Like his body 
weight in water every day until it passes." 


"How will we know if it's passed?" 


"He will stop being in pain" She grinned. "Or | could give you a little strainer to take home. He'll just have to go 
through the strainer until he catches it" 


tll be like a game to him." David smiled softly. 


"There you go. Let me gather all his drugs and goodies and put them in a bag for you. You can wake him and 
get him dressed." 


"Thank you again, Abby." 


"Happy to do it" She smiled before disappearing. 


Chapter Ml 


On the way home, David stopped at the pharmacy to fill Dave's scripts. The younger man remained in the car, 
propped against the door again They were at the hospital for six hours. Dave was tired, in pain, and hungry. 


Once Dave had something to eat, took his medication and was settled in bed with Shelby laying next to him and 
Maks up by his head, David kissed his forehead and switched off the light. 


"Call me if you need anything, okay?" 
"David," he whispered. 

"What?" 

"Need you. Stay." 


"Have to go downstairs and finish up. I'll be just a few minutes. I'll take Shelby with me so | can let her out 


before | come back." 


It was with a heavy heart that David went downstairs. Shelby followed quietly behind him, pausing as he opened 
the door to the yard. She finally went out but only with a long, backward glance. 


Taking the trays of money from the tills, he locked them in the safe. They could wait until later to be counted. 
It was he was shutting the safe door that he noticed a folded piece of paper which had been slid into to the 
safe. Taking it out, he sat back on his heels and unfolded it. 


Hope Dave's okay, it began Really worried Also worried because stuffs been going missing Bit of money here and 
there. Been keeping a record Will show you in the morning Love you both. Jamie. 


It was a very un-Jamie note. He could sense the worry and panic coming from it. With a heavy heart, he got 
to his feet, tucked the note in his pocket and made for the main shop. Who could be stealing from them? And 
why weren't they asking for help? Occasionally he dipped in to the till when they needed cleaning products or 
the like. And Dave wouldn't go in there. Jamie he was certain wouldn't do the same either. She'd bitch and 
whine about not having enough money but she'd never steal from them. Which left either Bill and Simon or 


someone who was going behind the bar when they weren't looking. 


Gazing around the shop, David felt a wave of sadness rise. They didn't have CCTV for a very good reason, they 
wanted people to relax and be themselves. Cameras, obvious or not because they'd have to have signs up 


anyway, made people uncomfortable. 


Calling Shelby, he shut up the yard and began his rounds, making sure everything was locked and that the fire 
systems were on. With a heavy heart, he made up the stairs. He wouldn't tell Dave about the thefts, not until 


he was well enough to take it. David could sort it out. He just hoped there was a logical explanation 

Dave was asleep when he entered the room. Letting Shelby jump up on to the bed, David leaned over and gave 
his boyfriend the gentlest of kisses. Tomorrow it would begin again, the pain tearing through him, making him 
agitated and irritable. David wasn't sure how he'd cope with both the shop, Jamie's confession, and an in pain 
boyfriend. 

Going back out in to the living area, he made himself a tea and called his mother. 

"Hey sweetie! How's it going?" 

He sighed. "Been at the hospital." 

"Why?! What's wrong? Do you need me?!" 

"Dave's got kidney stones." 


‘Oh, no. m sorry to hear that. He must be in awful pain?" 


"He is and that's what's worrying me" He took another sip of his tea, petting Boris as he jumped up on to the 


work surface. 

"Why?" 

"Well, you know how hyperactive he is normally?" 

"Yog" 

"Now imagine that with excruciating pain thrown in. He's going to be a nightmare." 

"And you have to deal with it, sweetie" 

"I know. | know. l'm just not looking forward to it, that's all. But | know he'd do the same for me." 
"He would indeed." 

Boris nudged his hand and David lifted his fingers, scratching behind the cat's ears. "I'm worried, Mom." 
"| know." 

"They kicked me out of the ER” 


"Why?!" 


Pulling his knees up to his chest, David balanced his heels on the edge of the stool. He'd never thought that 
him being forced away from Dave in his hour of need would cause so much pain. But it did. It broke his heart 
and the tears began to well up again. 

"Because I'm not family. Because l'm not a woman, Because we're gay. It's so wrong! So fuckin! wrong. Why?! 
Why kick out someone who's obviously there to help and provide comfort to someone who's distressed? What 
if he'd died while | was out there?! We didn't know what it was. It could have been something fatal." 

"And that's why you're both in this world, sweetie. To help change things." 

"| know. Thanks, Mom." 


"Any time. You go and get some rest. You sound exhausted.” 


David climbed into bed beside Dave and immediately, the sleeping beauty rolled toward him and mumbled 


something. 
"I know, my darling. We'll get you all better." 


He seemed to sleep through the night and then some. Dave was still passed out when David awoke in the 


morning. The older man quickly started coffee and then brought Dave a new round of medicine and a large 


bottle of water. 

"Baby, you gotta wake up for me," David cooed softly in his ear. 

The dark haired man groaned and turned away from David 

"Come on, Dave. Wake up for just a moment. | need you to take these pills and drink some water. Come on" 
"| dont need it. lm fine," he grumbled. 


"Okay, just drink all of this then. I'm going to start baking. | will come back in a few minutes. Let me find this all 


gone" 

Uh huh 

"And so help me, God, if | find out you poured it out, MI beat your ass" 
'Finel" the younger man growled and batted David away. 


David left everything on the table and tried not to take Dave's grumpiness personally. He went about getting 


the ovens fired up and mixing up a batch of chocolate chip. Once the trays of cookies were in the oven and 


the timer was set, he returned upstairs. 


Dave was fully awake now and sitting up in the bed. Shelby lay with him. The bottle was empty. David decided 
not to ask but simply replace it with a full one. 


"Stones?" was all Dave said. 

"Yep. If you can't flush them out, gonna have to have surgery." 

"I remember they made you leave." 

"Yep" 

"I made them bring you back." 

"| know." 

"The pain med makes me dizzy and tired." 

"| know." 

"How long will it take?" 

"To pass? A week, maybe two." 

"Shit," Dave grumbled. 

"Tell me about it," David muttered and left. 

Going back downstairs, he found Jamie starting the machines. Leaning on the bar, he looked at her sadly. 
"Got your note." 

She sighed and shrugged, not looking at him. "Don't know what to say." 
"Do you know who it is?" 

Another shrug. "I think it's one of the boys." 


"Well, we can't do anything until we have concrete proof" The realizations of what they were going to have to 


do dawned on him, making him cold. "I'm going to get a tiny camera and fix it above the till” 


"Okay." 
| don't want to but its gotta be done. Jamie." 
"Yeah?" 


"You'd tell me if you needed something wouldn't you? | know you're against having a man support you and all of 


that. But if you needed something, anything, you'd let us know, wouldn't you?" 

She gave something of a nod and David forced himself to smile even though she still wasn’t looking at him. 
| hate that someone's stealing from us," he sighed. "Really hate it. But shit happens | suppose." 

Jamie didn't reply. 

"Look, I'm going to go shopping. Do you want anything?" 

"A new life?" 

He chuckled. "One out in California with a certain guitarist, do you?" 

She flipped him the bird. 

"Well, I'll be back in a bit" 


Grabbing his coat from the rack beside the door, he made his way back to the bar, looped an arm around 
Jamie's shoulders and kissed the side of her head. She tried to squirm away. 


"lts gonna be fine. Trust me, it is." 


Walking the streets, he went from shop to shop. Most weren't open yet. The one he wanted was. Grabbing a 
basket, he filled it with an array of fresh fruits. He knew Dave was in pain, knew it was slowly killing him. But, 
at some point, he'd start squawking like a baby bird for food. And David planned on shutting him up with his 


best ever pie. 


Wandering around the produce shop, he found the aisle where they kept the nic-nacs and trinkets. Looking along 
them, he smiled as he spotted a small ornament of a dog and cat curled up sleeping together. Adding it to the 
basket, he whistled as he made his way towards the counter. It would be the perfect addition to Dave's shelf 
in the shop. 


The pain was like nothing he'd ever felt. Even with the medication, it kept coming in waves, slamming him back 
in to the bed. And peeing was a whole other matter. His bladder screamed at him. Yet every time he made it 
to the bathroom, the pain remained, nothing coming out in to the little strainer. As he leaned heavily against 
the bathroom wall, he heard David calling to him. 


"Bathroom!" he managed to croak. 


David stood in the open doorway and found his boyfriend standing over the toilet, an arm against the wall, his 


head against his arm. 

"Aw, baby." 

"lim fucking miserable." 

"| know. Drinking the water?" 
"Yeah." 


"Picked up some more. And | picked up some stuff to make you a treat. And this." He held out the trinket he 


found. "You can put it on your shelf downstairs." 


Dave pulled his shorts back up with a snap. He tried to muster some enthusiasm for his new toy but it was 


hard 

"You're a really great boyfriend. Im sorry I'm a miserable bag of shit" 

"Hts okay. Il punish you for it later" David smirked "You wanna go back to bed?" 
"No, hungry and bored! 

"Do you want to help me in the kitchen?" 

"What are you going to make?" 

"Pie 


When Dave was done washing his hands, he took the ornament from David and held it in both hands, raising it 


to eye level. "It's missing someone." 


"| know. We can paint him in later." David smiled. 


‘lm going to put clothes on and go downstairs and put them up. Maybe make the rounds." 
"Okay. I'll get started." 


Once Dave threw some clothes on and ran his fingers through his hair, he headed toward the door with his 
new toy and his dog. David pressed a bottle of water into his hand on his way out. 


Downstairs, he ran into Bill first. 

"There he is! The invalid! How are you?" Bill said with a grin. 

"Peachy. What's up, kid?" 

"Nothing much. Been using the piano to write a little bit." 

"Cool. Let me know when you want me to hear it. Hey, I'm gonna have a studio built out back later on 
"Oh, sweet! That'll be so great!" 

"Where's Simon?" 


"OFF today. Me and Jamie are here. Mrs. Johnston was asking about you. She saw you yesterday driving the 


car, she said." 

"Oh! Shit! Shit! Thanks for reminding me!" 

Dave greeted everybody quickly and then raced back upstairs. "David! Davidll" 

David was startled and dropped an egg on the floor. "What?" 

"That bag? The bag | had yesterday. What did you do with it?" 

"| don't know. Still in the bedroom, | think" 

He tore in there and ripped the bed apart, rifled through everything on the tables. "David! Its not here!" 
"Baby, it's got to be in here somewhere. What's in it?" 

‘Nothing! Just..shit. Where is it?" He turned this way then that way, unsure where to look next. 


David calmly walked over to the chair in front of the window and picked up the small, gold bag. "This?" He held 
it up on one finger through the handles. 


When Dave lunged for it, David snatched it back. 

"Gimme!" 

"What is it?" 

"Nothing!" 

"Liar. What is it?" 

"David!" 

"Maybe I'll just take a peek" And he pretended to begin to open the bag. 
"NO!" 

"Fine. I'll wait." David handed the bag to Dave and left the room. 


A few moments later, Dave joined him in the kitchen, a mischievous look on his face. He slid behind the man 


and hugged him, resting his chin on David's shoulder. 

"How can | help?" 

"Baby, you should go rest. Take some medicine for the pain and go lay down" 
"Nah, | feel fine right now. I'll keep drinking and see what happens. How can | help?" 
"Sit over there across from me and look pretty.” 


"Can do." Dave took a step backwards to move around the counter when he leaned back in to his boyfriend. 


"Kiss me." 

"Can do." David giggled and turned his head. 

When Dave pressed his mouth to his boyfriend's, he let his lips part and encouraged David to do the same 
with a little tickle of the tip of his tongue. When he passed it into David's mouth, the older man gasped and 
pulled back. His eyes were wide as he used two fingers to pull a ring out of his mouth. 

"Dave!" 


"You had to have one as well," he said. 


Tears were glistening in David's eyes, his fingers turning the ring over. "You didn't have to." His voice was quiet. 


"Of course | did. Wouldn't be right if | didn't" 


"You know," David softly started, "if I'd had this when we were at the hospital, they'd have let me in. But 


because | didn't." 


Reaching out, he stroked David's hair, lifting the older man's eyes to his own "Well now you do. Here." Holding 
out his hand, he waited until the ring was dropped in to his palm. 


Taking David's left hand in his own, he gently slid the ring on to his finger. For a second David hesitated, 
stiffening slightly, and it made him debate what was going on in the other's head. But as it slid home, David 


relaxed. 
Gently he pressed a kiss to the smaller mans fingers. "Love you." 


"Love you too." David gave him a smile. 


Chapter 92 


Jamie grinned when she saw the ring. "Well, look at you. Properly hitched and everything.” 
He gave her a grin 
"So, we having a huge party?" 


Loading more coffee beans, David shook his head. "No, something small. Maybe at the farm. Close family and 
friends only." He winked at her. 


"Come on! You HAVE to have a party. You can't let this one slide by." 


"We'll see." Dropping the bag of beans back beside the grinder, he leaned on the counter. "Going to go out and 


get that camera." 
Her face became solemn and she nodded. 


He patted her shoulder. "I won't be long." He sighed and looked at the ceiling above the till. "Although looks like 
Ill be fitting it myself" 


The pain returned and it was relentless. Dave thought it was gone, thought he was in the clear. He'd been 
drinking as much water as possible. He groaned and rolled away from David in bed, curling into a fetal position 
As soon as he'd made a peep, Shelby was up from her bed against the wall and sitting at the edge of the bed, 
sniffing at Dave. 

‘Its okay, girl. Daddy's okay." He gave her a pet as he slid from the bed and shuffled to the bathroom. 


He picked up the strainer and aimed. Nothing. So then he turned and popped some more medicine. The only 


saving grace about the medicine is that it made him drowsy so he could sleep away the pain 

Dave climbed back in bed and snuggled against David. 

"Okay?" David murmured. 

"Pain. Took drugs. Go back to sleep, baby." 

"Come here." David rolled over and wrapped his arms around the younger man. He tucked Dave's head under 


his chin and stroked his hair. He whispered quietly, "If | fell in love with you, would you promise to be true and 
help me understand." 


After that, they slept through the night, Dave only stirring slightly when David moved. 


It was just before six when David crawled out of bed. Dressing, he made his way downstairs and started 
everything. The lights flickered on in the shop and he looked to where the tiny camera was embedded in the 
ceiling above the till. It would be interesting to see if they caught anyone. At the same time, it also hurt him, 
knowing that someone was willing to steal from them for whatever reason. 


With cookies in the oven, David fetched the newspapers. Spreading one on a work surface, he flicked through 
while waiting for the timer to go off. 


When he came to the celebrity section, a part he never normally read, his heart dropped. Tucked away in one 


corner was a tiny news story. 
The headline read, Dave Mustaine treated after prison beating. 


Gripping the edge of the steel surface, David felt himself sway, skin going cold as he read the few lines. 
Mustaine, it seemed, had become the focus of a particularly nasty prison gang. With nothing but time on their 
hands, they'd managed to get to the redhead and beat him within in an inch of his life. 


And no one had thought to tell him. No one had thought to contact the one person who'd spent thirty years 
with Mustaine. It both angered and hurt him. Sure, he didn't want a lot to do with Dave. But he still cared. 


Cared enough if Mustaine’s life was at risk. 


The bell for the cookies went off and he took one batch out and put another in. It was too early to call 
California. Anyone who could help wouldn't be awake yet. Except.. Picking up the phore, he dialled Mark. The call 


went straight through to the lawyer's voice mail. 


"Hi Mark Its David Ellefson. I've just seen the news about Mustaine." He felt a sniffle rise and he fought back 
the tears. "Do you know how he's doing? Can you give me a call if you do? I'm gonna call the prison in a couple 
of hours. | just wanna know.." His voice trailled off as he thanked the man and hung up. 


Surely someone would have told him if Mustaine was dead? Surely someone would have called with news like 


that? He felt cold as he went about the morning's business. He may not have been with Mustaine any longer 


but he wanted to know. 


Jamie arrived and, minutes after, so did Simon. David put the newspaper away and didn't mention anything to 
Jamie. But she did notice his somber attitude as he he was traying some mini blueberry muffins he decided to 
make to try to keep his mind from wandering. 


"What's up? How's the other half?" she asked. 


“Still in pain. Sleeping off the round of medication he took last night." 
"Something bothering you?" 


"Well, let's see.. my boyfriend is in severe pain, someone's stealing from us, the trial for Taylor's about to 


start and it's likely he'll walk because of what | did" 
"So the usual?" 


"And my ex boyfriend got his ass beat in jail and | have no idea if he's going to be okay or not," David said 
with a sigh. 


"So the man that used to beat the shit out of you got the shit beat outta him? Do you know what | call 
that?" 


"Yeah, Jamie. | know what you call that. Karma. And you might be right but that doesn't mean | shouldn't care." 
"I know. That's what makes you a better person than about ninety-nine percent of the rest of us." 

"When's Chris coming back again?" he asked. 

She shrugged. "He's somewhere in Europe right now, | believe. | can't fucking keep track." 

"Do you guys, like, jerk off together on Skype?" David asked with a smirk. 

"No. Only he does. | watch." She gave her own smirk before she slowly walked away. 

"Gonna run up and check on Dave real quick. Let me know how the muffins go, maybe | will keep doing them" 
Dave was curled in a ball, still sleeping. Shelby immediately jumped off the bed and danced around David. 
"Gotta go, Shelby?" 

She wagged her tail. 

David noted his boyfriend still asleep so he decided to accommodate Shelby first. And when the pair returned 


upstairs, David fed the dog and then crept back into the bedroom. The bed was vacant. David heard a whoop 


from the bathroom. He smiled. Laughed loudly when his boyfriend tore out of the room, screaming his name. 
"Oh! Look! | did it! Its a boy!" He thrust the urine-dripping strainer at David. 


"Dave! Its dripping!" 


"Sorry. Look, though! | did itll" He smiled proudly. 
There in the bottom of the strainer was a tiny, white peddle 
"Can we put it on my shelf?" 

"NO! 


Dave laughed before he turned back toward the bathroom. Just as the toilet flushed, Dave's phone began to 


ring as it sat on his side table. 

"Baby, your phone!" 

"Get it, please?" the younger man called back. 
David picked it up. Dave's lawyer. 

"David, good to hear from you. How are you?" 
"Pretty good, Parker. How are you?" 

"lm good. Guess where | am." 

David swallowed. "Minneapolis." 


"You got it. I'll be by to you see you this afternoon Clear your schedules for the next couple weeks. Here we 


go. 
"Great. See you later." 


Dave hurried out of the bathroom, expecting to take a call but David had already hung up. When he saw 


David's expression, he knew. He didn't have to ask who it was. 


They sat at one of the tables in silence, cups of coffee in front of them. Parker sat across from then, piles 


of papers beside him. 


"Hopefully we'll be in and out in a week. But, as | said, he's probably not going to get anything, not unless he 
trips himself up somehow." The lawyer looked to David. "As heroic as your acts were, they were also 


downright stupid." 


Gazing at the table, David nodded, the cold guilt eating away at him. 


"But, it's something I'd have done." There was a hint of a smile to the man's and David looked up. "That sixth 


sense is great." 
"You say there's not much on him?" Dave asked. 


Parker nodded, looking suddenly solemn. Swallowing hard, he looked to David, noting how the colour had drained 
from his skin. 


"There is something," he said softly. 

"What?" the lawyer asked. 

Getting to his feet, Dave gestured for him to follow. "Can't talk about it out here." 

Silently they walked to the garage and, once they were shut inside, Dave folded his arms over his chest and 
leaned against one of the bikes. With his eyes on the floor, he took a deep breath. It was hard to speak about, 
hard to admit to. David had been right all along; these things could come back and bite you in the ass, turning 
your entire being in to mess of cold knots. But it may be the one thing between Taylor walking free and Taylor 
going behind bars. 

"Dave?" 

Looking up, he stared at Parker. "Taylor raped me." 

"WHAT?!" 

"Yeah. And | was stubborn and didn't want to admit to it but he did" 

"Any evidence?" 

Dave shrugged. "There might be in the medical notes back in Cali." 


"l'Il take a closer look. And you're - you're willing for this to be put on display?" 


Dave felt the colour drain from his face. "If it helps, then yeah, | am." 


David could only imagine what his boyfriend was going through. He knew what he was telling Parker and the 


thought made him feel sick all over again. He was about to go to the garage when his phone rang. 


"Hi Mark." 

"Hi, David. I've got news." 

He held his breath. "Go on 

"Dave's currently in intensive care." 
"What?!" 


"Yeah, he's in there but he's awake. He's mostly breathing by himself but they've got him intubated because 
apparently he's having difficulties." 


David felt his heart drop, the tears beginning to come. "Is he going to-" 

"Live? Yeah, he's going to live. He's going to be in hospital for a while. They did him over pretty badly." 
"How badly?" 

"Broken bones, internal injuries, cracked skull." 

"Fuck." Hot tears began to stream down his cheeks, the guilt rearing it's head. "| want to see him." 
"You sure that's a good idea?" 

"| put him there. It's only right | see him." 


"David, you didn't put him there. He put himself there through his own stupid actions. If he hadn't have raised 
a hand to you, he'd still be walking free. Don't let this get to you." 


"Do you think he set it up?" David asked quietly. 
"l'm not sure. | don't think so." 


"Okay. Well, thanks, Mark. We've got another trial coming up but when that's over I'll see if | can fly out and 
see him. I'll run it past Dave first." 


"Sure thing. Keep in touch, okay?" 
"Will do." 


"And David?" 


"Yeah?" 
"Your Mom called me. Congratulations to the both of you. You're going to make a great couple." 
David felt himself smile. "Thanks." 


They hung up and, lying the phone on the table, he waited for the two men to make an appearance. 


The couple had just returned from dinner with Parker. David parked the Camaro in the garage and Dave stood 
at the front of the car, watching David walk around it and join him. 


"Tired, baby?" David asked quietly as he wrapped an arm around the younger man's back 


"Nah. Not tired." He grinned. He'd had a little bit to drink at dinner. David let him, wanting to let the man unwind 
a little bit. He'd had a bit of a tough week. Dave's hand immediately found its way into David's hair. 


They walked through the door and David started up the stairs when his lover stopped him and urged him into 
the shop. 


"What are you doing?" 


"Come here," Dave murmured. David immediately recognized that tone of voice and look in those dark, chocolate 


eyes. Dave led him through to the piano. 


He pulled out the bench and sat down, placing David against the keyboard in front of him. He held him by his 
hips and tilted his head back to look up at him. 


"Do you know how much | love you?" the dark haired man asked before he leaned in and rested his forehead 


against David's stomach. 

A pair of hands landed on soft, silky chocolate hair, fingers stroking gently. "Show me." 

Dave's hands wandered from his hips to his belt buckle and unfastened it and then unbuttoned and unzipped 
David's gorgeous, tight jeans. He gazed up into David's sweet, beautiful face as the jeans were inched slowly 


down. 


David was only semi-hard but, with a few quick strokes, he was stretched back against the piano, elbows 


propped on the polished lid as he gasped quietly. 


Stroking his hands in to the creases of David's thighs, Dave murmured, "You are so beautiful. So fuckin’ 
beautiful." 


The older man barely moved, body rising and falling as he took deep breaths. Wrapping his lips around David's 
cock, he gently began to suck, watching as the other man braced himself against the piano. A series of 
mumbled grunts filled the air, David tightening beneath him. Moving his mouth lower, he traced every line and 
ridge, listening as the older man's voice got higher, his body trembling beneath his touches. 


"Not. Not gonna last." 


Fingers stroked over his hair before tangling in the dark strands and pushing his mouth lower. Willingly, he let 
David guide him, his hands wrapped around his boyfriend's hips. Opening his throat, Dave buried his nose 


against the mess of warm hair nestled at David's groin, inhaling his musky scent. 

"Gonna." David mumbled. 

The older man stiffened, one leg lifting and coming to rest against the piano stool as he came. His hands 
wrapped around the edge of the piano, everything he had to offer being willingly taken from him. Light headed, 
he finally looked up, a small smile playing on his lips. Standing up, he kicked off his shoes, his jeans following, and 
sank into Dave's lap. Wrapping his arms around his boyfriend's neck, he hungrily kissed him, tasting himself. 


"Your turn," he hissed between kisses. 


With a knee on the bench on either side of Dave, he grinded his naked self against the rough denim of Dave's 


lap. Fingers were tangled in Dave's hair, lips dotted kisses all over his face. 

Dave groaned, though, when David withdrew from him and stood. 

"Stand up for me, my darling," David urged him to his feet with a hand under each elbow. 

His shoes were pulled off and then his jeans and shorts, followed by his shirt. Next, David urged him onto the 
top of the piano, laying on his back, his feet making a loud, chaotic sound against the keys. David pushed his 
lover's knees apart and began trailing soft kisses up his inner thigh. 


"Fuck, yes. Suck my cock, baby, please!" Dave moaned as he propped himself up on his elbows to watch. 


David's eyes shot up to his boyfriend's eager expression and he had to smile. "| can't wait to marry you," he 
happily whispered just before he gave Dave's rigid cock a long lick 


"Shit, | gotta tell my Mom," Dave sighed as he laid back. 


David giggled at that and was more determined than ever to get his mother off of his lover's mind. He closed 
his lips around the head of his cock and pushed his tongue against the slit, lapping up the bead of pre-come 
that had formed. His hands tenderly kneaded the singer's thighs as his mouth slid lower. 


"Baby, please." 


David's spit coated his lover's cock, a small trail of it trickling down onto Dave's balls. He used a thumb to 
spread it over the soft, delicate skin. 


His boyfriend groaned as his fingers worked gently at his balls. Moving lower, David slid his tongue against 
Dave's hard length, the younger man shaking beneath him. 


"Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. Yes!" 
David tried not to laugh; he still had to train Dave to have an indoor voice. At the rate his boyfriend was 
going, David wouldn't haven been all surprised if the neighbours didn't know about their shenanigans. And their 


neighbours left at 530pm. 


Sliding his mouth back up Dave's cockhe gently sucked on the head, tongue tracing the ridge. Dave panted and 
squirmed, hands tugging on David's hair. 


"Please. Please. Please." 

Pulling back, David raised an eyebrow. "Well, blow me-" 

"| just did!" 

He grinned. "You do know a word other than ‘fuck’." 

He was given the biggest, cheesiest grin ever and a hand patted the back of his head. "Back to it. Please." 

The last word was whined and David couldn't help himself. Still grinning, he wrapped his mouth back around 
Dave, one hand cradling his balls. His boyfriend panted and squirmed, long legs coming to rest on David's 
shoulders. Taking that as a hint, he opened his throat and swallowed Dave's cock, receiving a loud "FUCK ME!" 
as encouragement. 

Sliding his fingers from Dave's balls, he swept a finger over his entrance, the younger man shuddering beneath 
him. A soft "Yes" reached his ears. Gently he pressed the finger into his lover, Dave pushing his hips to meet 
him. It only took one sweep across his prostate for his boyfriend to come long and hard down his throat: 


Eagerly David continued to suck, his finger firmly deep inside of the younger man. 


"David, David, David." Short, panting breaths as Dave tried to float down from his climax but David wasn't quite 


ready to allow him. 
"Say your husband, David," the older man teased by stroking that sweet spot again. 


Dave groaned and his body tensed. "My husband, David!" he howled. 


"Good boy." And with that, he withdrew. He pressed a kiss to Dave's knee and watched the younger man slowly 
sit up and slide off the piano. 


"I think we've used the piano for sex more than we've used it for music." Dave laughed softly. 
David dropped a heavy hand on the lid and gave a good slap. "She's built well for it" 

"So are you," he replied before he both kissed his boyfriend's cheek and smacked his ass. 

As they climbed up the stairs, David slid his hand into Dave's. "Something | gotta tell you." 


He proceeded to tell him about Mustaine and cringed as he asked, "When the trial is over, would you mind if | 
went to see him?" 


"David," was all Dave could say as he raked his hands through his hair. On one hand, how could he stop him? 
On the other, he was beginning to feel infringed upon by the violent redhead who ruled David's life for thirty 
years. He thought that reign had come to end. Maybe he was wrong. 

"If you don't want me to, | won't," David offered quietly as they prepared to get into bed. 

| can't tell you what to do or what not to do. You should always do what you think is best. | just." Dave 
sighed. He looked away, at Shelby laying on her bed, watching. "I am a little nervous that neither one of us are 
ever going to really be able to leave the past behind." 


"Then | won't go," David murmured softly. "The cycle's gotta break. | can't keep running back every time he 
gets in shit. Can't keep doing it" 


Shaking his head, he turned away, unable to look his lover in the eye. He knew that what he was suggesting 
must be making Dave feel awful, as though he were inferior to David's past. And that wasn't his intention 


When arms wrapped around him, he tried to relax, tried not to struggle. Lips kissed his hair, arms tightening 


as he whined softly. 
"You gotta do what you gotta do. | just-" 
David sighed and looked at the floor. "I don't deserve you." 


"Oh no. No, we're not going through this again. Don't make me go and do something stupid, like get "Because | 
love you" tattooed on my forehead." 


"Sorry. | interrupted you. What were you going to say?" 


"| just," Dave sighed, breath huffing through David's hair. "I just wonder where this is going to lead." 
"Probably where they wanted it to go all along.” 
"We're not going down that route again either." 


Smiling, David reached a hand behind himself and stroked his fingers along Dave's side. Turning, he looped his 


arms around Dave's neck and stared up into his dark eyes. 
"Maybe we should make a clean break?" he softly suggested. 
His boyfriend just frowned. 


Running a hand along his cheek, David smiled gently. "Maybe we need to move somewhere else for a while. Go 


somewhere where people won't bother us" 
"And that place would be?" 

David scrunched his face up. "Mars?" 

"Not far enough: 

He chuckled quietly. "Vega" 

‘Vega's a star. We'd burn" 

"But it's so pretty. So shiny! 


Fingers stroked along the hem of his tshirt before tickling beneath it. "We've burned once. Don't want to do it 


again" 


Arching back against Dave's hands, he grinned. "Let's build a starship and go there. We can orbit it and be at 


peace. Just imagine it!" 


The fingers roamed higher, clasping the curve of his back. "Yeah, | can imagine that. We could send messages 


back to Earth, messages which would take hours to get back." 


"Yeah! Just think of how far away we'd be. How free we'd be." David rolled back onto his feet. "Free" He stared 
up into Dave's eyes. "| don't want to be a somebody anymore. | just wanna be the guy on the street. The guy 
who can go wherever he wants and no one notices. The guy who doesn't get followed by cameras and 


journalists because of who he sleeps next to. And you know what?" 


"What?" 


"He wishes it for the guy he sleeps next to as well." 
"David?" Lips whispered against his forehead. 
"Yeah?" 

"You're not sick are you?" 

"Sick how?" 

"Depressed, sick?" 


He shook his head. "I don't think so. | just want to be free for a while. | want to cut those ties one final time. 


Want to remember what drew me to that Starbucks that morning. ‘cause it wasn't the coffee." 

'It was ‘cause he'd kicked you out" 

David shook his head again. "That one wasn't my usual haunt. | remember wanting to get away. So | drove. Yet | 
must've driven past twenty other Starbucks before | got to that one. You know when you've got a sixth 
sense?" 

"Yeah, | know all about that one." 

"Feel like you have to be in a certain spot at a certain time?" 


"Yep." 


Looking up, he smiled "Let's go away again. And not just for a couple of weeks. A couple of months. Hell, a 


couple of years if we have to. I'm not losing you again. Never, ever again." 

"We do have a honeymoon to go on after we get hitched," the younger man grinned. 

Let's take the boat somewhere. It's in LA, maybe we can sail out to Hawaii and then from there, keep going." 
"Baby, it's like two thousand miles from LA to Hawaii." 

"Okay, maybe we stop at Hawaii." He grinned. "Come on, let's go to sleep." 


As Dave was climbing into bed and pulling David against his chest, he whispered, "Let's get married in the fall, 
when the weather starts to change, at sunset. On the roof." 


David wiggled around to gazed at his lover, making out the man's face in the dark. "Dave, that's just perfect" 


"Then it's the kind of wedding you deserve. Love you." 


"Love you, too." 


Chapter 93 


As expected, Taylor hired Mustaine's lawyer plus a team of four additional lawyers. They all sat at the defense 
table, clustered around the blonde as if protecting him from something. Dave and David sat with Parker behind 
the state prosecutor. The couple knew the chances of a conviction were slim but they didn't know Taylor's 
lawyer's first motion would be to dismiss the case. Dave clutched David's hand and gave him a worried look. 


Parker held a hand out to try to ease their nerves. 


The prosecutor, a very tall, heavy set man named Lucas Hilcott, set an intimidating figure. Even more so when 


he stood and bellowed an "Absolutely not!" 


The judge, a white-haired, small and thin, older man was just as loud as the lawyer and the entire courtroom 


was under his command. "Counselors, approach the bench." 


Dave threw a worried glance at Parker and then let his eyes drift toward Taylor. The blonde might have felt 
eyes on him because he turned his head and looked at Dave. And in that short glance, he knew he was right 
before. Dave and David would never escape their pasts and it didn't matter if Mustaine was in prison and it 
didn't matter if Taylor was free. They couldn't lock away these men just to get them out of their minds and 
hearts. They would always be there. Dave and David had to learn how to live their life together and keep their 
pasts pushed back, in the fringe, for they could not escape them. They'd need to learn to deal with them and 
keep their faces turned toward the future. 


"On the charge of Ist degree criminal damage to personal property? In this case we are referring to the coffee 
house known as Fresh Pots," the judge began. 


They already knew the answer, so it came as no surprise when the verdict came back as "not guilty’ 
"On the counts of battery, how does your client plead?" 

Another "not guilty" 

"And on the count of sexual assault with battery?" 

Another "not guilty". 


Sliding back into his chair, Dave sighed. He knew this wasn't going to be an easy battle. Just like Mustaine, 
Taylor wasn't going to give up that easily. Wasn't going to let go. Every second that he was in their presence, 
even in the confines of a courtroom, were good enough for him. Just as Mustaine was in hospital. David had 
voiced his concerns that Mustaine had intentionally had himself beaten in order to attract their attention Even 
now, he wondered what both Mustaine and Taylor would do to get their attention in future. Another fire? 


Another beating? Or something far, far worse? 


Evidence was laid out before them and, as suspected, there was barely a scrap to connect Taylor to the fire. 
Yes, the fire system had been vandalised, causing it to not respond when the fire was set. There had been 
fingerprints on the bike which matched Greg's, all found on the parts which had been protected from the 
blazing heat. But none of it could be traced back to Taylor. 


"Knew this was a waste of time," he muttered. 


David's hand tightened around his own. "Its never a waste of time," the older man murmured in response. "You 


don't know what else they have." 
Each side only presented opening statements on the first day. Parker said he'd be in touch if need be but he 
sent the couple home and wished them a good night. Dave noted the smug look on his ex's face as he was led 


out of the courtroom. 


Back at home, David led Dave right upstairs to change out of his suit and tie. "Put on a pair of jeans and 


sneakers." 
"Why?" Dave hadn't even entered the closet. He merely flopped down onto the bed. 


"Well, because | think you need something to take your mind off of things and | have an idea. It's a gorgeous 


day out and you promised me we'd do something come summer.” 

"What?" 

"Just please do as | ask. | promise you this will be fun" David pushed his fingers through his boyfriend's hair 
and then let them trail down to his chin. He tilted Dave's face up. "Everything is going to work out. Whether he 
goes away or not, it doesn't matter. We will always have each other and we'll get through anything life throws 
at us." 


And then he pulled the younger man to his feet. 


Once they were both dressed in jeans, David then led him down to the garage. He picked up Dave's helmet and 
handed it to him before he picked up his own. 


"You wanna go for a ride?" Dave asked 

David nodded. "And | want you to teach me 

Dave stood holding his helmet in both hands, his mouth fell open and he stared at David 
"What? You said you would, right?" 


"Babe, are you sure?" 


David smiled and nodded. Dave used one hand to wrap around his lover's neck and pull him in for a kiss. And 


then he turned toward the three wheel 
"No," David said. "The Road King" 

"David, are you sure?" he asked again "The Road King is heavy, and well, two-wheeled" 

"| know you'll be a good teacher. But if you don't want anything to happen to it, we can do the three wheel’ 
"| don't want anything to happen to you" 

"You won't let anything happen to me." David grinned as he hit the button to open the garage door. 


Dave started the bike and walked it backwards, out the door. David hit the button again to close it and then 
quickly ducked under. He swung his leg around and settled onto the seat behind Dave. 


"Let's ride!" he yelled as he slid his sunglasses on and then wound his arms around Dave. 

It was just the release he needed, the wind skimming over his skin, the exhilaration roaring through him. David 
was snuggled behind him, arms tight around his waist as they made for the farm. With no other traffic, and 
plenty of room it would be the perfect place to practice. 

Dave was more than a little apprehensive about teaching David to ride. Not because he didn't trust him, but 
because he didn't want to be on the receiving end of a phone call from the hospital, or worse, the morgue. At 
least the cars had protection With the bike, there was nothing. But he held his tongue, knowing that he had to 
trust David, had to let him spread his wings and live the life he'd been denied for so long. 


He had to smile as David's fingers stroked over his shirt before tightening around him. They crept a little 
lower before moving back up. Later, they'd have plenty of time later for that. 


Swinging the bike into the farm, he pulled up in front of the house. The net curtains at the kitchen window 


twitched and, a moment later, the front door opened. Francis walked out on to the porch, a smile on her face. 
"You should have called!" she said. 


"Blame this one!" He nudged David in the ribs. The older man chuckled as he slid from the bike, feet crunching 
against the driveway. 


David bounced up the steps all smiles as he gave his mother a hug. "Gonna learn to ride it" 


"David, are you sure?" Her voice was hinted with worry. 


"Never been more sure. Why? Sad that it'll be me taking you for a ride and not him?" 


She gave him a withering smile before nodding to the house. "Do you want a drink before you start? Something 
to eat?" 


David was about to protest but his boyfriend had heard the word "food" and was already mounting the steps 
to the house. 


"l'Il take that as a yes." Francis grinned. 


Over a late lunch or early dinner, depending how you looked at it, the boys explained what was happening with 
the case to Francis. She listened and frowned and thought for a moment. 


"You know, you're just going to have to figure out how to put them behind you." 

"We know. Life deals you a crap hand now and then We just have to rise above it" 

"Indeed. And you will. Now. Any more plans for a wedding?" She gave a mischievous grin. 

"No!" David said adamantly. "One thing at a time. After this trial, we'll figure out the wedding," 
"Fine. But you know, ~" 

"You're not getting any younger, | know!" 


She giggled as she began to clear away the dishes. Dave stood up to help and she slapped his hands away. "Go, 
have your fun. Don't let my baby get hurt" 


"| wouldn't hear of it," Dave murmured as he gazed across the table at David. 

Outside, he had David sit on the bike as he pointed things out to him. The throttle, the clutch, the brakes. 
"Now, start it up." 

David flipped the kill switch and then turned the key. 

"Let it idle for a minute to make sure the oil moves through the engine,” Dave was yelling over the motor now. 
After a few moments, he instructed David to kick up the stand and made sure David knew it would be his legs 
balancing the bike now. "Squeeze the brake and, with your left foot, push the shifter all the way down to first 


gear. Do you feel how the bike wants to move forward?" 


David nodded, his brow knotted in concentration. 


"Good. You don't have to give it gas at first. | want you to slowly, very, very slowly ease off the brake and 
remember to pull your right foot up. You can keep it out in case you begin to lose your balance. Remember to 
hit the brakes and put your toe down on the ground, okay? Are you ready?" 

David inhaled and pressed his lips together. He nodded and did as Dave instructed. The bike lurched forward 
slightly and David slowly rode for about twenty feet. He let out a nervous giggle. Twenty feet is twenty feet! 
He drove the bike himself! 

"Okay, that was great! How did it feel?" Dave yelled as he trotted up to David. 

"Fucking great!" David beamed. 

"Want to go a little further?" 


"Sure!" 


The bike purred beneath him and he could definitely the see the attraction at having a huge beast throbbing 
between his legs. The thought made him chuckle. 


"What?" Dave asked. 

He shook his head, the grin still in place "Nothing." 

They worked on throughout the afternoon, with David finally making it up and down the driveway, both feet off 
the ground. That was a particularly proud moment, Dave's praise warming him and making him grin. Pulling up 
back in front of the house, he shut off the engine, skin flushed pink, face aching from the smiling and laughing. 
Dave trotted up beside him, panting slightly, and let a hand rest in the small of David's back. "Good?" 

"Hell yeah! That was fuckin' brilliant! Cant wait to do it again" 

"Want to take your test at some point?" 


"Damn right | dol" David's smile widened. 


Looking at his boyfriend, he righted the bike and slid from it, legs aching a little. Draping his arms around 
Dave's waist, he gave him the tiniest kisses. 


"You know you mentioned about having sex on a bike?" 
"Mmmm?" 


Pulling back, David gave him the biggest grin he had, eyes sparkling. 


Dave was defenseless against his boyfriend's onslaught. The sun had dipped in the sky and they drove back to 
the city at dusk. David's fingers dipped under Dave's shirt as they sped down the highway. Warm fingers 
against his breeze-cooled skin made him shiver. And then the fingers began to play with his belt buckle. Dave 
took the next exit off the highway. 


Once he rolled the bike to a stop at the red light which was at the end of the exit ramp, David yelled over the 


engine, "This isn't our exit." 
"| knowl" 


The light turned green and Dave wasn't sure which direction to try. He finally settled on taking the road to the 
left. He drove on, looking for a quiet, dark place, while David resumed his teasing. The belt buckle was undone 
and now he was working on the button. The other hand was snaking up his chest until he found a nipple and 


pinched it. 


Dave gritted his teeth and hissed. Had to find a place quick because he wanted to turn around and make David 
sorry for all the teasing. 


Corn field. Perfect. He turned the bike onto the dark, dirt road between rows and rows of corn until he felt 
they were far enough off the road. Dave killed the engine and then killed the head light. He took off his helmet 
and then stepped off the bike. David still sat, a grin on his lips that slowly faltered as his eyes adjusted to the 


darkness. 
"Gonna make you pay for teasing me," Dave growled. He squinted in the moonlight to see David's face. 


"Is that right?" David smirked as he slowly climbed down from the seat. He stood before Dave with an ‘I dare 
you' look on his face as he pulled his helmet off. 


Dave closed the gap between them and, with one hand, he cupped David's crotch and squeezed. With the other, 
he drew David into a rough kiss. 


David hissed, squirming against his hands. He wanted his clothes to disappear but he had a feeling that wasn't 
going to happen any time soon. Instead, he gave into the kiss, body arching against Dave's as their tongues 
swept across one another's. 

"Fuck me," he murmured. 


"Might do." 


He gave another low growl and rolled his hips into the wandering hand. Fingers tightened around his groin, 


massaging his erection through his jeans. 


A hand was wound into the back of his neck and pressure was applied. He tried to resist but still found himself 
on his knees, the ground cool against him. There was the sound of jeans being pushed down and, a moment 


later, Dave pressed his cock against his lips. Sitting back on his heels, David grinned. 
"Want it?" his boyfriend hissed. 

"Yeah." 

"Gonna suck it?" 

"Might do." 


Dave pressed himself closer, leaving a slick trail of pre-come on his lips. Resisting the urge to open up and give 
his boyfriend what he wanted, David turned his head a little. Fingers tangled in his hair and gently pulled him 


back around. 
"Don't make me force you.." The threat hung deliciously in the air. 


Grinning, David finally opened his mouth and flicked his tongue out, lapping at the slit. Wrapping a hand around 
Dave's waist, he drew him closer, lips wrapping around the head and gently sucking at the head. 


Out in the middle of the corn field, the brunette could be as loud as he wanted. And he was. 


"That's it. Suck it, baby. Take it deep." His knees buckled slightly and with two hands on David's head, he pushed 
farther down his throat. 


When he peered down at David, the older man's eyes were wide in the dark. David's hands squeezed the 


younger man's ass and pulled him even closer. But there was no way Dave wanted to finish like this. 


So, reluctantly, he eventually stepped back and slid his cock out of that warm, wet, talented mouth of David's. 
With a hand hooked under David's arm, he pulled the older man to his feet and turned him around. He quickly 


unzipped David's jeans and pushed them down to his knees. 
"Bend over the seat, please,’ was the request. 


David happily obeyed, bending at the waist and resting his elbows against the seat of the bike. He looked over 
his shoulder and grinned when he saw Dave sucking on his own fingers. With his pants still bunched around his 
knees, it was nearly impossible to spread his legs. David's grin widened then. A warm hand pressed against the 
small of his back, pushed his shirt up and out of the way. And then two wet fingers pressed into him. David 
hissed and let his head hang, savoring the feeling of being breached. 


"Good?" 


"Real good, keep going." 

The fingers pushed in deeper and David arched his back, letting out a low growl. His cock ached, brushing 
against the bike and his stomach. Panting, he rocked back only for the fingers to disappear. Pouting, he peered 
over his shoulder and in to the darkness. 

"Na-ah, you're not getting it that easily. You want more?" 

"Always!" 

Painfully slowly, Dave slid in to him. Wrapping his fingers around the bike, David gritted his teeth, his head 
falling forward once more. His body rose and fell with deep breaths as he tried to hold off the waves of 
pleasure. Strong hands wrapped around his hips, his boyfriend becoming still 

"Move," he murmured. "Please." 

"Are you begging?" Fingers scratched gently over his flanks. 

"Might be." 

A hand slapped the side of his ass and he jumped, a cry leaving his lips. 

"Okay, I'm begging," David replied again, chuckling softly as he did. 


The next slap was a little harder and he pushed back onto his boyfriend's cock, wanting more. 


Dave knotted a hand into David's hair and pulled back as he thrust forward The howl that it caused in the 


older man was sharp and Dave grinned. 

"Stand up," he commanded as he took a small step backward. 

David quickly obeyed, not wanting to lose contact with his lover. But he did for Dave pulled out of him and 
quickly stepped one leg out of his jeans. He made a vague gesture that David should do the same. Dave then 
swung his free leg over the bike and sat down on the seat. 


"Come get in my lap." 


The bassist smiled but bit his bottom lip at the same time. Dave held a hand out to him. David took it and 
gingerly lifted a leg over the bike. He pulled himself onto the seat, facing Dave. 


"Wrap your legs around me and ride me. | won't let you fall, | promise," Dave said softly as he pulled David 


against his chest and used two hands underneath his ass to lift him slightly. 


The older man used Dave's shoulders to steady himself as he brought his legs around Dave's back and hissed 
sharply when his lover entered him again. 


Using his feet on the ground to hold the bike and himself steady, Dave gently gave a test thrust and grinned 
when David gasped softly. 


Using his boyfriend for leverage, David began to rise and fall, his voice coming in tiny pants and whines. 


Beneath them, the bike creaked slightly, its suspension taking the punishment. 


A thought whisked through his mind and, stilling, he unwrapped his arms from around Dave's neck and he 
peeled his tshirt off. Dropping it to the floor, he curled himself back around the younger man, the air and the 
heat of his lover's body tickling over his skin. 


"Fuck, David. That's so fuckin’ hot." 
"Like the idea of being naked in the great outdoors?" 
"| like the idea of being naked anywhere." 


Chuckling, he laid his head on Dave's shoulder, lips finding his throat as he gently impaled himself on Dave's 
cock. Warm lips found his shoulder, first kissing before softly nibbling on his skin. A warm tongue moved 
across the barely there bite marks, saliva instantly cooling, the sensation electrifying him. David gasped, his 
rocking becoming more frantic, his own cock demanding attention. His own teeth found Dave's ear, tugging on 
the lobe. His boyfriend's voice joined his own, grunting softly as he murmured David's name, fingers digging into 


his ass, encouraging him to go faster and harder. 

"Hold onto me," David requested as he leaned back against the gas tank. He felt Dave's hands around his hips. 
David reached behind his head with both hands and took hold of handlebars. He also unwrapped his legs and 
placed his feet against the backrest part of the seat behind Dave. Using it for leverage, he pushed off slightly 
and then back down, feeling Dave slide inside of him. 

"Oh fuck, Ellefson. You are so fucking amazing!" 

"Don't drop me." 

"Never gonna happen" 

David smiled as his eyes fluttered closed and he felt Dave move one hand to flatten against his stomach as he 
picked up his thrusting again. David let his mouth fall open and the unabashed, unchecked howls of pleasure 


filled the dark, cool night air around them. Dave's grunts and growls mingled also as he increased his rhythm. 
The hand that was against his stomach moved slightly to press the palm on top of David's aching cock. 


"Yes! Make me come! Fuck! Make me come, please!" 
The palm stroked over his cock with the same fast rhythm. Pressing against the back of the seat again, David 


arched his back into Dave's hand. With his chin lifted, he screamed his boyfriend's name several times as his 
orgasm crested and washed over him. 


"Fuck, David!" 


The sight was one to behold and he never thought he'd see it. David was far more limber than he'd been 
letting on, something they'd have to make use of. 


With David trembling against him, he thrust several more times before coming with a loud, deep roar. His 


hands dug into his boyfriend's flesh, David arching against him. 

Slithering from the bike and to the damp grass, they sat, legs stretched out and panting softly. 
"Fuck," David murmured. 

"Damn right." 

"Want to do that again?" He could just make out a grin on David's face. 

"Now?" 

David's grin just widened. "Let's find somewhere else and go again" 

"The night waking you up, Ellefson? Its what, nearly nine. Past your bedtime." 


A fist punched him in the arm and he cackled softly. 


Chapter 94 


It had taken a good ten minutes before they'd finally been able to get back on to the bike. It had taken another 
ten to convince a whining, pleading David that they'd find somewhere else another night. And they'd keep finding 
new places every night after that. 

Wandering from the shower with just a towel wrapped around his waist, David checked the mail beside the 
stairs. Swiping it up, he flicked through it. Bill, bill, fan mail, subscription, bill, reminder from the opticians, 
handwritten one for Dave. Walking into the bedroom, he held it out. The letter was taken from him, the colour 
draining from Dave's face. 

"What is it?" He sat on the edge of the bed and stared at his boyfriend. 

Dave was silent for a moment, just staring at the white envelope. "It's from Taylor," he finally murmured. 

"You gonna open it?" 

He watched Dave swallow, turning the letter over in his hands as though contemplating what to do with it. 
"Dave?" 

Slowly his boyfriend slit open the letter and took out the folded piece of paper. 

| can leave you to it” David mumbled and stood up. 

A hand wrapped around his wrist and tugged him back down to the bed. "Please don't go." 

You fucking loser, 

Bet you thought this was going to be some big, heartfelt confession about how sorry | am that you decided fo 
cheat on me and walk out, right? Bet you thought | was going to offer you an explanation about why | supposedly 


changed. | didn't change. You did 


You thought you were so fucking clever coming back fo LA and trying to make me believe you were coming back 


fo me. You must really think Im about as stupid as that fucking bag of nuts you're banging Fuck him and fuck you 


Actually, | should thank him. Hey punching bag, | know youre reading this over Dave's shoulder. Thanks for coming 
out and pulling a gun on me. You made everything a whole lot easier. 


And Dave, when we fucked and | heard you screaming my name? | know you meant it 


Dave laid the note on the bed and stood up. He paced the floor in front of David and Shelby looked curiously at 


him. 

"What does it say?" the older man asked quietly. 

"Read it," Dave mumbled and wave a dismissive hand at it. 
"| don't think | want to." 

"Then why'd you ask what it says?" 


"Because it's upset you." David stood now and caught Dave with one arm as he passed. "You know exactly why 


he's done it. Just let it go." 

"Easy for you to say, isn't it? Your ex has suddenly turned into exactly what you needed him to be. Mine. Fuck, 
| don't even know who the fuck mine is anymore. It's like.like.he's... Dave sighed and raked his fingers through 
his hair. 


"Its like he's Dave," David whispered as he picked up the letter and read through it. 


His boyfriend turned sharply at that. His eyes were wide. "You're right. | mean, | imagine you're right. Taylor's 
turning into Mustaine." 


Dave sunk to the bed next to David and let the older man pull him into his arms. "Don't worry, my darling. We 
fought one Mustaine, we can fight another." 


"But you're not fighting him anymore. He's different now. You two can have civil conversations. You still care 
about him and | think he's learning that he cares about you." 


"Doesn't mean anything, Dave. He might be changing, he might be growing and getting healthy and | might care 


about him. But that doesn't mean | don't remember what he did to me. He was evil for a very, very long time." 
"I'm happy that he's changed for you." 
"Not for me." 


"Who else did he do it for?" 


"Hopefully, for himself. Do you know, in the last letter he sent, he said he hoped to find someone else to allow 


him to love them?" 
"I hope he does, too." Dave yawned and shuffled himself under the blankets. 


"Me too, my love. Me too." David folded the letter and returned it to its envelope. He shoved it onto the side 


table and then turned off the lamp. 


In the dark, Dave snuggled against David's flank. David wrapped his arm around the man and pressed his lips to 


chocolate locks. 


After several moments of silence, Dave finally whispered, "I hope, one day, they will be a distant memory for 


us. 


"They will. We just have to put them there ourselves. l'm sorry | fucked everything up. | know Taylor's going to 
get off because of what | did" 


"Don't say that. You saved me. And that's all that matters. And, as you said before, he only wrote that letter 
to get into our heads. Don't let him, right?" 


"Right." 


David barely slept that night. Instead, he kept a sleepy vigil beside his boyfriend. Often portrayed as stable and 


strong, sometimes it took something tiny for those barriers to crumble away. 

As early morning rolled around, David dragged himself from bed, the exhaustion beginning to take its toll. But 
he couldn't sleep. Couldn't stop thinking of what the future held. Quietly calling Shelby, he took her downstairs 
with him as he began preparing the morning's cookies. At some point, he heard Jamie walk in and, keeping his 
head down, he carried on working. Eventually, the kitchen door opened, 

"You're quiet this morning.” 

He just shrugged. 

"What's up?" There was a note of concern in her voice, one he rarely heard. 

“Just. stuff." 


"Like? You can kick me out if you think I'm prying.” 


He shook his head, slid a tray of cookies in to the oven and slammed the door shut. "Just worried about this 


trial." 
tll be like Mustaine all over again. You guys'll be fine.” 
"And we might not. Dave's started getting threatening letters." 


Her eyes went wide. "What?!" 


"Yeah. And it worries me because | can see them getting beneath his skin. He wants." Sighing, he jumped up on 
to the work surface, Jamie joining him. "He wants Taylor to appear human, to have something to grasp hold of. 


And he's not. Instead Taylor's just this cold, evil sack of shit and | feel for Dave because of it” 


Jamie remained quiet and, looking at his feet, David continued, "I wish Taylor would open up, would say 


something which gave Dave what he wanted. It makes me feel bad, you know." 

"Why?" 

"Because he deserves it. He deserves to have some kind of closure. Deserves to have someone he can have a 
civil conversation with. Deserves someone who, even if they do fight back, will let him move on. But I'm not 
sure he's gonna get it. | just hope he does." 


"And you wouldn't be jealous?" 


"Not in the slightest. It's what he needs. He needs that comfort, to know that Taylor does still care in some 


way or form." 

"Nah, that's not what he needs. He needs you. He needs your strength and your love. He don't need shit from 
from his ex. Gotta keep livin’. L-I-V-I-N." She grinned before turning toward the door. "And PS, there's video 
footage for you to review." 

David dropped the utensil he was using to scoop muffin batter into the pans. He'd completely forgotten about 
that. Shit! He looked to the doorway to the hall. Part of him wanted to drop everything and run up there. Part 
of him didn't want to admit yet that someone was stealing from them and go through the firing process. He 
pushed it aside and got back to the muffins. 

As he was pulling a pan from the oven, he heard the bouncing footsteps of his boyfriend on the stairs. 
"Good morning!" Dave smiled brightly and kissed his lover's cheek. "Oh, baby. Didn't you sleep?" 

"Not much." 

‘lm sorry. Do you want to go take a nap? Remember we have to be back in court - " 

"| know, at noon" 

Dave reached for a warm muffin. "What kind are these?" 


"Orange cranberry." 


"They smell incredible." 


As soon as they were trayed up and taken out front, David poured more coffee for himself and one for Dave. 
"We have to go back upstairs," he mumbled quietly. 

"What? Why?" 

"There's something we need to look at” 


David sat on the couch and turned his computer on. He nervously bit a nail while he waited. Dave sat next to 


him, happily stuffing his face and slurping his coffee. 

"Aren't you afraid of what we're going to see here?" David asked him. 

"Afraid? No. It sucks that someone's skimming money but we fire them and move on." 

David was about to turn back to the computer when Dave's words echoed in his ears. Move on. Move on. 
"How?" He didn't realize he was speaking out loud. "How do we move on when it seems like life is trying to do 
everything to prevent us from moving on. It's one battle after another. A small one here, a huge on there. 
How do we keep moving?" 

A hand landed on his shoulder and gently squeezed. "One foot in front of the other. Look. This is life. Sometimes 
it sucks. Sometimes we get thrown a curveball. Sometimes, though, life hands us exactly what we need, exactly 
what we want and an open pathway ahead. | know that note from Taylor really shook me up last night. But do 
you know what | was doing just an hour or so before that?" 


David blushed as he grinned. "Yeah, | know what you were doing.” 


"You and me, baby. Together, we've already proven that we can do anything. This little petty thief? Ain't got 


shit on us. Come on, let's take care of it" Dave gestured to the computer. "Let's see." 

Taking a deep breath, David hit the play button. A grainy video began to play, shot from directly above the till 
It was time delayed, taking a photo every second. He saw Jamie come and go. Simon and Bill also came and went. 
He came and went, taking cash, counting it, and stashing it in his pocket. Dave came and went, putting 
something on his shelf above the till before opening the register. 

"What have you been going in there for?" David asked gently. "You've got plenty of cash." 


"Jamie asked me to run to the store for tampons for the ladies room. And the receipts added up at the end 


of the day" 


David couldn't help it. Pausing the video, he laid his head against the laptop and laughed. 


"She did that? Really?" 
"Yep." 
"And you went?" Grinning, David peered up at his boyfriend. 


"Yep. Look, this face has no shame. I've got no problem walking in to the store and stocking up on tampons and 


lube. And | can do it without blushing. Would like to see you do that" 

“Challenge accepted, Grohl." 

"Okay, your run next time then. Play it again” 

Playing the video, they watched the image. Someone else, someone they didn't know, walked into frame. By the 
looks of the lighting, it was in the middle of the day, probably sometime around the lunchtime rush. They 
opened the register, took out several notes and pocketed them. They had strange coloured hair, multi-coloured. 
David's eyes narrowed as he rolled the video back 


| know that person," he murmured. "They're part of Roger's group of people. Come in here regularly." 


He felt Dave lean closer, breath touching his cheek as he rested his chin on David's shoulder. "Yeah.. Comes in 


around lunchtime?" 

"Yeah. Don't know his name though." 

"Does this mean we get to lay a trap?" 

From the corner of his eye, David could see dark eyes watching him intently, a hint of mischief in them. 


"You've watched way too many episodes of Cheaters, my friend," David replied with a chuckle. "But if we're 
gonna catch them it might be the only way." 


I+ still broke his heart. Hurt like Hell that someone they'd trusted was coming in to the shop and stealing from 
them. 


After a quick nap and a shower, David was stuffed back into his uncomfortable suit as was his boyfriend and 
the pair, again, sat in the courtroom listening to Taylor's lawyer yammer on and on about how David broke into 


his home and brandished a gun. 


"Mr. Grohl had already told the man he was leaving and returning to Mr. Hawkins to reconcile their relationship. 
Essentially, Mr. Ellefson is guilty of breaking and entering and kidnapping. It's a wonder he isn't being tried” 


"OBJECTION!" the prosecutor yelled so loudly that David jumped. 
"Sustained. Mr. Arnold, please. This is a court of law, not a stage performance." 


"lm merely trying to establish that whatever confession these two renegades received from my client was 


done so under coercion and threat of violence." 
"OBJECTION!" 
"Sustained. Refrain from calling Mr. Grohl and Mr. Ellefson anything but their names, please." 


Arnold called Taylor to the stand. Dave had to hand it to him. He looked the part of innocent victim of 
misunderstanding. His blond hair was pulled back tightly, he was clean shaven and used big doe-eyes to look 


everywhere but at Dave. His lawyer had coached him well. 


The prosecution asked Taylor how much he paid Greg to start the fire. Taylor feigned confusion. Denied that 
he knew Greg or anything about starting the fire. The prosecution asked Taylor why he didn't tell Dave he 
didn't believe he was really returning to him. Taylor pretended to think that Dave really was coming back. 


"But his note!" David hissed and he pulled it from his breast pocket. Parker snatched it from his hand and 
quickly opened it to read it. 


"Hm." And then he handed it to one of Hilcott's assistants. 
She read it and all but threw it back at Parker. "Won't stand up. Sorry." 
David glared at the woman. 


"Dave and |," Taylor was speaking and looking directly at Dave now, "have been through a lot together. | will 
always love him. But we grew apart, as that often happens with people who've been through a lot together and 
for so long." His eyes drifted to David. 


It was a warning, David knew it. 


"Dave told me he wanted to end our relationship after he'd been spotted with Mr. Ellefson. | now realize they'd 
probably been seeing each other for a long time before he told me. It's okay. It happens. | admit | was hurt. 
Devastated, even. | know we had a rough patch but | thought we were good enough to make it. Dave thought 
differently. | don't wish any ill will on him. | really don't. But for him to drag me up here into all of this. | guess 


he does. Dave, l'm sorry for whatever | did to drive you away. | accept it. Can we please just move on?" 


Dave stared at the blonde, eyes wide and mouth hanging open. He knew Taylor could and would do anything but 


this was low, even for him 


He felt a hand tap his arm and turned to look at David. The brunette was smiling, his phone held out. Frowning, 
Dave took it from him and grabbed his glasses from the desk Putting them on, his heart leaped a little when 
he saw what David had pulled up. 


There was no way they'd have been able to have kept a relationship secret. Megadeth's bassist, kept behind 
the hands of someone who was notoriously homophobic, and himself had been big news, even from the start. 


Even if Taylor hadn't been lying, something would have slipped out. 


On David's phone was Google news, their names typed in to the search bar and the news articles sorted in to 
descending date order. The very first one had a photograph of them in Starbucks all those months ago. 
Nudging Parker, he passed the phone over. Parker smiled. 


‘I'd like to pose a question to Mr Hawkins. Do you have a date when you believe that Mr Grohl and Mr Ellefson 
first got together? Remember that, if you're lying, in a court of law, you can be found guilty of perjury.” 


Taylor's face twitched, a look of shock momentarily flashing across it, and Dave felt himself smile. 
"Well, maybe two, three years. | don't know. All | know is it would have been a long time." 


"Hmmm." Parker tapped the screen of the phone. "Because | have an article here dated in the summer of last 
year which documents the very first meeting between Mr Grohl and Mr Ellefson. It comes from a website 
well known for its celebrity knowledge. If Mr Grohl and Mr Ellefson had been together, the website would have 


known who Mr Ellefson was. Instead, they merely refer to him as "a fan"" 


The judge decided that was the moment to call a break and, with a sigh of relief, David made for outside and 
fresh air. The court room was killing him, not just because he was having to stand up for his boyfriend, but 
because he knew he may be called under scrutiny. He didn't want to go through it again. Didn't want to be 
forced to answer questions on his life. He knew he'd be called psychotic because of his previous relationship. 
Knew all of that would be called in to question. This wasn't a trial to get a victory for the coffee shop. It was 


another way to drive a wedge between Dave and himself. 


Sitting on the steps, he looked at the sun and drew in deep breaths. Dave sat beside him and David laid his 
head on his boyfriend's shoulder, draping an arm around his waist as he did. 


"Thanks," Dave murmured. "Forgot you were a tech wizard." 
Chuckling, David hugged him tighter. "Don't thank me, thank Google. Think they'll do anything with it?" 


"Parker's got your phone at the moment. He's printing off everything he can. Might not prove much but might 
be enough to prove Taylor's lying.” 


Stroking his hand up and down Dave's ribs, David hummed quietly. "You know what?" 


"What?" 


"I know we're here on shitty business but seeing you sitting there in a suit and tie with your glasses on is 
turning me on. Might have to go to the bathroom to rub one out" 


Dave chuckled against him, a hand rubbing through David's hair. "How long have we got?" 
"Another ten minutes." David looked up at him a mock stern look on his face. "Dave, no! Not here." 
"Kiss me then. Right here on the courthouse steps.” 

David gently touched his lips to Dave's. 

"Na ah, proper kiss." 


Grinning, David climbed into his boyfriend's lap, looped his arms around his neck and kissed him hard, tongue 


pushing between his lips. Arms went around him, holding him tight as Dave groaned against his mouth. 


Court adjourned at five. They were no closer to seeing this come to an end. Parker had done the best he could 
to disprove Taylor's claim that Dave had cheated on him with David but he wasn't sure it would do any good in 


getting the man convicted for arson. 


5 


On the way home, David decided to take a detour and pick up some Chinese take out for dinner. He envisioned a 
rice blanket nest and eating right from the containers. They ordered lo mein, peppersteak, garlic chicken, 
eggrolls and fried shrimp. Dave was barely able to keep his nose out of the bag on the drive back to the loft. 
He sat it on the counter and then immediately went to the bedroom to take off his clothes. 


"Hey," David called him back with a smile. He made a motion of putting on pretend glasses. "One more time. For 


me?" 


The younger man smiled and pulled them off the top of his head. He lowered them to his nose and stood with 
his hands in his pockets. David pulled his phone out and snapped a photo. 


"For later." David grinned. 

Dave pouted and frowned, clearly upset. "But you have the real thing.’ 

"Not when you're sleeping." 

"Oh, like you haven't given me a little slap and tickle while I've been asleep." 
"No slap and tickle. Only sweet, baby kisses and pets and an occasional stroke." 


Dave struggled for a moment. Bedroom. David. Sex. But Chinese food. Food, then sex! He grinned triumphantly. 
Yes! 


The older man crossed the large, wide open space and joined him at the bedroom door. Together, they changed 
into shorts. While David threw a t-shirt over his head, his classy boyfriend opted for no shirt. Was he just 
teasing his lover? Hell no, he totally planned on putting out. 


Shelby had to be corralled away from the blanket nest and food containers as David put a movie on. One of his 


favorites. Cast Away. 

"David, this movie is so sad!" 

‘Its not sad. It's uplifting. Makes you feel like anything is possible if you just have hope and perseverance." 
"Its sad." 

"Well then, you can cry on my shoulder." 


Forks speared food, lips gently tugging it away. Neither ate their own food, instead feeding the other. Snuggled 


in to the nest, they watched the movie, occasional sighs filling the air. 

Cuddling Dave close, David smiled. This was what they needed. Needed it to get away from everything which 
was happening. Pushing the containers away, he lay down, the younger man resting his head on David's chest. 
With his free hand, he ran his fingers through Dave's hair, savouring the feeling of silky strands against his 
skin Through everything they'd remained together. Through adversity and criticism. Through people picking 
their relationship apart. Jamie kept a close eye on the celebrity gossip and, because of who they were and the 
strange turn their lives had taken, they'd had numerous headlines dedicated to them. Some were derogatory. 
Many praised them for their stance and for kicking the closet door open. Not that either of them had intended 
it to be that way. It had just happened. They'd been asked to do several campaigns and interviews, all of which 
they were considering. Both regularly wore white knots, especially with their own, upcoming marriage. 

As the end credits rolled, Dave stretched and yawned. "Bed?" 

"There is no way you're that tired. | know for a fact that you fell asleep half way through that." 

Innocent looking eyes looked up at him. "How?!" 

David laughed. "You were snoring." 

"Oh. Still. Bed?" 

“Something you want?" 

Dave grinned. "Always!" 

"And if | don't want it?" 

The younger man pouted, eyes wide and filled with sadness. "You no love me any more?" 

"No, Dave, | don't love you any more." 

The eyes just widened and David leaned down, giving him a kiss. "No, just fucking adore everything about you." 


"Everything? Even my big beer gut?" Dave rolled onto his back and pushed his stomach out. 


The older man giggled and poked it with a finger. "Even that. Why don't you go start without me? | just want 


to clean up a little." 
"Start without you?" 


"Yep. | want to come in there and find you naked and spread out on the bed. | want to find you with one hand 
stroking yourself while the other one is pinching your nipple. Put your feet flat on the bed, knees bent, legs 


spread wide." 

"Will you crawl up between them and give me a good fucking?" 

"Guess you'll have to wait and see. Gol” 

Dave jumped to his feet and scampered into the bedroom, "What if | finish before you get here?" 

"Guess we'll call it round two, then" 

‘| might fall asleep." 

"Never stopped me before!" the older man yelled back. 

"| knew it!" 

David smirked as he took his time cleaning up. His boyfriend was in the bedroom making very loud, very sexy 
noises, teasing him. But David remained quiet. He even left the loft to take Shelby outside for a minute. When 
he returned, Dave was quiet. 

Fell asleep already, huh?" he called. 

No response. 

The older man went to the refrigerator and retrieved a bowl of strawberries, a can of whipped cream and a 
bottle of chocolate sauce. All of which he nearly dropped when he entered the bedroom. There was his lover, 
on the bed, just as he'd instructed And then some. The bit gag was secured in his mouth and the vibrating 
butt plug was firmly in Dave's ass, set on low. The cuffs lay beside him on the bed. 


"Damn," David gasped. 


Stepping out from the bedroom, David leaned against the wall and grinned. All of this was his. Composing 
himself, he walked back in and placed the food beside the bed 


"Looks like we won't be needing that. You look good enough to eat" 

Dark eyes widened, filled with hope. 

"Oh, you want me to eat you? Hmm.. How about | make you work for it?" 
The eyes filled with sadness. 


"What? You think all of this." David gestured to his stretched out boyfriend. "Is enough? Not even close." 


Stripping off his clothes, he dropped them to the floor and returned to the bed. Already his cock was hard, 
almost painfully so. Lying beside Dave, David decided to tease him a little, see how far he could push him. 
Draping an arm over his boyfriend's chest, David's whispered his lips along his jaw, down his throat and to his 
shoulder. Along his arm and to the crook of his elbow, tongue paying special attention to his tattoo's. Beneath 
him, Dave whined and David looked up, grinning as he took in the painful look on the younger man's face. 


"Too much?" he chuckled. 
Dave frowned and David resumed his assault, gently sucking on each of his boyfriend's fingers. He lapped away 
the remnants of dinner and over the roughened pads, working in between his spread fingers and licking the 


sensitive skin between them. Dave shuddered, his muffled whines growing louder. 


While he worked at Dave's hand, David trailed one of his own along the younger man's chest and to his cock. 


His fingers feathered over it, barely touching, teasing him. 


David pressed a kiss to his lover's cheek as the hand drifted to the power knob of the butt plug. He turned it 


up and grinned when it caused Dave to shriek against the bit. 

"That nice, baby?" 

A groan was his response. 

David reached for the whipped cream. He popped the top and shook the can "Where do you want it?" 
Dave wiggled, thrusting his cock toward David. 


"Ah. Okay." And he squirted a long line of cream down the shaft of Dave's gorgeous cock. He then bent and 
licked it up, letting his tongue linger over the slit of Dave's cock. 


When he picked his head up, Dave had the cuffs in his hand. He waited for David to glance at them and then 


raised his hands above his head. 

"Want me to cuff you?" 

A nod. 

"Gladly." David smiled and wrapped one cuff around Dave's wrist, passed the chain through the headboard and 
then attached the other cuff. He let his hands trail down Dave's arms as he kissed his cheek again. "You're so 


beautiful." 


He picked up a large strawberry and held it between his lips, the green leaves sticking out. David softly ran the 
leaves down the middle of Dave's chest, right down to his navel. He hovered above it and bit into the berry, 


letting the juice trickle past his lips, filling the navel. After David put the leaves back in the bowl, he returned 
his attention to Dave's stomach and lapped the sweet, sticky juice up with his tongue. As he licked his lips, he 
glanced up at Dave's face. The younger man's eyes were wide, a grin tickled his lips. David slid up and reached 
behind his lover's head and removed the bit gag. 

"Want a strawberry, baby?" he whispered softly, taking another large berry from the bowl. 

David bit into one side of it and then offered it and his mouth to Dave. They kissed as Dave also bit into the 
berry. Juice ran down his cheek and was immediately caught by a warm tongue. The older man picked up the 


can of whipped cream again. This time he squirted a line of it on his own index finger and offered it to Dave. 


Slowly he licked away the cream, eyes on Dave as he did. His boyfriend gasped and bucked his hips. Carefully 
David pushed him back to the bed. 


"Getting a little over eager there?" 

Eyes stared at him, telling him what he wanted, and David chuckled. 

"Still not getting it that easily.” 

A muffled groan reached his ears. Grinning, he took the whipped cream and squirted it on to Dave's nipples. 
Eyes on his boyfriend, he licked it away, tongue swirling around the small, hard nubs. Dave howled as he gently 
sunk his teeth in to the soft flesh. 

Sitting back on his heels, he smiled. "Suppose l'd better put you out of your misery, huh?" 


He got a frantic nod. 


Turning off the butt plug he carefully removed it and laid it to one side. Squirting lube on to his fingers, he 
finished what the plug had started and knelt between the younger man's legs. 


Leaning forward so that the head of his cock was pressed against Dave's entrance, he murmured, "Ready?" 


Another nod, and a low whine. David pressed himself forward so that just the head was in him. 


After a shower together to wash all the sticky strawberry juice and chocolate off each other, David pulled 
the duvet off the bed and immediately put it in the washer. Dave pulled another blanket from the closet and 
spread it out on the bed 


When his lover climbed in and settled behind him, Dave took his hand and brought it to his lips. "I love you." 


"| love you. Do you know what | was just thinking about?" 

rites 

David pushed his nose into the damp hair on Dave's neck. “You're the only man I've ever taken’ 
"| know" 

"And | never want that to change" 


"Neither do |" 


The following day meant they were back in court again. David was nervous and distracted as he knew it was 
his day to be put on the stand. Parker had coached them both and had gone over the questions they felt the 
defense would ask. 

As he took the stand, his eyes swept the room and finally found his center; Dave. He gave his boyfriend a 
slight grin, knowing he sat over there with his suit and his glasses on just to give David a little semblance of 
calm and serenity. Just tell his story, that's all he had to do and whatever was going to happen was out of his 
control. Just be honest. It was a mantra he repeated in his head as the defense attorney approached him. 
"Good morning, Mr. Ellefson" 

"Good morning.” 

"For the record, can you tell us your relationship with the defendant.” 

"I have no relationship with the defendant. My relationship is with Mr. Grohl, sir." 

"But surely you know the defendant. You've met" 

"Yes, we have." 

"In fact, you hit Mr. Hawkins in a previous meeting, didn't you?" 

"Yes, sir." David inwardly groaned. He could already see the picture that was being painted. 


"And you hit him because?" 


David took a deep breath and glanced at his hands. "Self defense." 


"Yet he had done nothing to threaten to you?" 

He bit the inside of his mouth, desperately trying to hold back everything he wanted to say. He wanted 
everyone gone from their lives. Gone for good. Hell, he'd move to the other side of the Earth if he knew they 
could get away from them. 

"He forced his way in to my hotel room." 


"Hardly calls for that kind of action though, don't you think, Mr Ellefson?" 


David could feel himself blushing furiously, his head still down. He didn't want to look at anyone. Didn't want to 
feel their eyes boring in to him. 


"Do you believe that your outburst is related to what previously happened to you?" 
Frowning, he looked up. "What relevance does that have to what's happening here today?" 

"Because," the lawyer continued, ‘we're trying to ascertain what kind of person you are" 

"No," David growled. "My previous life did not have any relation to what I did. Whatever I've done, I've done to 
protect the person | love. | have never, and will never, be like Dave Mustaine. If you need any proof of that 


then | suggest you start calling the people | work for and with to the stand” 


He could see Parker looking at him, could see his eyes focusing on his own. And he knew what the man was 


thinking. Don't do it. Don't start throwing things around. Don't deviate from the story. 


Chapter 9b 


When the couple got home and changed out of their suits, David was quiet. He threw on an old pair of shorts 
and a ratty t-shirt and smiled weakly when Dave kissed him. 


"Gonna go up to the garden and see how it's doing. | have short ribs for the grill if you're hungry,’ the 
younger man said. 


"I can come up and do them. We can eat up there if you want." 

"Sure, okay." 

Dave had built him that greenhouse and, together, they built rows of long, low boxes that served as their 
garden. The tomato plants were getting tall and David found a lot of fruit on them already. The herbs were 
doing well, along with the peppers, beans and zucchini. He was worried about the eggplant, though. Never had 
any luck with eggplants. They seemed to grow into tough, softball-sized fruits instead of nice, large, long 
eggplants. And Dave insisted on trying pumpkins this year, along with their own apple trees. 

"For pies." He had said with a grin 

"You know what the nice thing is about roof gardening?" David sighed as he sat down in the chair and gave 
Shelby a pat on her wet head. She had already cooled down n her pool. "No deer or other critters coming in 
and eating everything. Although | just picked a bunch of beetles off the tomato plants." 

"Can get some insecticide." Dave murmured as he turned over the rack of ribs. 

"Nah, I'll call Mom. She must have some home remedy. | don't want to spray chemicals on our food, babe." 


"True. Good thinking.” 


David unscrewed the cap on a bottle of water and took a long drink. His eyes swept across the roof, smiling 


with pride over the way they had transformed the space. "So we're getting married up here?" 
Dave smiled without turning away from the grill. "Yep. That okay with you?" 

"Where?" 

"In the middle of the apple trees. And our guests will have to stand among the garden boxes” 
"Sounds good to me." 


"The other end of the roof down there is pretty clear. I'm sure we can fit a few chairs and all that. Then we 


can have a party down in the shop if you'd like." 

"And then we can sail to Hawaii?" 

This time Dave did turn and look at his lover. "Then we can sail to Hawaii.” 

"Perfect." He took another drink as Dave picked up his bottle of beer and chugged from it. 

"Gonna have to install a fridge up here. Maybe in the shed" 

"Could just fill an ice bucket or something and bring them up with you." 

"Could. But that's not as much fun" 

David grinned. 

A comfortable, restful quiet filled the space between them. David watched his boyfriend man the grill. His eyes 
took in the man he'd fall in love with. From his glossy dark brown hair to his skinny, sexy little ankles and 
every part of his body between, David adored him. He quietly mapped out his favorite parts of the younger 
man's body. Hair, shoulders, hips, the back of his knees. And those were just the parts he could pick out from 
looking at his back. 

"| feel you watching me." 


"Eye-fucking you." David said with a gentle laugh. 


"Maybe later you can do with some other part of you besides your eyes." Dave smirked as he set a plate of 
ribs and a baked sweet potato in front of David 


"Maybe. Thank you, it looks really good, baby." 

They ate in relative silence, watching the sky change, clouds bobbing along, and listening to the sounds of the 
city below them. Once they'd finished, David cleared away their plates and made his way back downstairs. 
Whistling the cats, he fetched a beer and a soda from the fridge and made his way back up to the roof, Boris 
and Maks bouncing along behind him. 

As they reached the door, the cats sped past him and in to the fresh air. They instantly made for the pool, 
taking long drinks before going and exploring the garden. Handing Dave the beer, he straddled his boyfriend's lap, 
one arm draping around his neck as they took in the setting sun. 


"So pretty," he murmured. "Even with the crap the city puts in to the air." 


The cold bottle slid down one of his arms, making him shiver, and lips buried themselves in his hair. Kisses 


were pressed to the side of his face, and David smiled. his fingers tickled through Dave's hair, his boyfriend 
softly purring. Taking a drink of the soda, he put the can down and turned to face Dave. Cupping his face, he 
tilted dark eyes up to look at his own, savouring the emotions he saw swimming through them. So much love 
lay in their depths, love which was for him, for them, for everything they did. They may still have been 
struggling with the demons of their past, but they had one another to get through it. 


Stroking his thumbs over Dave's cheeks, he leaned closer and brushed his mouth against his boyfriend's parted 
lips. A soft hiss breezed past his lips, the bottle of beer resting in the small of his back as Dave clung to him. 
David sighed as the kiss deepened, lips crushed together, tongues touching. Through his jeans, he could feel 
Dave hardening, his hips shifting to meet David's. Almost unconsciously, he slid from Dave's lap and to his 
knees. Holding the hair from his eyes, David smiled up at the younger man, before bowing his head, his fingers 


working at Dave's jeans. 
Fingers wandered through his hair, tilting his head back. Concerned eyes looked down at him. "You okay?" 
Smiling, he nodded. "Perfectly. Now sit back, shut up, and enjoy.” 


Slipping his hand into Dave's jeans, he pulled out his hard cock and gave him a bashful smile. Lowering his head, 
David sighed as he wrapped his lips around his boyfriend's cock 


Ah, Saturday. No court. No suits. No stress. David slid from the bed with a smile on his lips. He tended to his 
baking while Shelby went outside and made her rounds. David had to admit, he was skeptical about having the 
dog around at first. Not to say he wasn't a dog person He was just leery of how she was going to fit in. But 
she fit in rather well. She loved and adored Dave, following him everywhere. And he liked taking her 
everywhere. When the car door opened, Shelby took her rightful spot in the passenger seat. She was useful 
also, around the house, giving David peace of mind. If anybody came around that shouldn't, Shelby knew and 
alerted her Daddies. And she was very accepting of the people that were supposed to be there, like Jesse. 


Jessie returned an estimate to Dave, even though it was a wasted effort. Dave was putting the studio on not 


matter what the cost. And the only man Dave would trust the job with was Jesse. 


So when the doorbell of the garage buzzed in the kitchen, David knew it was him. He hit the button for the 


bay door to rise and greeted Jesse with a mug. 

‘Morning, David. How you be?" Jesse smiled as he accepted the mug. "Thanks." 
"Good. How are you? So we starting this insanity or is this a social visit?" 
"Ready to get going whenever Dave is. Where is he?" 

"Still asleep." 


"Lazy bum." 


"Let me go get him. You can go grab something to eat if you want. | made corn muffins and raspberry cream 


muffins yesterday. They're wrapped up on the bar if you like." 


Upstairs, David found his boyfriend sprawled out on his stomach, the sheets bunched up around his feet. He 
tickled his fingers up and down Dave's spine while pressing light kisses to his cheek 


"Wake up, lazy bones. Jesse's here, ready to get started 

"Ergh. Saturday." Was all he got from the chocolate headed beauty. 

| know. Don't you want your studio? Sooner you start, sooner its done." 

"He can start without me." 

"Can't. You have to go help." 

"Coffee?" 

"Right here. Get up." 

“All right!" He growled. 

Later, David wandered out to ask the boys if they were hungry for lunch and he had to stop short and gasp 
at what he saw. His lover in a pair of dirty, old, black jeans with a toolbelt hanging around his hips and nothing 
else. His shirt had been discarded and his naked torso glistened with sweat, the hot summer sun beating off of 
his reddened skin. His long brown hair had started out tied back in an elastic but stray, stringy, wet strands 
hung around his sun-kissed face. 


"Hey, babe? You guys hungry? Can take a break and go up to the roof for a barbeque and a couple beers." 


Dave stood up straight and ran his drenched arm across his forehead. The other hand holding a nail gun at his 
side. David swallowed. 


Taking a deep breath, David turned and walked back into the shop. 


Fuck. That was hot! How he'd managed to hold himself back he didn't know. He wanted to take Dave there and 
then in the middle of the building site. Wanted to feel his sweaty, dirty skin against his own Wanted to feel 


those work roughened fingers raking over his flesh and through his hair. 


Trying to compose himself, he went up on to the roof and started the grill, Shelby bouncing excitedly around 
him. When Dave appeared, Jesse trailing behind, she went nuts, jumping up to place her paws on his shoulders. 


He laughed and gave her a head scratch before pushing her down 


Grinning, he snuck up behind David, kissing the back of his boyfriend's neck and David all but jumped in his 


arms. The way the older man was wound amused him. Sure, he'd seen David eye fucking him in the garage. 
Trailing a hand down David's chest, he whispered, "Alright there?" 


"Fine. Just fine." David grumbled as he set a half dozen burgers on the hot grill. He also took three ears of 
corn and wrapped them in foil with salt and butter and put those on the grill 


"Don't think | don't know what on your mind right now. Thinking the same thing" The younger man hissed in his 


ear and slowly withdrew. "Jesse, beer?" 


"Gonna pass, Dave, but thanks. Gotta get some work done this afternoon and then | gotta take the wife and kids 


out later." 

Dave said, "Suit yourself." and then set a bottle of water in front of him. 

The three men sat around the small round table and tucked into lunch. Dave's knee nudged David's and when 
the younger man looked at him, Dave winked at him, letting his tongue slowly drag along his bottom lip to catch 
a glob of butter. David's eyes widened for a second before he shook his head. 

The carpenters went back to work while David cleaned up and returned downstairs to check on Jamie and 
Simon. As soon as he entered the shop from the hallway, the front door opened and Crazy Hair walked in with 
Zoey, one of the women David during the holidays. 


"Hey, Zoey! Long time, no see. How are you?" He smiled at her, hoping he disguised his concern over Crazy Hair. 


"David!" She smiled and gave him a hug. "Have you ever met Chad? Chad, this is David. He and his partner own 
this fantastic place and David, himself, does all the baking.” 


David laughed nervously as he shook Chad's hand. "Not ALL the baking. Simon has become something of a baker 
himself. Good to meet you, Chad. Why don't you guys go have a seat? What can | get you? We started making 
muffins. Today's is red velvet with a cream cheese frosting.’ 

"Ohh!" Zoey grinned. "| would love one of those and a hot coffee." 

"Same, please." Chad softly said. 


"Coming right up." David smiled as he touched Zoey's shoulder. 


As David was behind the bar, pouring two mugs of coffee, Jamie leaned into him. "Let me go kick him out." She 
hissed. 


"Nol" 
‘Let me go tell him we have him video" 

"No!" David whispered harsher now. 

"What are you gonna do?" 

"| don't know. Nothing right now” 

"Gonna wait for him to walk out with the Steinway?" 
"Shut up!" 


He sat down with Zoey and Chad and sipped at his own mug while Zoey chattered about finding a new job and 


saving for an apartment. 

"That's great! And Ally, how is she doing?" 

Zoey smiled sadly and fiddled with her fork. "Ally went home." 

"Went home?" 

"She's originally from Seattle. Her parents offered to let her come home and help her find a job out there. A 
family friend runs a temp agency. | can't blame her. It was really tough getting through these past few 
months. | think the last winter really pushed her to the edge of sanity. She asked me to go with." Zoey 
brightened a little. "I might still. If she will allow me." 

"Zoey, you should. | don't.why..why wouldn't you?" 

"My Mom. She's sick. Alzheimer's." 

"Damn, Zoey. I'm so sorry to hear that" 

"Thanks." She gave a weak smile. "So my friend, Chad, here is a musician also." 

"Oh, you are? That's great! What do you play?" 


"Jazz trumpet" 


"Nicel You'll have to come down when we have a jam night. They're a lot of fun, we get people up and singing 


and playing just about everything!" 


"Ain't got one right now. Had to hock it" He said as he lowered his chin 
"Chad's, uh, well. He's had a rough go." 
"I'm sorry.” David suddenly felt a little pang of guilt over catching the guy. 


And the pang turned into full blown heartbreak when Chad looked up with a tear rolling down his cheek. "I lost 


my. lost..Tom:" 

Zoey put her hand on Chad's forearm and squeezed tenderly. 

"Tom was a musician also. A drummer." Zoey explained. 

"Oh. Oh, Chad. l'm so sorry." 

"Everything was in his name. | never thought... | lost everything. But | only want him back." 


Later, in the peaceful stillness of the night, David rolled and pulled his boyfriend against him. "| love you so 


much. Please never, ever leave me. Ever." 


A hand reached back and stroked his hair. "I'm not going anywhere. Not now, not ever." 


Chapter T1 


The conversation with Chad had him thinking about Dave and himself. Things needed to be set right because 
they never knew when something would happen. Hell, either of them could have died in the previous months, 
especially with their run ins with Taylor and Mustaine. 

Sitting in the coffee shop, he scanned the internet, looking at what they needed to do. Paperwork, paperwork, 
and more paperwork. It would definitely get easier once they were married. He hoped that they could last that 
long. Hoped that nothing would happen between now and then. 

He jumped when two hands wound around his neck and a kiss was pressed to the side of his head. 

Leaning back, he grinned up at Dave. "Shit, you've got to quit sneaking up on me like that" 

He got a sunny smile in return. "And who else is it going to be at this time on a Sunday morning?" 


"Criminals." 


Dave chuckled and wandered off, returning a moment later with two mugs of fresh coffee. He was still dressed 


in pajamas, bare feet walking over the wood floor. "So, it's Sunday." 

David peered over the top of the laptop as he took a sip of coffee. "And?" 

Dave stared wistfully out of the window. “Well, the sun's out. And autumn will be here soon’ 
"Are you getting at what | think you're getting at?" 

Dave's face lit up with a huge grin, eyes sparkling and hands drumming on the table. 

"Where do you want to go?" 


"Well" Dave's eyes returned to the window. "Thought we could go out to the William O'Brien State Park. Get 


some fresh air. Maybe dip our toes in the water." 


Shutting down the laptop, David closed the lid and leaned across the table. Giving Dave a kiss, he walked to the 
kitchen. "You get dressed and I'll get some food ready." 


"We can pick some up on the way." 


Leaning against the kitchen door, David grinned. "And maybe | want to share a picnic with my baby. Now go get 
dressed" 


While Dave dressed, David packed enough food to fit in to the back of the three-wheeler. A flask of coffee, 
bottles of water, cakes, cookies, sandwiches, potato chips, and all manner of fruit. He even tossed in a can of 
whipped cream, just in case. Dropping in napkins and wet wipes, he closed the lid and flipped the lock shut. When 
the door between the garage and the shop opened, David felt his jaw drop. 


Dave was dressed from head to foot in his usual black Jeans clung to his legs, tshirt only just skimming the 
waistband. Sunglasses were pushed up on to his nose, the bike's keys dangling from one hand. 


"Damn. How did | get so fucking lucky? You are so gorgeous!" 
"I am a hottie, ain't 1?" Dave grinned as he wound an arm around David and pulled him against his body. "Not 
quite as hot as you, though." And then kissed him. He opened the compartment and stuffed the backpack he 


had over his shoulder in it. 


David had thoughts about scratching the bike ride and just taking the younger man back upstairs and ravaging 
him. Instead, with regret, he picked up his helmet and slid into the back seat of the bike. 


They drove northeast to the park, enjoying the warmth and sun. At a redlight off the highway, David unlooped 

his arms from his boyfriend's waist and leaned back. He placed his hands on each fender and tilted his head to 

the sky. 

‘This is my life, he thought with a smile on his lips. ‘This is living. And | never, ever want to stop: 

The older man gazed at the broad shoulders in front of him, muscles flexing and straining the tight material of 
his shirt. David leaned into Dave's back and stretched his hands along the man's arms, delighting in the taut, 


hardened muscles and hot, damp skin. 


When the light turned green and the bike began to move, his hands found Dave's stomach, arms tightening 


around him. Once they arrived at the park, Dave drove until he found a quiet spot under a tree to park 
"Hungry, babe?" David asked as he took his helmet off. 

"Not yet. Thirsty, though. Thought we could take a walk to the lake and go swimming. 

"In our jeans?" 

"Nope. Out of our jeans." Dave winked. "Put a pair of trunks in the bag for you. And a couple towels.” 
"Too bad we won't be alone" Memories of the corn field came back to David 


"Never know." 


With the pack strapped to his back, Dave took his lover's hand and they set out down the trail toward the lake. 


The weather was glorious, the sky was blue and the sun was beating down on to the water. People milled 
around, enjoying picnics, the water and each other. Bathrooms were located near to the lake and, with a wicked 


grin, he dragged David in to one of the small cubicles. 
"Shit! Lock doesn't work" 


David gave him one of his looks, one which pretty much meant "| don't like where this is going but I'll come 
along for the ride". 


"Can you lean against the door?" he asked. 


David's face twisted, obviously trying to hide the laughter. "Oh, now you're suddenly worried about being naked 


in public." 
"Well, yeah! There are kids around. They shouldn't be seeing any of this yet." 


Chuckling, the older man leaned against the door, keeping it closed as Dave stripped off. His eyes rode over the 
tall, firm body, and he really was regretting his decision to come out. But it was nice weather and they 
deserved time away from the city. 


As Dave pulled his shorts on, David cocked his head and raised an eyebrow. "Sure kids should be seeing you in 


those as well?" 


They were bright. As in tropical bright and decorated with scenes from a paradise island. And, at David's 
comment, Dave blushed. "What's wrong with them?" 


"Other than them being a crime against fashion?" 
"PFPH Fashion smashion. Like | give a shit what you people think. Your turn" 


Swapping places, David quickly shed his clothes, sighing happily as the warm air brushed over his skin. He 
couldn't wait to get down to the water and feel that. Feel the coolness washing away the dirt and grime of the 


city. 


Stashing the bag in a locker, David found himself being dragged towards the lake. He'd wanted to wander on 
down, put his toes in, maybe sit in for a while. But no, not with the forty year old child around. The second 
they were free, he was pulling on David's hand, a huge grin on his face. Digging his heels in, David tried to slow 


down. 


"Come on!" 


"Dave, the water's like ten yards away. Calm down" 
"Nol" 


Glancing around himself, he noticed people were looking. Did they know who they were? Or was it because he 


had a tall, dark haired man who was causing a scene with him. A flicker of mischief ran through him. 

"Don't make me get your reins out, Dave!" 

That worked! Dave stopped and looked at him for a moment as though trying to work out whether he was 
joking or not. And then it was though he'd decided that, even if David weren't joking, he was going to make the 
most of it before he was tied to the nearest bench. The dragging and the yelling lasted all the way to the edge 
of the water and well out in to the lake. David gasped as the cold water made contact with his hot skin As the 
sensation wore off, he closed his eyes and smiled. 

"Fuck, that feels good." 

"Yeah, really good." 

Opening an eye, he looked at Dave. "Stay away from me, Grohl. I'm enjoying this." 


Big, innocent eyes looked at him. "What? You think l'm gonna do something.’ 


“Abso-fuckin'-lutely. We're in a lake, surrounded by other people, all of them possibly armed with cameras. l'm 


waiting for you to pull some prank" 


The eyes changed to sad puppy dog ones and David felt himself melting. Moving a little closer, he gave his 
boyfriend the barest of kisses. "Or you might not be planning something.’ 


I'm always planning something. Just not always what you might think." 


"That's true. You do manage to surprise me pretty often" David found his boyfriend's hand under the water 
and grasped it. 


And that's when Dave lifted his other hand and plopped it onto David's head, pushing him down under the 


water. The older man spluttered and cursed quietly as he reappeared above the water. 
"You better swim, fucker." 
Dave grinned and then turned and began to swim away. David caught an ankle and yanked. They wrestled and 


played in the water until David pulled Dave against his chest and the younger man wrapped his legs around 
David's waist. 


"Stop," he panted. "Can't. Not here." 


When Dave untangled himself, the shorter man slowly made his way back to the beach. Dave, unfortunately, 
had to wait a moment. These kids and families did not need to see what was going on in his shorts. After a 
minute or two, Dave waded out of the water, ignoring the all the eyes on him and laid face down on his Towel 


next to David 
"What happened, baby?" David teased from behind his sunglasses. 
"You happened. You always happen to me," Dave grumbled 
"Taking that as a compliment 

"You should" 


A peaceful silence fell between them, each man enjoying the warm sun and happy sounds around them. David 
sat on his butt with his legs bent at the knees, his hands stretched out behind him, bracing him up. He looked 
around and noticed a man around their age down the beach a little, giving him a look of open disgust. David 
immediately turned away, not wanting to bear this man's scrutiny. But, in looking away, from the man, he was 
forced to take in the image beside him. Beautiful long legs ending in ugly, wet shorts and then a smooth, 
tanned, expansive back. So strong was this body beside him. So strong was the soul living in that body. And 
slowly, David turned back to the stranger, a smiled spread on his lips. He was telling this stranger that, in no 
uncertain terms, did his ignorance affect David. 


Reaching out a hand, he stroked it along Dave's back, listening as the younger man purred, body stretching 
beneath the fingers. Turning back to the sun, David lay down and smiled at the man beside him. Love; it was all 
they needed in the world. He didn't care about the coffee shop. Didn't care about the money, or the fame. 
Didn't care about everything they had. None of it mattered as long as Dave was beside him. Was this the man 
he'd spent his entire life looking for? He certainly believed it was. 


With David lying beside him, he shuffled closer and stole a kiss, smiling as David gave him another look. 

"Not here," the older man hissed. 

"Why not? We're legal now." Dave felt a little hurt by his lover's reaction, the sting working in to his heart. 

"| know. But" David sighed and looked over his shoulder before he looked back. He reached out a hand and 
stroked Dave's face, thumb sweeping over his cheek "There are people here who don't like us. | don't want 
them getting in our face. And I'd rather people didn't argue in front of their kids. They're the next generation, 


and | don't want ‘em growing up with hate in their hearts." 


"Maybe the hate's already there, David. Maybe their parents are that way inclined and it's already beaten in to 


their heads?" 
"And maybe we can help by changing those views?" A smile flickered over David's face and Dave felt his heart 
warm a little. "I know you like being the obnoxious gay couple and | can't blame you. Hell, | love flaunting you 


everywhere we go. And, when we get back to the city, we'll be that again. Let's play happy families now." 


The dark haired man felt himself raise an eyebrow. "You telling me you want kids. ‘cause | hate to break it to 


you, Ellefson, you can keep trying but this body won't get pregnant.” 

That was all that was needed to break the ice and David laughed, hazel eyes sparkling. "No, don't want kids. I'm 
sure we'll wind up babysitting Jamie's brood so need to keep our house clear for that one. No, just” The older 
man shuffled closer, nose pressed against Dave's. "Just want be close to you for a bit, look in to your eyes 
and fall in love all over again" 

Dave pouted. "You no love me any more?" 

"Only less than | will tomorrow." 

In the quiet moment that followed, Dave's stomach decided to start noisily demanding to be fed. David laughed 
as Dave rubbed it and told it to pipe down. The older man sat up and pulled the basket of food toward him. He 
dug around for a moment before pulling out wrapped sandwiches and a bag of cookies. 

"What's this one?" Dave held up a sandwich wrapped in foil. 

"That's a grilled mozzarella with tomato and basil." 

"And this one?" 

"Ham and swiss with spicy mustard” 

"Which one do you want?" 

"Whichever you don't. I'm fine with either. | know you like the spicy mustard” 

"And you like the basil" Dave handed David the grilled mozzarella. 

As they tucked into lunch, David pulled out a bottle of water and placed it beside Dave. 

"Dave." the older man began tentatively. "There's something | need to talk to you about." 


"I knew it!" Dave nearly shouted. "You're breaking up with me!" 


"Dave!" David tried not to laugh. "I'm serious. | met Crazy Hair yesterday." 


"Crazy Hair? The guy that's been stealing?" 

"Yeah." 

"Did you do anything? Say anything?" 

| was going to. Eventually, | guess." 

"Well, what happened?" Dave asked. 

"Zoey and Ally broke up. Ally went back to Seattle," David replied. 

"Oh, that sucks. Who are Zoey and Ally, again?" 

"The women we met when they came to dinner over the holidays." 

"Oh, yeah! Yes. Right. Sorry. But what does that have to do with Crazy Hair?" 

"Chad." 

"Who?" Dave frowned. 

"Crazy Hair's name is Chad,” David said. "He's a musician, also. Trumpet player. Dave, he, um, he had a partner 
named Tom. Tom was killed and all of the couple's assets were in his name. That's why Chad is at the shelter. 
That's why he was taking from us. | know it doesn't make it right but - " 

"But you want to help so that he doesn't keep stealing and Jamie takes things into her own hands." 
"Essentially, yes. And | want to talk to you about our assets." 

"Everything is in both our names, baby. We'll be fine. Besides, nothing's gonna happen to us." 

"Easy for you to say." 

"David, are you.. are you worried about money?" 

David turned and looked out over the lake, the kids screaming and laughing and playing, the sailboats and paddle 
boats beyond. He took a deep breath. "Not worried. | don't know. What if something happens? Not to me 


because you're set. You always will be." 


"But to me? What if something happens to me? What will become of you?" 


David didn’t reply. He didn't want Dave's money. He really didn't. He just didn't know if he could make it without 


him. 


"David, what's mine is yours. Anything you want or need, it's yours. | promise. Do you want it in writing? We 


can talk to Parker tomorrow." 

"LI don't know. Forget it. im sorry | brought it up." 

Dave took his hand. "Dorit be. | get it. | know" 

"| dont want." David trailed off 

Dave brought his hand to his lips. "Shh. Don't. We'll help the guy and then we'll tak about our future, okay?" 
"Okay. Thank you" 


They ate in relative silence, just watching as the world went by. People came and went, most of them not even 


giving them a second glance. Once they were finished, David tapped his lover's arm. 
"Fancy a walk? | want out of the sun for a while.” 
"Whatever you want to do. I'm happy." He got a happy smile in response. 


With everything packed away, they pulled their clothes over their slightly damping shorts and made for the 
trees. At the tree line, fingers tickled his own and, with a smile, he took Dave's hand. 


The sun burst through the trees, turning everything a shade of emerald. A light breeze tickled the leaves, the 
sound relaxing. Joining a few other people on the trails, they walked, following the dirt tracks, passing boards 
which told them about local species, and where they were. A group of kids raced past, all shouting and 
laughing, enjoying the sun. 

Smiling, David ran his thumb over the back of Dave's hand before giving it a squeeze. "Man, | miss those days." 
"Being young?" 

"Yeah." 

"Well, it's what in your heart that counts, babe. If you don't feel your age then it doesn't matter.” 


"True. Still miss being carefree." 


"Then be carefree." 


He grinned up at Dave. "You mean like you?" 


His boyfriend just shrugged and smiled. "I care. You know that. But only about the important stuff. | don't 


sweat anything else." 


A small trail forked off from the main one and, with a gentle tug of Dave's hand, they walked down it. The 
voices of other people faded away until they were left perfectly alone. 


"And we're coming this way because?" Dave asked. 

David gave him his warmest smile. "Because | wanted some peace and quiet." 

Fair enough." 

The trail narrowed even more and Dave nudged David to walk in front of him. 

"You just want to check out my ass," the older man giggled. 

"You know it 

They followed the trail as it snaked through the woods until they saw a sign that said, "Ice Caves 05 mile." 
"Ice caves? Cool!" And David's pace picked up a bit. 

Dave inwardly groaned as he watched his lover's ass in those jeans. He couldn't lie, the thought of taking David 
in the middle of the woods was exciting him. But he obediently followed. Even pulling his phone from his pocket 


and snapping a photo of that sweet ass. 


The trail turned into a switchback up the side of a large, steep hill and both men were puffing and breathing 
heavy as they reached the top. 


"Wow!" David breathed as he looked down the other side of the hill. He extended his hand toward Dave and 
pulled him up the last two steps. 


Dave also gasped at the sight on the other side of the hill. Rocks, giant boulders and rock formations creating 
crevices and caves. The trail became a rock staircase delving deep into the caves. A rustic, tree branch railing 


framed the staircase. The men could already feel the chilly air wafting up from the caves. 
David smiled wide as he began the descent. The first crevice they passed through was no wider than Dave's 
shoulders. At certain parts, he had to turn slightly sideways to pass through. And the rock that was around 


them and over and under them was wet and cold to the touch. 


"This is so fucking cooll" David whispered loudly. 


Dave smiled as he realized this is what drew out the child in David. They spent several minutes exploring the 
caves until the younger man found a dark dead-end cave and tugged his lover back into the darkness. He leaned 
against the rock wall and pulled David into his arms. 

"| love you," he murmured just before he kissed David. 

The kiss was slow and deep and sweet. David let his lips part and received his lover's tongue as he wound his 
arms around the taller man's neck. His fingers tickled through the chocolate locks finding the warm, damp skin 


of Dave's neck and softly stroking it. 


Dave broke the kiss with a purr, moving his lips up David's jaw to his ear and pulling the lobe between his lips 
and giving it a suckle. 


"Dave." The shorter man tilted his head back and sighed. 
"Do you love me?" Dave whispered in his ear. 
"So much. So fucking much." 


Dave's hands found the hem of David's t-shirt and slipped underneath it. Calloused fingertips raked lightly 


across the small of his back. 


Neither man was in any particular hurry to take the next step. They both seemed perfectly content with 
kissing and touching, listening to the other's soft moans and purrs. 


"What did | do to deserve a man like you?" David murmured as he glided his hands up and down Dave's upper 


arms. 


"Walked into a coffee shop and, with just your smile, made me feel like a million bucks," was the younger man's 


reply and it turned David into a melted puddle. 


"You're so fucking perfect. Come here." The older man pulled Dave into another long, slow kiss. He pressed his 


body into Dave's and gave him a quick, light rub. "Want you." He sighed when he pulled back 


"Want you, too. But I'm gonna be cruel and make you wait," Dave whispered with a soft laugh. His warm breath 


against David's now cooled skin made him shiver. 
"Please?" 
"Nope. Come on, let's start back. When we get home, you can punish me." Dave grinned and gave his boyfriend 


one last quick kiss before sliding out from between the rock and his boyfriend. He clasped David's hand and 
pulled him along. 


The trail seemed to go on forever, the trees looming high around them. Along the way, they stole kisses, David 
keeping an eye out for anywhere to stop. But they were surrounded by others and, as much as he liked the 
idea of kinky outdoor sex, no one else needed to witness their shenanigans. 

Pulling Dave off the trail and into the trees, he grinned as the shadows surrounded them. Pressing the 
younger man up against the trunk of a tree, David let his hand tentatively trail through his dark hair. His 


mouth followed a moment later, giving his lover the barest of kisses before pulling away. Dave looked at him 
with dazed eyes, a smile twisting his lips. 


"Still wanna wait?" 

Dave nodded. "Yep." 

Stroking his fingers over Dave's cheeks, the older man gave him another kiss, this one deeper, his tongue 
playing over plump lips. His free hand tickled over Dave's hip and to his crotch. With a hiss, he squeezed his 
boyfriend's cock, grinning as he groaned against his mouth. 

"Now?" Dave whined. 


"No, gonna make you wait." 


And with that, he was gone, back on the trail and heading for where they were parked. 


Chapter 98 


The ride home was long and almost painful. David's fingers wandered everywhere but where they were 
supposed to be. Pulling up at lights was killer with long, bass strengthened fingers closing around his groin and 
squeezing. 

"Will you behave?" Dave hissed over his shoulder. 

David just grinned, a wicked look in his eyes. 

As the garage door shut behind them, he grabbed the smaller man and pushed him against the white washed 
wall. Already David's eyes were glazed, lips parted as he panted softly, body melting in to his own for a heated 
kiss. The roaming hands returned, whispering under clothes and along hot, sticky skin. A leg wrapped around his 
own, foot in the back of his leg as he was pulled to lean against the smaller man. 

David groaned, head thrown back against the wall. Dave took in the sight before him, David's long neck 
stretched and exposed. He trailed his tongue from the collar of David's shirt and up behind his ear, hands 
holding the older man as he shuddered. 

"Fuck, you're hot” 

"I know," was the hissed reply. "Now take my fuckin' clothes off." 

Dave had his shirt up and over his head when The door to the hallway opened. 


| thought | heard you guys - Oh." Jamie initially blushed and stammered over catching them. 


Dave and David froze. Dave's hands, one still holding the shirt, on David's shoulders. The other man's hands 
were softly cupping his lover's face. They turned and looked at her. 


"Way to cockblock, Jamie," Dave grumbled and took a step away from David. 
"Look, you two go at it like twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week. You were bound to get caught sooner 
or later. Or perhaps if you'd gone upstairs, to your bedroom, like normal horny people, this would not happen. 


But it has and it's an image I'll never be able to get rid of" 


Like you want to get rid of it. You love it. Bet you'd still stand there, watching, if we just ignored you and 


went at it again." Dave smirked. 
"Enough! David, Crazy Hair is back. Just thought you should know." 


"Oh! Come on, | want you to meet him!" David yanked his shirt from Dave's hand and pulled it on again. "And 


you guys, Jamie, he has a name, okay?" 

"But he stole from youl" Jamie said angrily. 

"He still has a name." The older man wrapped an arm around her shoulders. "Not everybody who does a bad 
thing is a bad person. He lost his mate, he's in despair. He still deserves the respect of using his given name, 


don't you think?" 


Dave watched his lover and listened to his words and his heart exploded. This was a great man and he chose 


Dave to receive his love. 
Jamie sighed and grumbled, "Way to make me feel guilty, jerk" 
David laughed softly and kissed her head. 


Chad was indeed in the shop, sitting at a table, head down and drinking coffee. He appeared to be reading 
something but, on approaching the table, they found that he was just staring at the whorls in the wood. 


Smiling, David slid across from him and rested an arm on the table. "How you doing?" 


The man with the rainbow coloured hair looked up at him, shock fleeting across his face before he recognised 


David and smiled sadly. 
"Okay. l'm doing okay. | think." 


"Good" David gestured to to Dave. "You haven't met the other half yet. Chad, this is Dave. Dave, this is Chad. 
He's the crazy guy who bankrolls all of this. Which is kind of what | want to talk to you about.” 


He watched Chad's face turn white and knew, at that moment, that there was no going back. When the man 
went to run, David reached out and grabbed his wrist, pulling him back. 


"I know what you did-" 
"| didn't do anything!" Chad protested. 
"You did and, unfortunately | have the proof. This is our home, Chad. Not just Dave and I's but everyone who 


walks through those doors. Jamie, Bill, Simon, Roger. Everyone. They all have a home here. And because we're a 


family, we help one another out. We want to help you." 
Chad stared at them with bugged out eyes. "What?!" 


"We want to help," David softly replied. 


Sure, he felt violated that someone was coming in to his home and stealing from him. But, at the same time, 
he had a duty of care toward the people who walked in. A hand came to rest in the small of his back and he 


knew that Dave was holding his tongue, letting him deal with the situation in his own way. 


Closing his eyes, David took a deep breath before reopening them. "| need someone to come and do the cleaning. 


Its not a great job but we promise to pay you will. Morning and evening. Weekends if you want them." 
"You're joking, right?" Chad looked between them both. "You're gonna give the guy who stole from you a job?" 


| got a second chance at life," David said. "A huge second chance. And it's only right that | pay that kindness 
along. Beneath these." He tugged at his clothes. "I'm a freaking mess. Not just mentally, but physically as well. 
My last partner, he did it and then kicked me out. | didn't think anyone else would want me. But they did. And 


we want you. If its going to help you're welcome to come and work here." 


The man's eyes were wide. "l'm not sure.. Not sure what to say." 


"Go and think on it," David said with a smile. 


As night fell, David sat in the shower, head back against the wall. Dave was.. Well, Dave was around 
somewhere. He'd last seen the younger man in the garage, taking out some pent up energy on the drums. He'd 


come back when he was hungry. Or horny. Or both. 


So many things raced through his mind. So many questions and frustrations. So many broken ideas. So many 
damaged people. And they were all coming to his door in some shape or form. All wanting his attention and help. 
And he wondered how longer Dave's patience would wear for. David felt like he'd crossed a line with Chad. Sure, 
they should have called the police. Had him arrested. But the guy was bereaved and homeless, no doubt 


reaching out in the only way he could. 


Memories flooded through him. Memories of the past. Of Megadeth. Of Mustaine. He could see the hotel room, 
his young, lithe body slammed against the wall. His blood speckled the white paint, his voice barely a whisper as 
he cried out to Dave to stop. But he hadn't stopped. Hadn't stopped cutting him open. Teeth had snarled at his 


ear, Mustaine hissing that no one else would want him once he was finished. 

Choking, David crawled from the shower and reached behind the toilet, his fingers wrapping around the cool 
metal. He'd told himself he wouldn't do it any more. Would kill the cycle forever. He had someone looking after 
him now. Someone who loved him dearly. 


Or did Dave just love him for the sex? Was that all he was again? Another plaything? 


Crawling back in to the shower, he stared at the scalpel lying in the palm of his hand. Despite telling himself 
he'd stop, he'd kept the small knife. Just in case. There was only one way to stop the pain; bleed it out. 


David glanced at his watch, sitting beside the shower, and then at the back of his left wrist. The first nick 
hurt, stinging through him, and he let out a low hiss. But it was a good pain, a release from that in his head. 
The second drew blood, a spot welling up before dropping in to the water around him. The third and forth did 
the same, cuts which were barely grazes and which barely bled. But the pain was enough to help appease what 
was inside him. He added a fifth and sixth, tiny spots of blood forming and washing away. Dropping the scalpel 
to the floor of the shower, he closed his eyes, thumb rubbing back and forth over the tiny cuts. They hurt, 
ached, and it felt good. Felt blissful, chasing away the ghosts in his mind. 


"David?" Knuckles rattled the door. 

"Yeah?" His voice was low, croaky. 

"Okay in there?" 

"Yeah." 

"Cool. See you in a mo." 

Turning off the water, he dried himself off and hid the scalpel back behind the toilet. Wrapping a towel around 


his waist, he locked the watch, the one gifted to him by Dave, back around his left wrist and made for the 


living area. 


Monday held closing arguments. Dave and David sat side by side behind the prosecutor again, holding hands. 
Dave stroked his thumb over David's wrist and watch and the older man, as casual as possible, pulled away. 
The brunette gave him a questioning glance so David smiled softly and laid his hand on his boyfriend's thigh. 
After lunch, the jury was sequestered away for deliberation Dave and David were about to leave with Parker 
when one of Taylor's lawyers approached Hilcott and whispered in his ear. Hilcott shot a glance in Dave's 
direction. 

"All | can do is ask," said he. 


The couple looked at each other. Parker immediately got to his feet and leaned into Hilcott. 


"Dave," Parker began quietly. "Taylor wants to see you. Only you. Can give you a room with a guard outside of 


it for five minutes, Hilcott said. Your call" 
Dave peered into his boyfriend's eyes. "What should | do?" he whispered. 


"Whatever you want to do. If you need to see him, do it. It's fine." 


"Are you positive?" 


David forced a smile and nodded. Dave smiled in return and, with a tender hand on the back of David's head, he 
pulled the man closer and kissed his forehead. He then stood and nodded at Hilcott. 


David held his breath as he watched the two men plus a bailiff, plus Parker and another of Taylor's lawyers 


leave the courtroom. Just before they were out the door, however, Taylor turned and winked at David. 


Hilcott all but ignored him. With nobody there to distract him, David pushed his watchband away from his 
wrist and began dragging his thumbnail against the tiny cuts in his skin. He tried to keep the demon thoughts 
at bay. Tried not be give in to the idea that Dave was going to go back to Taylor. Taylor was going to be 
acquitted and Dave would return again to California to be with him. That's what they were talking about now. 
That's why Taylor wanted to see him. Because of what David did, Taylor would be set free and Dave would 


leave him. The thumbnail pushed deeper into the sliver. 


Before he realized it, he'd worked one of the cuts open and a tiny bit of blood had worked its way under his 
nail. When he felt the warm blood against his skin, he gasped and raised the thumb to his mouth. 


Several minutes later, the party returned and took their seats. Dave looked pale, shocked almost. He sat down 
and immediately took David's hand. The older man prayed there was no trace of what he'd been doing to 
himself. 


"What did he say?" David hissed softly as he looked at his lover's face. 


"Said he'd never apologize and after this farce of a trial was over, he was going back to LA and I'd never see 


him again." 

“That's good, right?" 

"David, he knows he's getting off. He's a thousand percent sure of it" 

"So what? | don't even fucking care anymore. | just want this all to be over." 

Four hours later, it was over. Not guilty. Insufficient evidence to prove Taylor had any involvement in setting 
the fire. He was free to go. And go he did. Not one word or glance was given as he marched out of the 
courtroom and right into the arms of the awaiting press. 

Parker, with Hilcott's help, ushered Dave and David out the back and directly into a car waiting to return them 


home. They were stunned. Well, Dave was stunned. David was counting the minutes until the younger man left 


him. 


Chapter 99 


At home, Dave changed his clothes quickly and quietly and left the loft without so much as a word to David 
The older man bit back a sob as his body, on auto-pilot, entered the bathroom. He started a scorching hot 
shower and then found his scalpel again. The hot water burned his skin, making it sting and tingle. The tiny 
blade was pressed against his wrist. Just a tiny bit more pressure and it would slice. Once, twice, three times, 
he cut himself, transfixed on the red blood that beaded to the surface before being washed away. He sniffled 
and looked down at his thigh. Mustaine's name. David could cut it away himself. Get rid of it for good and feel a 
beautiful, painful release at the same time. He stretched his leg out and bent over it to get to work. 


Just as the blade broke the skin, the shower door opened. 
"DAVIDII" A very naked, very tall, very scared looking man screamed at him. 
The scalpel fell from his fingers and David looked up, dumbfounded. 


The fear burned through Dave before chilling him. Crouching down beside the shower, he first took David's 
wrist and then his leg, inspecting the damage. Blood trickled in to the bed of the shower, swirling away. When 
David pulled away and sat on the opposite side of the shower, Dave felt his heart break. Picking up the scalpel, 


he placed it on the toilet and climbed into the warm, welcoming water. 
Yet it felt as cold as ice, a scared looking David peering up at him from the corner. 


"Hey," he softly said, reaching out a hand to the bassist. When David flinched away, he felt his eyes sting. 


"David, talk to me. Please?" 


Instead the brunette pulled his legs to his chest, arms wrapping around himself. Hiding himself. Ashamed at 
being caught? Or ashamed of who he was? Sighing, Dave rested his head against the tiles and closed his eyes. 
Something was going on. Something was pushing at David. And the older man wasn't letting him in. He tried to 
hold back the anger, hold back the fear but he could feel it bubbling up. Feel it clawing at him. 


Yet it was Francis' words which itched at the edge of consciousness. Ones she'd spoken when he and David had 
first locked horns. "Why should you be able to read David that clearly? Seems to me your relationship would 
be pretty boring that way." 


"Please let me in," he murmured, the tears beginning to prickle his eyes. "Please." Taking a deep breath, he 
remembered David's admission from the same day, the one which he'd heard while on the porch. Digging deep, 
Dave quietly spoke, "David, I'm scared right now. So fuckin’ scared. | come in here and see a knife and blood and 
you. And | know I've scared you. | know you think I'm mad at you. And yeah, I'm a little mad. Okay, I'm really 
mad. But I'm more mad at me than you. Because | think | should have seen something and | didn't. And | don't 
want to lose you. I'm so fuckin’ scared of losing you. | don't want you to die like that. | want you to die of old 


age, having lived this amazing life. Not in a fuckin’ shower with no one who loves you around. | want to know 


what's going on in your head. And | know Mom said we shouldn't be able to read one another so easily but 
right now | wish | could read you like a fuckin’ book" His voice shuddered as he continued, "But I'm scared, 


David. I'm really, really scared. Please don't leave me. Please don't go. Not yet. Don't want you to go." 


Arms went around him, holding him close, and a head tucked against his shoulder. Draping an arm around the 


creature curled around him, he let out a low, pained sob. 


They showered in silence, curled around each other like scared children. One didn't let go of the other, the 
water working at the pain David quietly fixed the wound on his leg, the others being surface wounds and 
barely warranting a glance. He suddenly felt guilty for what he'd done. Guilty for letting Dave see that side of 
him. He thought it had gone with Mustaine, the need for pain now more than fulfilled by Dave. But whether it 
had been the build up of all that had happened, or something still buried in his psyche, he didn't know. 


Dressed in pajamas, he went and made hot chocolate. Proper hot chocolate with whipped cream and 


marshmallows. Dave deserved an explanation, and he was going to get it. 


He found his boyfriend in bed, back against the wall, knees drawn up, eyes vacant and staring into space. Placing 
the mugs on the bedside table, he climbed in, laid his head on Dave's shoulder and draped an arm over his 


chest. He felt better when Dave wrapped an arm around him and held him close. 
"You shouldn't have seen that," he sighed. 
"I know | shouldn't," Dave's voice was vacant. "But why? Why'd you do it?" 


David let his fingers wander over his boyfriend's chest, to his throat and over his chin and cheeks. He admired 
their rings, sitting on their left hands. Savoured feeling Dave beneath his fingers. 


"IFs a build up, | think. Stuff piled up. | used to do it a lot when | was with Mustaine. Partially it was to relieve 
the pain and head games he played with me. Partially it was to reclaim my body as my own. He'd already 
ravaged it beyond repair so a few more scars weren't going to hurt. Now." David sighed again. "We've had the 
trial, Mustaine's in hospital, we've had someone stealing from us and, well, there's been a few memories of 
Mustaine. Not good memories. As well as that, with Taylor walking free, | thought you were going to leave me. 
Going to go back to him. | needed something, needed to feel, needed to see my blood. Needed to see that l'm 


still alive." 
"Oh, David." Fingers stroked his hair and he felt the tears begin to well up. "I'm not going anywhere." 


"I'm sorry," he murmured. "I'm so, so sorry. And | want his name gone. Want it gone forever. That's his mark 


and, while it's still there | feel like he's watching over me. Still got a hold over me." 


"Then first thing tomorrow, we'll go see a doctor and start to get it taken care of. But David, | need you to do 


something for me." 


David felt a lot better now. He picked up a mug and handed it to Dave, who accepted it but didn't regard it. Not 
yet, anyway. 


"Promise me you will do something for me," Dave pressed on. 

"What?" 

"Talk to me. Please. | never, ever want to find you suffering alone again. If you need something, if you feel bad 
or scared or sad or anything, please give me a chance to make it better. I'll do anything you need me to do, | 


swear." 


"Anything? Because | told you what | needed from you once and you refused to do it” David didn't mean to 
come off with an attitude but he felt ashamed and crushed when Dave refused him. 


"Anything but that” 


David exhaled sharply through his nose and picked up his mug. "That's what | thought," he said under his 
breath. 


"| don't see how that would be beneficial to you. And it's certainly not healthy!" 


"Healthy. What the fuck is healthy? Is the way you like it when | put a fucking leash on you and pour hot wax 
all over your dick healthy? Is it healthy when | leave red welts on your ass? Is that healthy?" 


"It's different!" Dave growled. 
"How? How is it different?" 


‘Ive never been beat -" He stopped and his eyes went wide as he stared at David's, which were blazing by 


now. "I'm sorry. I'm sorry, David." 
"Fuck you. Get out:" His beautiful caramel eyes went quickly from blazing with anger to blurring with sadness. 
"No. I'm sorry! | didn't. just.Please, David." 


"Is that really what you think about me? That | must be so fucked up in the head to crave pain and kink from 
you after living with it for so long from him? Maybe the truth is | wanted it from him, too. | did, you know, in 
the beginning. It was exciting. Even toward the end, it was exciting to me. Until he crossed that line. Until he 

hurt me so much | was begging him to stop. That line got further and further away, too. At first, the line was 
no blood. Then it was no permanent scars. Then it was nobody else was allowed to do it. Every time he crossed 


the line, | simply moved it back some." 


"David, please stop," Dave groaned. 


"Fuck, now that he's said he really did love me, maybe | should go back to him. At least he'll give me what | 


crave and deserve." 
"David, no. Don't go back there. Please." 


Anger and hurt and sadness welled through him and he stormed from the bed and to the closet. Grabbing 
clothes, he began to pile them on the floor. "Oh, now you're begging me not to go? Now you're begging me to 
stay?" 


Dave all but slammed his mug into the bedside table. "Yes, I'm begging you to stay. No, | don't want you to go. 
You know it's not gonna be healthy going back there. Fuck, even your own mother knows what went on, even 
before you told her. David, she has photos of you, personal photos, and fuck, if the pain in them isn't enough 
to convince you not to go back then | don't know what is. But if you wanna go, go. lim not going to stop you, 


you know that." 


David stopped mid toss and stared at the bed He stared at Dave, at the sadness which emanated from his 
body. The way he was slumped against the sheets pulled at his heart, made him ache. Not once had he gotten 
up to try and stop him from walking out. He'd just accepted it as fate that it was David's time to leave. That 
their time was over, albeit all too soon. Sighing, he slumped against the wall, honey-coloured hair covering his 
eyes. 


He felt his jaw tighten as he murmured, "| don't deserve you.” 
"Sorry?" 


Pushing himself away from the wall, he stumbled over the clothes and collapsed on to the bed. Shuffling up it, 
he dropped himself in to the younger man's lap, grabbed his face and roughly kissed him. "I said, | don't fucking 


deserve you." 


Arms wrapped around him, holding him so tightly that he could feel the air being pushed from him. "Yeah, you 
do. And if you're telling yourself that every fuckin’ day of the week then its no wonder you're a fuckin’ mess. 
But please, doctor. Tomorrow. If not for you then for your Mom, for Elliot, for everyone who comes in here." 


Beneath him, he felt Dave take a deep breath. "And for me." 


The tears came, hot and stinging. Dave rocked him as he sobbed and he could tell his boyfriend was trying to 
hold back his own emotions, trying to hold back the tears, knowing that David needed someone to be strong for 
him. Even amid all that had happened, all the changes, and all the positives, the past still lurked, threatening to 
pull him under. It was a legacy he hoped to be rid of. One which he refused to let haunt him any more. 
Tomorrow he'd start the processes. He'd have the surgery, no matter how painful it was. He'd have more 
therapy. Most of all, he'd stop tossing his anger and past at the angel who'd saved his life. Dave deserved so 
much more than being used as his punching bag. So, so much more. 


"| let you down," David murmured against his lover's neck 
Dave didn't speak, instead only gently nodded 

ioe) 

"| know" 

Lips pressed against the warm skin "Dave?" 

sie 

"Make love to me 

At the request, Dave stiffened. David felt it and cooed softly while he stroked his boyfriend's face. 


"Make love. Sweet and slow and tender. This is what you need tonight, isn't it? Please let me give it to you. Let 
me lay beneath you and feel all of the love in your beautiful heart. Let me be tender with you." 


The younger man made no sound, made no attempt to move David from his lap. He merely used one hand to 


unbutton the pajama top and push it off of David's shoulders. The hand then flattened against his chest. 

| love you more than you will ever know. There is nothing in this world more important to me than making 
you feel good Please stop depriving me of chances to do that," Dave spoke while he stared at his hand. When 
he finished what he wanted to say, he raised his gaze to meet David's eyes. 

"I'm broken" 

"| can fix you if you let me." 

David's face wrinkled and he opened his mouth to protest. 

"No, you're not a project to me. And | will not leave once | think you're fixed. | just need you to need me." 

"| do!" 

For a silent moment, the pair stared into each other's eyes. 

'| do," David repeated softer now as he shrugged off the top and slipped from Dave's lap. He laid down on the 


bed and, after discarding his pajama pants, let his legs fall open. "| need you so much. Please, Dave. Please make 


love to me." 


Dave leaned forward and shuffled up onto his knees. He bent over the incredible body laid out for him and 
clasped the hips. He pressed his cheek to David's stomach and nuzzled. 


"Love you so much. So fucking much." 


Gentle hands touched Dave's head, stroking over his hair. He turned and pressed his lips to David's stomach, 
slowly working his way up, over his sternum, and to his neck His knees pressed into David's thighs, forcing 
them further apart until they hitched up, on top of Dave's thighs and the bassist carefully wrapped his legs 
around Dave's hips. Using them, he pulled Dave down against him and sighed softly when Dave's pelvis ground 
slowly against his own The brunette continued to lightly kiss and lick his neck, seemingly in no hurry to do 
anything else. 


"Take your shorts off, please." 


"Shh. Lie back and relax," Dave replied as he slid his hands down the older man's arms and weaved his fingers 


with David's, moving and pinning them to the bed above his head. 


The tickle of Dave's beard against his neck made David squirm and whimper. He tightened his legs around his 
lover's waist. Dave merely continued loving David with his mouth. A lick, a nibble, a kiss, a nuzzle and he had 


found that sensitive spot beneath David's ear, drawing a squeal from the older man, 


His free hand tickled along the older man's sides, feeling as David squirmed. The legs around him tightened, 
pulling him closer and he slowly moved his mouth to David's. The bassist whined when their lips met in a gentle 
kiss. It was slow, whisper soft, unhurried. Hands tangled in his dark hair before slipping down his back He felt 
himself melt against David's touch, strong fingers curling around his shoulders. hips rolled to meet his own, 


David gently rubbing himself back and forth. 


Carefully he pushed the older man back down and gave him another barely there kiss, lips curling in to a smile. 


"Calm down." 


Another whine, another buck of the hips. Slowly Dave worked his way back down David's body, finding every 
little spot which made his lover purr and whine. Yes, he felt locked out again, pushed away by whatever had 
happened in the past. Yes, it was frustrating. But he had to remember that it wouldn't take a day, or a night, 
or a month for the past to finally leave David. It could take years. It may take forever. But he wouldn't give up 
trying. Wouldn't walk away because something else had come to light. 


Gently he pushed David's legs from around him and reached for the lube. Large, caramel eyes watched him, 
hands balling in to the sheets. He took a moment to admire the view, to take in David stretched out on the 
bed, one leg hitched up as he slid against the bed clothes. Coating a finger, he gently pushed it in to David, 
watching as the older man lifted his hips from the bed and forced himself closer. 


"| love you," David murmured. 


"I know." He pushed the finger slowly back and forth. "I love you too. Love you far more than you can imagine. 
And | want you to remember that. Remember that, no matter how bad something seems, l'm only going to 


want to help you." 


"Will you still be my husband?" the older man whispered as he brought a finger to his bottom lip and gave 
Dave a wide-eyed pout. 


"Now you're just teasing me, aren't you?" 
He shook his head and blinked, appearing on the edge of tears once again. 


‘OF course | will. | want very badly to be your husband," Dave softly said as he reached up and cupped David's 
cheek, letting his thumb slide over his lips. "Do you think | don't remember how utterly amazing you are just 
because of a slip and fall? Do you think | don’t still see the beautiful soul and unbreakable spirit in you? | do. | 


always have. | always will." 
"My love," David whispered as his voice cracked. 


The younger man withdrew his finger and then used a generous amount of lube on his cock. He took David's 
legs and wound them around himself again and then snaked his arms under David's back. He held his lover 
against his chest and very gently, very slowly entered him. Inch by delicious inch, Dave pushed deeper while 
David moaned and sighed into his ear. The older man's arms were wound tightly around his neck. 


Dave spread his hands and clutched David's shoulders from underneath, squeezing and massaging them as he 
began to rock and thrust himself into David as slow and as tenderly as possible. His mouth found that meaty 
part between shoulder and neck and he sucked on it, letting his teeth nibble on it. 


Soft sighs filled his ears, hands snaking along his back. Fingers found his spine, gently stroking as David purred, 
rocking with him. Reconnecting, that's what they were doing. Periods like this would happen, probably more 
frequently than they wanted them to. But it didn't mean they loved one another any less. Didn't mean that 


they were going to leave. They'd find ways around it, heal and move on. Nothing was impossible. 


Burying his head against David's shoulder, Dave clutched the older man's shoulders and let out a long, deep 
sigh. Slow, blissful, he didn't want it to end. And neither did David by the sounds of it, his lover not forcing, nor 
pushing. Just going with the flow. 


"Oh, David." 


The sighs in his ear just grew in intensity, arms briefly tightening around him. Thrusting deeper, Dave grunted, 
fingers digging into David's back. The older man reacted, back arching from the bed, legs sliding further up him. 
He didn't want it to end but the serenity of it was getting to him, driving him crazy. Pressing kisses to his 
lover's shoulder, he picked up the pace slightly, David letting out a low groan. When he hit the older man's 
sweet spot, David howled, nails clawing at his back. 


"Want it?" he hissed 

A hushed "Yeah" whispered past his cheek. 

"How bad?" 

David writhed beneath him. "Bad." 

"Yeah?" His tongue played along the lines of the bassist's shoulder, dipping in to the spots between the bones. 
"Yeah." 


Trying to hold back his own impending orgasm, Dave slowed down, David howling. "How about we just take it nice 
and slow tonight?" 


Dave wasn't sure if the response he received was an agreement or a protest, the purring and whining the 
older man was doing was incredible. Dave pulled away from his lover and David immediately picked his head up 


and frowned. 
"Roll over, baby." Dave sat back on his heels and pressed a hand into David's hip, urging him. 


David sat up and stole a kiss before he turned onto his stomach. He was pliant in his lover's hands as Dave 
lifted his hips into the air and spread his knees. He pressed a hand to the middle of David's shoulder blades, 
letting him know to keep his head and shoulders against the mattress. 


For the moment, Dave ignored his urge to impale David with his cock again. Instead, he lowered his head and 


took a gentle bite of David's ass cheek, causing the older man to squeal and squirm. 
"Dave!" 


The younger man giggled as he continued nibbling and licking down David's spine. He raised himself to a kneeling 
position behind the man and reached a hand to the back of David's neck. He swept his hair aside and rubbed 
softly. Using his free hand, he guided himself back inside of David and held himself still. David gasped and began 
to rock himself slowly back and forth. The hand on his neck stilled and held him down using nearly no force at 
all. Each time David tried to increase his speed, Dave would give the neck a squeeze and murmur, "Slow down, 


love. Easy, love." 


His hand slipped from David's neck, then, and glided down his flank, making him giggle. It came to rest on his hip, 
rubbing tender circles. He leaned over David's back and found one of David's fists balled into the sheets. Dave's 
fingers slid inbetween David's, his palm resting on top of his hand. They held hands like this as Dave began to 
move softly, sliding in and out of David. Very slow strokes all the way in and gently bumping against David's 


prostate before slowly withdrawing until he was all the way out again. 


David whined and trembled, free hand balling into the sheets, the other gripping Dave's fingers. Pressed against 
the bed, he moved slowly with his lover, never lifting his head, never altering his position He wanted to feel 
cared for. Wanted someone else to direct him. It made him feel safe, made him feel wanted. Most of all, it 


made him feel loved. 


Closing his eyes, he buried his head in the pillow, his voice lost into the bed. Fingers gently tugged at his hair, 
turning his head. 


"Wanna hear you," Dave murmured. 


David's voice rose an octave as Dave slowly thrust in to him, stretching him and finding that sweet spot with 
every sweep. It was divine and on a completely different level, sending him away to a head space he didn't know 
existed. The fingers tightened a little in his hair and he looked at Dave with heavy, glazed eyes, a smile curling 
his lips. His lover ran a thumb over his cheek before pressing a kiss to his back 


Behind him, he heard Dave take a deep breath, the vibration rocking through him. Gazing over his shoulder, he 
watched his boyfriend, watched the way his eyes darkened further. When fingers left his hair and wound 
around his cock, he groaned, sinking further to the bed. The hand at his hip held his ass up. 


"Come on, David Come for me." 


Closing his eyes, he rocked into Dave's fist, stars bursting behind his eyes as he came. A low hiss tore from 


his chest, warmth filling him as his lover joined him. 


Chapter 100 


Author's Notes: 
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for the lack of updates. The past few weeks have been really busy. 


Dave found his boyfriend sitting at a table in the shop, mug in hand, computer open in front of him. He settled 
into the chair opposite David and took the mug from his hand. 


"Morning. You were up and out of bed early. Okay?" 


"Don't wanna go through the motions anymore with you. Want something real," he muttered without looking up 


from the screen. 

"What do you mean? This is real." 

"Want to be able to give you something real." 

"David, you do. Baby, look at me." Dave leaned across the table so that his face was just above the laptop. 
The older man finally looked into eyes the deepest, richest shade of chocolate brown 

"What we share together is real. It's sweet sometimes and ugly other times and it's gorgeous and it's flawed. 
And | love it. | love every fucking minute of it. | love you. Now what would make you think what we have isn't 


real?" 


David tried to fight the sarcastic smirk that cracked his lips. "Because it's a damn fairy tale for me. | never 


even dared dream I'd find someone like you and have all of this." 

‘I'm sorry to hear that. But you did find me and you do have all of this. And it's for fucking real. | promise." 
David merely smiled and returned his attention to the screen 

"What are you looking at?" 

"Finding a plastic surgeon to take care of my leg." 

"Good!" Dave stood up, rounded the table and kissed the top of David's head. "Refill?" 


"Yes, please." 


Dave paused, gazing down at his troubled lover. His heart ached for him. "Hey?" he said softly. 


When David looked up, the brunette gently touched his face and then pointed at a photo of an Indian man with 


a kind looking face. 

"I like this one. Doctor Choudhry." 

"Yeah." David took a deep breath. "I'll call him later. And, well, there's this." 

He flicked the tabs on the browser and opened up a window showing Las Vegas vacations. 
"Vegas? Really? Wouldn't have pegged you down for that. Unless.. David, you're not." 


The older man chuckled. "Thinking of getting married there? Heck no. Don't know. Always kind of fancied going. 
What do you think?" 


Dave sat back across the bassist, taking in the look of suppressed joy on David's face. If it made him feel 
better then they'd do it. 


"So what ideas do you have for it?" he asked. 


David shrugged, a wicked grin twisting his lips. "Oh, you know, dirty weekend on Vegas on our way to the boat. 
Could kick off our marriage in style." 


"And you want to do it in Sin City?" 


The bassist's eyes shimmered with glee, the grin still in place. "With you? Hell yeah! | want to take you to 


Vegas and ravage in you in a hotel suite." 


Dave felt himself grin, taking in David's enthusiasm. "Now that | can get with! Just thought that party town 


wouldn't be your idea of fun 


David winked and reached for his phone, intending to call the doctor he'd found. "Depends what your idea of fun 


js?" 
"And what's yours?" 


The wicked smile returned. "You know what my idea of fun is." 


"Are you nervous?" Dave asked quietly as he helped David remove his jeans. 


"Honest? Terrified Mostly because of how its going to feel afterward. 


They were preparing for David to have the scar removed. Doctor Choudhry recommended the laser surgery. It 


would be noninvasive and David could remain awake. 


"lm also glad | don't have to have general anesthesia. Last time | was put under." He trailed off and looked 


down at his hands. 


"Hey, don't think about that. This is for something good. | promise. You will be fine." Dave stroked a hand over 
his boyfriend's hair. "And just think, after you get this taken care of, we can make plans for the wedding." 


"| get his name removed and I'll be like a born again virgin for you. | can wear white." 
"You won't be wearing it for long," Dave whispered in his ear and gave him a quick nip. 


Dave drove them home in the Camaro, top down, after the procedure and he helped David upstairs. He settled 


him on the bed, loose shorts around him, pillows, computer, large iced coffee and cookies, TV remote and cats. 
"Get you anything else?" 
‘lm good. What are you going to do?" 


"Go help Jessie. He's dry walling today. | told him I'd help. Text me if you need anything, okay? I'll take Shelby 


with me." 

"Thank you." 

"Anything for you, my darling." He gave him a big smile before he bent and kissed him. 

When the coffee and cookies were gone, David turned the TV on, flipped around a little. Found a Twins baseball 
game, watched it for a little while. Flipped to the music channel, found they were replaying the Big 4 show 
from Sofia. He watched the Anthrax set and then Slayer but turned the TV off before the Megadeth set. 


Thinking about Mustaine, he turned his laptop on and went to his email, wondering if there was an update from 


Mark. 

There was. 

David 

He's going to be fine. Turns out he was jumped by a group of skinheads in the laundry room. He's got a long road of 


recovery ahead but, physically, he'll be fine. They really did a number on him, though They carved a word on his 
stomach, David They carved Faggot on him. 


Í visited him in the prisons infirmary where he'll be staying for quite some time. He asked about you Asked for you, 
actually. Let me know. 

Heard Dave's building a studio. Good for him. Knew he wouldn't be able to leave music behind for good Its in both 
your DNA. 


Mark 


Picking up his phone, David stared at it for a moment. Taking a deep breath, he dialled Mark's number. 
"Hi, Mark. It's Davia." 

He could hear the smile in Mark's voice. "Hey, David! How are you?" 

"Good, I'm good. Just.. Just had laser surgery to remove Dave's name from my leg." 


There was a moment of silence, broken only by the hiss of the open line. "Wow. David, that's a huge step. And 


an amazing one. l'm proud of you." 


He managed a small smile. "Thanks. Look" Running a hand through his hair, he stared at the ceiling. "| was 


wondering, do you have a phone number for the infirmary?" 
"As in Dave's infirmary?" 

"Yes." 

Mark sighed. "Are you sure that's a good idea?" 


"| don't know. But your email. Your email got me worried. |." He felt himself shake and wrapped an arm around 


himself. "| worry about him." 
"I know. But you need to stop beating yourself up over all of this. This was his doing.” 
"| know," David whispered. "I know. But it doesn't stop me." 


"Have you spoken to the other Dave about it?" Mark laughed. "You guys confuse me. I'm going to start calling 


you all by your surnames. Gonna be easier.” 
That made David smile and he relaxed a little. "Briefly, yes. We've had the trial with Taylor. 
"Yeah, heard about that. Sorry." 


"Its alright. Looks like he's out of our lives now." 


Fingers crossed. But David, seriously, you really do need to think this over. Talk to Dave, Grohl that it, and 


work it out. Don't do anything rash because Mustaine's sob story is pulling at your heart" 
"| know," he murmured. "Maybe I'll send him a card.. 

"David" 

"Okay, okay! Ill talk to the other Dave about it! Can | have the number, please?" 


Mark rattled off a number and he scribbled it on a notepad beside the bed. It was the one which was there 


for moments of random inspiration, the words and music which woke them in the middle of the night. 
"Thanks, Mark" 

"No worries. Take care, David. Speak to you soon" 

"Yeah, lIl put your invite to the wedding in the mail” 

Mark laughed again. "Thanks: 


Dropping the phone on to the bed, David looked around himself. Whistling the cats, he hobbled across the room 
and out in to the living area Sitting at his computer, he opened a blank document and began pasting photos in 
to it. Photos of the cats, of Shelby, of the street party, of the roof garden. He included one of himself propped 
on a wooden fence on the beach, hands clasped in his lap, baseball cap pulled over his head. Behind him was the 
azure sea, the sky equally as beautiful. And there, bobbing out on the sea, was their boat. Hitting the print 
button, he shuffled across the loft until he got to the box he kept on a shelf. Inside were an array of 
different greetings cards. Birthdays, anniversaries, there was one for every occasion. Buried in amid them was 
a get well card. Pulling it out, he returned the box to the shelf and slowly made his way back to the computer. 
Maks and Boris had already taken up residence on his warm chair. With a sigh, he pulled another one close and 


sat beside them. 
Dear Dave, 


| hope this finds you feeling a litte better. Im sorry | haven't spoken fo you but Ive been working through a lot 
Maybe weil talk about that later. | just wanted fo drop you a line to say that | know what's happened and I hope 
that your recovery goes smoothly. Im sending some photos. Not to brag, just to show you what's been happening 
recently. The cats are called Boris and Maks (Boris has the white paws) and the dogs Shelby. The garden's part of 
the building. And, a couple of weeks ago, we threw a street party. Was amazing! And, well, | dont know if you have 
a photo of me with you so | thought Id send one. That was taken in the Caribbean. See the catamaran in the 
background? That's ours. Maybe one day you can come and fake a look? Think youd really lke her. She's your kind 
of toy! 


Take care and get well soon! 


David 

Writing out the envelope, he fetched the sheets of photos from the printer, folded them up and tucked them 
in with the card. Putting a stamp on, he dropped it in to the outgoing mail tray and picked up his phone. He 
sent a text to Dave, asking him to come up to the loft. 


He bounced up the stairs, sweaty and covered in white dust. Dave burst through the door, expecting to find 
David in bed, and headed toward the bedroom. 


"Babe. l'm here," David called from the living room. 

"Hey, you're up and moving. That's great!" The younger man wrapped his sweaty arms around his lover. 
"You're hot and sweaty. 

"You like?" 

"I love." Even though he said that, David gently pushed Dave off of him. 

"But..?" 


"I got an email from Mark about Dave and how he's doing. It said he'll be okay, eventually. But they..they 


carved a word into his stomach, Dave." 
"What word? What happened?" 


"Mark said a gang jumped him in the laundry room. That's his work detail. Washing clothes." David smiled softly, 
imagining Mustaine doing laundry. "They carved the word ‘Faggot’ into him." 


"Wow" Dave gasped, covering his mouth with his hand. "He's gonna be okay, though?" 

David nodded. "I asked Mark for the phone number where | can reach him and l'm sending him a card, okay?" 
"You..you want to talk to him? And what kind of card?" 

"A get well card with a couple photos of our life here” 

"WHAT?" Dave yelled out of surprise. He raked a hand through his hair and turned and walked to the middle of 
the room. "David. A card is all well and good, | guess. But photos of us and our life??? A phone call to him??" 


He sighed loudly and turned around, giving David his back. 


"Dave, | - " 


The brunette swung back around, the anger and frustration evident in his eyes. "I don't understand. After 
everything, you still want him in your life. You do! You must! You still want him to be part of your life. Why 
the fuck did you bother getting his name removed, David? I've been as patient as | can be. I've been as 
understanding as | can be. This man did unspeakable things to you and yet, every time he pulls even the 
smallest of heartstrings with you, you're right back there with him, for him. Why? Explain it to me. Make me 
understand why you wanted Taylor out of our lives for good and yet, you can't do the same with him?" 


David shrank back against the back of the chair, staring wide-eyed at his boyfriend Dave waited for any 
response. Anything. 


When nothing came from the older man, he huffed and threw his hands in the air. "Forget it. Do whatever the 
fuck you want to do." 


The door slammed loudly, making David flinch. 


Storming down to the garage, he grabbed the keys for the Road King. Fuck him. Fuck everything David had ever 
said or done. He was obviously no better than Mustaine, weaving a trail of lies to live his life by. Jesse stared 


at him as he jumped on the bike. 
"OFF out? Got a bunch of stuff to finish here." 


Dave just grunted in response. Hitting the door opener, he backed the bike out and gunned the engine. The pain 
and deception roared through him, boiling his blood. He wanted as far away from the shop as possible. As far 


away from David as possible. 


The open road. It was the only way to appease the hate which screamed through him. And, even then, he didn't 
know if it would work. Unconsciously, he found himself riding back west. He'd left with nothing but the clothes 
he was wearing and his wallet. He didn't intend to go back. Hell, he'd ride all the way back to California if he had 
to. 


A lie. His entire life in Minnesota was based on a lie. David hadn't wanted him. He'd wanted a safe place from 


Mustaine. And now that he had it, he felt strong enough to take on the redhead. Not on his watch. 


Cruising across the state line and in to South Dakota, Dave found himself pulling in to the town of Watertown, 
Finding a small motel, he groaned as he dismounted and wandered in to the reception A young woman stared at 
him with bored eyes. She booked him into a room and he walked along the balconies until he came the one with 
the brass Tl on the door. He all but kicked the door open and dumped himself on to the bed of the dingy room. 
The curtains were closed, hiding the dying sun. A Bible sat beside the bed, a strange appeasement for a room 
which could be rented by the hour. An old TV stood on the dressing table which ran the full length of the 


room. Glancing in the mirror, Dave saw himself. Saw the bitterness and hate which had suddenly bubbled 


through his soul. David was nothing but another Taylor, taking everything for the minimal amount of effort. 
His first job was to cancel David's joint credit card. Not that it got used much. Next he shut down David's 
iPhone, citing their break up to Apple. The customer service representative muttered apologies as the account 
was closed. He needed to make a list of everything else which needed doing. The Mercedes was outright paid 


for, as was everything else he'd given David. Fuck it. They didn't matter. Not as much as his shattered heart. 


Everything ached. Everything hurt. He'd never expected it to hurt this much, but it did. Staring at his left 
hand, he looked at the ring David had given him. Dragging it off, he screamed in frustration as he hurled it 
against the wall, 

He called reception, the bored woman answering. 

"Where's the nearest bar?" he asked. 

"Stay on this road for about two hundred yards. You'll walk straight in to it" 


"Thanks." 


Grabbing his wallet, he stormed from the motel with only one thing on his mind; getting as blind drunk as 
possible. 


Chapter IO! 


A chill ran down his spine as he heard the bike start up below. He just needs to cool down, David thought to 
himself. Just needs time to think After all, Dave was the most sensible, level-headed person he'd ever met. 
Besides his own mother. Give him a couple hours or so, he'll cool down and come back and David will tell him 


he's sorry and that he retrieved the card before it was picked up by the postmon. 


Maybe he wasn't thinking right. Maybe Dave was right. All Mustaine had to do was twang his heartstrings a 
little and he could still play David like a fiddle. But the thing Dave didn't understand was that, throughout it all, 
David knew Mustaine was broken. And just like Dave vowed to fix him, David wanted to fix Mustaine. But at the 


cost of losing the best friend and lover he'd ever known? 


Another hour passed and David checked his phone. No calls, no texts. He could apologize and ask Dave to come 
home. Yes, that's what he would do. It would show Dave that David had rethought everything. It would show 
him that David had grown. Only when he tried to dial Dave, a recording had told him the phone had been 
deactivated. 


"What?" David mumbled to himself, staring at the screen He tried again. Same message. He tried another 
contact; Jamie. Same message. And that's when it slowly dawned on him. Dave had cancelled his number. 
Perhaps afraid that he was going to call Mustaine. With an angry howl, David threw the phone against the 
brick wall of the loft, watching it shatter in about a dozen pieces. 


It was now dark outside. Several hours had passed and no word from Dave. And still, the thought that he'd left 
David for good did not cross the bassist's mind. He'd been angry about the phone, now he was simply worried 
about his lover's safety. 


Using the phone down in the shop, he dialed Dave's phone again. It rang six times and then went to voicemail. 


David simply said, "I'm sorry. Please come home. Please." 


Sleep did not come. He wandered the loft and the shop. He cleaned up the shop, dusted the piano and the 
shelves, carefully rearranging Dave's chochkis. After that, he wandered the garage and the new studio. Shelby 
never far from his heels. He turned back to the shop and picked up a set of Dave's drumsticks. 


Time to turn off the brain, he thought as he slipped onto the stool behind the kit. He gave the kick drum a 
few test hits and then the hi-hat. Soon he was beating on the drums, hands flailing, the beat was chaotic and 
messy and made almost no sense but he didn't care. It felt good. He could feel his soul and his head emptying 
with each beat. 


The bar was your average small town bar. It was nearly empty; just the way he wanted it. Grabbing a beer, 


Dave downed it in one before ordering another. The barman looked at him, eyebrow raised. 


"You okay?" 
Dave shrugged and pushed another bill across the wooden surface. "Will be later." 


Dropping himself in to a corner table, he proceeded to drink A message sat on the screen of his phone but, 
when he saw who the voicemail was from, he pushed it away. He didn't want to know what David had to say. 
Fuck, it was probably to tell him he was moving closer to Mustaine and could Dave please close up the shop. 
Those were words he didn't want to hear. 


The anger had abated, the ride, and now the beer, melting it more to loneliness and sheer frustration. He 
should have stayed at the shop. Should have fought it out there and then. Not run. David would be worried, 


wondering if he was okay. Did he owe him the courtesy call that he was fine and alive? 


No, he didn't. He hadn't done it when he'd left Taylor so he wasn't going to give it to David either. The older 
man had to learn that the past stayed there. It didn’t come creeping in at every turn, ready to pull a person 


back. 


Another beer, another few minutes of staring at his phone. He ordered several more ice cold bottles, his head 
beginning to swirl as he drank them. They tasted good, almost too good. His eyes wandered around the bar, 
looking at the other patrons. None of them caught his eye and, even if they did, the guilt would have been too 
horrendous to deal with. The pain in his heart said it all; screaming and storming out had done it. It had broken 
something inside of him, torn at the very thing which meant the world to him. He was in pain, and so was 
David. Both of them were struggling through a strange world, unsure of what was going to happen at every 
turn. This was another turn, another fork in the road. And it could go one of two ways. Fix it and continue to 
be the happiest he'd been in a long time. Or leave and spend the rest of his life wondering what if. 


Draining the last of the beer, he swiped up the phone and wobbled outside. The cool night air hit him like a 
train and he leaned heavily against the wall as he dialled David's number. When he got the message that the 
phone had been deactivated, he cursed, his heart falling. He'd forgotten that, in a moment of complete madness, 
he'd cut of David's phone. The bassist would be going crazy at that. David would see it as control, as a way to 
force his life to go in a different direction If David slugged him for it it was because he deserved it. He'd 


promised he'd never go Mustaine on him and here he was slowly picking apart his life. 


Dialling the number for the shop, he silently prayed that it would go to voice mail. One ring, two rings, three 


rings. 
"Hello, Fresh Pots. David speaking," a weary voice answered, 
Mentally Dave cursed himself. Of course David would be awake. 


"Hello?" the voice asked again. 


"David, it's me." 


Dave held the phone away from his ear as he received a volley of curses from along the line. When he finally 


dared to listen, David was still speaking. 
"Fuckin pulling a stunt like that! You've got me fuckin’ worried sick! You could have called earlier!" 
"Couldn't. Was mad." 


"Don't | fuckin’ know it. | knew it before you cut off the phone, asshole!" He heard David take a deep breath. 
"m sorry. | shouldn't have called you that." 


"s understandable. But David" His words slurred as he slid to the ground, knees against his chest. "David, David, 
David." 


"Yeah, thats my name. Stop wearing it out. You're drunk, aren't you?" 


"Yep." No use denying the truth. "Don't blame me for it. | fuckin’ stormed out on you. Should have stayed. 
Fought it out." 


"What's there to fight about, Dave? Apparently you think I'm no different to Mustaine so what's the problem? 


You can pack up and go if you want." 

"Don't wanna!" 

"Don't want to go?" There was a note of hardness to David's voice. 

"No! Wanna stay." 

"You coming back in the morning?" 

"When | can walk straight, yes." 

"Okay, I'll see you then. ‘bye, Dave." 

"Don't go!" 

David sighed again, and Dave could hear the sadness in his voice. "Why not?" 
"You still love me?" 


"More than | did yesterday and less than | will tomorrow." 


Dave felt the tears begin to creep to his eyes. Every time they did this. Every freaking time. Something would 
happen and they'd bite each others heads off and run to their respective corners to lick their wounds. Nothing 
was fixed, at least not properly. 


"Love you too, Caramel.” 


He could feel David smiling. "See you tomorrow, Chocolate. Sleep well." 


It was nearly noon when the unmistakable rumble of a Harley Davidson could be heard throughout the building. 
David, after the morning's baking, excused himself and left Jamie and Bill to it. He returned upstairs and 
worked, composing, using Dave's acoustic. He really only wanted something to distract himself, to make the 
minutes go by faster. But what he came up with was more than that. David hurried to hide it all away when 
he heard the bike pull into the garage. He had to remember to apologize for his own behavior before ripping 
into his boyfriend about his. 


Heavy, slow footsteps on the stairs. The turning of the door handle. And the road dirty, haggard, dusty form 
stepped into the loft. 


"You acted like a fucking asshole. You know that, right?" the older man began So much for apologizing first. 
Large, tired eyes peered through greasy, knotted hair and the other man nodded. 

"So did |. | should have realized there were boundaries and | was crossing them. | guess | still feel responsible 
for him in some way. | still feel like, if he's finally changing, if he's finally willing to work on himself, | should be 
part of that. And his letters and such to me don't help with that. Plus, | know what he's going through right 
now. | know the emotional and mental anguish all too well. But, like | said, there are boundaries and giving him a 
window into my life with you is wrong.” 

Dave nodded again. 

"Do you want him out of my life for good? Forever?" 

A third nod. Slower, this time. Almost sheepish. 


"Okay, then. That's what | will do." 


"David, wait. You tried to do that once a long time ago and it didn't work. You caved. You'd cave again. You care 
and | need to accept that, but yes, | don't want him to know anything about your life now and us. | don't trust 


him. 


The bassist considered what Dave had said and then said quietly, "| don't trust you not to run again" 


He probably deserved that. 

"| don't trust you to not resort to trying to control me," David said 

That, not so much 

"Trying to control you?" Dave gave his boyfriend an incredulous look "What are you talking about?" 
"Turning the phone off. Remember?" 

"That wasn't to control you. That was to keep you from calling your ex and all but giving him our address, 
blood types and social security numbers. Oh, but he probably remembers yours, doesn't he?" Instantly, the 


younger man regretted losing his temper. 


David pushed the stool back from the counter and slid from it, his blood was boiling now."Fuck you!" he bawled 
in response. Hands clenched at his sides, he glared at Dave. "Don't fuckin’ bring that up! It's gone!" 


"And so is he! David, you need to let the fuck go. No matter how much you care, he's still tearing you the 
fuck apart. And he knows he's doing it. Thats what he wants!" 


David took a step back, putting a table between them. His fight or flight response was kicking in but he knew 
he had to stay. Had to fight. 


"You weren't there!" he screamed in reply. "You know nothing!" 


"But | do, David! I've witnessed first fuckin hand the terror this fucker's put in you. | know that it's hard to 
break but | want it gone before it destroys us. He wants us to fall apart. Do you not see that?" 


The older man aimed a kick at the table, sending it skidding a few inches across the floor. "How the fuck do you 
know that's what he wants?" 


"Because he's a manipulative asshole!" Dave screamed. 
"He's not!" 


"David, he is! Look at yourself! Go on, take a good look in the mirror and tell me that's not the work of 


someone who wanted every single part of you." 
"At least he cared to want all of me! At least he didn't fuckin’ run when | did something." 


When Dave visibly paled at his words, something roared to life inside of him. Something which David fought to 


keep down. 


After a moment, Dave replied, "No, he BEAT youl He raped you, passed you around to his friends, put you in 
hospital numerous times. That's NOT caring! Caring is walking out of that door to chill the fuck out, not raising 
our hands to the one we love. You may not see it at the time, but | fuckin’ care for you. So much that I'l 


fight for you if | have to." 
At that, David took a step back, a cold, hard lump settling in his stomach. 


"David," his boyfriend's voice was quieter. "I will fight for you every day if | have to. But its tiring me out. | 
fuckin’ hate these moments. Hate that | don't know what world I'm gonna wake up in. | want stability and 
routine. | want to know that tomorrow I'm not gonna wake up to you gone. That I'm not gonna wake up to you 
having some kind of melt down because of something he's done. | love you so fuckin’ much but this is wearing 


me out. And | don't want it to." 

Suddenly feeling sick, David stared at his feet. Every time it happened, every time the arguments turned back 
to Mustaine. Turned back to his inability to let go and move on Mustaine needed fixing, needed a friend, 
especially at a time like this. He'd be scared, unsure, the terror sending him into places David dared not think 
of. 

"What was it you called it?" Dave quietly asked. "This hold he has over you." 

“Stockholm Syndrome," he softly replied. 

Peering up through his hair, he saw Dave nod. "I need to understand it." 

"Why?" 

"Because | want to see the last of these chains broken. And because | love you." 

Taking a shuddering breath, David stepped around the table. He was surprised Dave didn't flinch when David 
touched him. Surprised he didn't back off. Tucking strands of hair behind his boyfriend's ear, David laid his head 
against his shoulder, arms draping around his waist. 


"I'm sorry," he murmured. "I'm so sorry that | put you through so much shit. You don't deserve this." 


A moment, then another, passed and David felt the panic begin to rise. lt wasn't until arms wrapped around 


him that he began to relax. 


‘Its all part of life," his boyfriend replied. "Without it, we'd be boring. Robots, and nothing more. Send him the 


card. Just please, nothing else." 


"Should get you into a shower. What do you say?" David asked gently. He ran a hand over Dave's greasy, grimy 


hair. 


"A shower and our bed, please. It's been a long night" 


"Of course, come on" David took Dave's hand in his own and led him through to their bathroom. "I was able to 
get the photos back before they went out in the post." He told the taller man as he bent to untie his sneakers. 
He felt Dave's hands on his shoulders as he lifted one of his feet to pull the shoe off and then the other. 


"Good. Thank you for reconsidering that." 


David didn’t reply. He merely smiled as the feeling sunk in that he did the right thing by pulling them back. He 
stood straight then and went to work on Dave's belt buckle and button and zipper. Once Dave was stripped of 
his dirty clothes, David took his own off. Then he started the shower, making sure the temperature of the 


water was nice and warm before ushering in the younger man. 


He stood Dave under the spray and worked the warm water through his hair. David shampooed and conditioned 
his hair before moving on to scrub the road dirt and grime from Dave's body. So gently and tenderly did he 
slide the soap over his skin, rubbing it into a white, foamy lather. He stood in front of the younger man, gazing 
into his eyes as he ran his soapy hands over his chest. 


"You are the most important person in my life. | love you." 

"I know you do, baby." Dave smiled and pulled the shorter man against his chest, holding him closely, trailing his 
hands down David's back, feeling each bump and hardened scar. His fingertips caressed them, sought them out 
to trace them. "I love your body. | just love how each of these seems to jump out into my touch." 

That sent a shock through David, making him shiver. He'd never looked at it that way before. Could the damage 
done by one man be loved and adored by another? Is this part of the fixing that he promised he could do? 
David willed his mind to stop for a moment and concentrated on feeling the fingers travel over his skin 

Closing his eyes, David rested his head against Dave's shoulder as fingers glided over his body. Every tiny 
mark, every sweeping scar was traced and David finally let out a low purr. For so long they'd been hidden 


away, pushed beneath baggy clothes. 


As the strong hands reached the small of his back, he smiled. "I'm gonna make a video. Show them to the 


world." 
“Sure that's a good thing?" 


‘Its the right thing. People need to know that life doesn't end because of this. That, despite everything, life will 


go on and people will heal." 


The fingers worked their way up his back, David groaning quietly as they traced his spine. 


"Would you say you're healed?" 
"No," he softly replied. "tm far from healed. And it may never fully happen. But, with you around, | feel it will’ 
Only the sound of the falling water broke the silence which hung over them. 

"Do you think its strange?" Dave finally asked. 

"Strange how?" 

"That | like your scars 


"A little. But I'll get more comfortable with it. | still don't see how people can find me attractive, especially not 
when they know what lies beneath my clothes." 


He didn't want to talk about it any more. Didn't want to explore the odd fact that people looked at him as some 
kind of sex symbol. He'd been beaten, whipped, branded, scarred, forced to bleed, and still people thought he 
was attractive. But if they knew the truth would they decide otherwise. 


"Don't do a video," Dave said. 
Grabbing the towels, David frowned and looked at him. "What else is there?" 


A small smile twitched Dave's lips. "Photos. We could do them here, somewhere you're comfortable. Something 


tasteful. Someone you trust.” 
Dropping his head, David nodded. "Maybe." 


"Why just maybe? You want to do a video. Why not this? And." A finger swept under his chin, lifting his eyes 
to Dave's. "You have videos of us. Don't you think | don't want some hot photos of my boyfriend to keep all to 


myself?" 
David laughed softly, loving the way Dave's flattering stroked his ego. 
"Come on, | know you have a spank bank. Why | no get spank bank?" He playfully pouted. 


David smirked, then. Took his boyfriend by his shoulders and pushed him into the bedroom. All he had to do is 
wave a hand at the large photo of his younger self that hung on the wall. 


"Oh, yeah." Dave grinned. And he turned and wrapped his arms around David. He peered down at him. "As much 
as | love looking at the younger you, | really love looking at this face more. This body more. | love kissing it” He 
bent his head and kissed David's bare shoulder. "I love touching it" His hands glided up David's bare back. "| love 
worshipping it" With that, he turned David so that his back was toward the bed and he tenderly laid the man 


down and pulled the towel from around his waist. 


"Dave, no," the older man protested. "You're tired and worn out from all that riding. Come and crawl in here 


with me. We don't have to..." 
"You dont want to?" 
The older man shook his head. "Later," he said. "Right now, you probably could use a nap. Come here." 


Reluctantly, Dave slowly crawled onto the bed. He turned and let David spoon him, enjoying the feeling of his 


naked body against his back and his arms circling around him. 


"You know | love you very much and | appreciate that you want to do things for me like that. But | want to 
take care of you, too. And after yesterday and last night and riding home this morning, you need some rest." 


‘| love you. You're probably right” 


‘Of course | am." David kissed his lover's damp hair and tightened his embrace. He held Dave in quiet, 
comfortable silence until he felt Dave relax and heard the even breathing indicating he'd drifted off. 


He slid out of the bed very quietly and, inside the closet, he threw on a pair of shorts. His own form caught 
his eye in the large mirror and he stopped to examine himself. Scars, long, slashing, crisscrossing scars 
covered his chest and stomach and now his thighs looked odd to him. One thigh was covered in lines or 
hardened, whitened, raised lines. The other had the same markings all over except the inside, up near his groin. 
How could someone find this body sexually appealing? How in the world does Dave manage to get aroused at 
the very sight of it? Because he sees you from the inside out, David reminded himself. And because maybe 
he's a little kinky like that. And that's okay. Maybe it simply meant, oddly enough, he was the only one able to 


give Dave fulfillment. 


Grinning at that thought, David slipped from the bedroom and slid the door closed behind him. He wanted to 
pull out the song he was working on but the previous thoughts would not vacant his mind. Scars, sexual 
fulfillment..spank bank. David dug out his phone and flipped through the videos he had of the two of them. The 
very first one. On the private plane. David turned the volume down and began the playback as he slowly made 
his way to the couch. He flopped back on it, legs spread. Initially he wanted to see himself. Wondered if he could 
see himself through Dave's eyes. Soon, however, he was watching Dave. Admiring his long, strong legs and his 


cute, little pancake ass. The way his mouth hung slack open and his chest heaved. 


Soon, David realized his free hand was rubbing himself through the shorts. 


Chapter 102 


The bed was empty. Oddly empty. Normally there was a presence beside him and suddenly it was gone. The 
empty bed linen felt cold to the touch, indicating that David had been gone a while. Wearily Dave slid from 
between the sheets and blinked at the empty bedroom. 


"David?" 
No response. 


With a pout, he wandered to the bathroom. Still no David. It was only when he heard a low gasp from the living 


area that Dave found him, a smirk growing on his lips. 


Propped along the length of the couch was his boyfriend, knees pulled up and legs spread. His attention was 
focused on his phone, one hand pushed in to his shorts and stroking his cock Quiet, tinny sounds emanated 


from the device and Dave could only assume that David was watching the videos of them. 


Feeling his own cock harden, Dave leaned against the wall and wrapped a hand around himself. Covertly watching 
David jerk off was hot and he wanted a piece of the action. The older man's head fell back against the arm of 


the couch, hips arching from the cushions as he hissed. He murmured Dave's name, his stroking getting faster. 


Matching David's pace, he kept his eyes focused on the bassist, the images of what was playing on the other's 
phone all too sharp in his mind. He could see them, on the plane, going at it like they'd never been fed. Sliding a 
hand down to cup his balls, Dave bit his lip to stop himself from making a noise. The last thing he wanted was 


to be discovered. 
"Yes!" David hissed. "Oh, fuck, yes.” 


The phone had been placed on the back of the couch, and he'd pushed his shorts to the top of his thighs, his 
beautiful hard cock on show. One hand slid along his length while the other dipped between his legs, squeezing 
his balls. Feeling his body go limp, Dave only just managed to hold himself upright, furiously stroking himself. 

David rocked his hips, forcing his cock in to his fist, his lips parted as he quietly babbled. Just as the bassist 


reached his peak, so did Dave, coming against himself as David's come splattered against his chest: 


Panting quietly, he watched as David relaxed, body sinking into the couch. He wiped his hands on his shorts 
before reaching behind himself for a box of tissues. Cleaning himself off, he tossed the dirty tissue into the 
waste bin before grabbing his phone and shutting it off. Dave was about to scamper back to the bedroom 
when David swung his feet to the floor and brushed the hair from his face. 


The younger man panicked. He didn't care about being caught but he thought David might be embarrassed and 
he didn't want David to feel bad about something he found so hot and erotic. He wanted David to keep doing it. 
There was only time for him to pretend to be just coming out of the bedroom. He turned and found David 


standing before him. 

"Hey! Just woke up. Hi." He leaned forward to kiss David. 

"Just woke up? With come on your stomach? What were you dreaming about?" 

Dave grinned his big Davey grin "You, of course." He tried to pull David into his arms. 
"You're a shitty liar, Grohl. You watched me, didn't you?" 

"Watched you do what?" Still grinning. 

David rolled his eyes. "Your punishment will be severe." 

"Good! | hope so. Let's go!" He tried to pull the shorter man toward the bedroom. 
"Later. Or maybe never. | guess that's part of the punishment" 


"Evil fucker," Dave groaned. 


The following morning, the dark haired man found his lover in the shop, computer in front of him. He strode 


over to the table, kissed David's temple and asked, "Why didn't you come and wake me?" 
"Figured you'd need more rest," David replied without lifting his head. 

"What are you working on?" 

"Guest list" 

"For?" 

Now he lifted his head. "Still want to marry me, right?" 

"Yes. When?" 


"September [8th. Its National Thank You day. | figured what better way to thank you than marry you. Or say 


thank you for marrying me." 
Dave met his lover's eyes and smiled. "It's perfect. Who's on the list so far?" 


"The Moms, Elliot and his family, your sister and hers, Jamie, Chris, Bill and Simon, Roger, Jesse." 


"That's it?" 
"So far. Can you think of anybody else?" 

"Well, some of our friends and regulars here, maybe. What about that girl, Zoe?" 
And on cue, in she walked with Chad 


"Hey!" David smiled warmly and stood up. He greeted Zoe with a hug and offered his hand to Chad. The younger 
man took it and smiled bashfully. 


"Mr. Ellefson, | would like very much to take you up on your offer of a job. And | would like to work off the 


money | owe you before you begin paying me." He said quietly. 

David gave Zoe a confused look. She smiled and laid a hand on Chad's shoulder but did not speak. 

"Chad, thats a very noble and brave thing to say and | appreciate it but | will not hear of it. | trust you 
needed that money that you took and | hope it helped you out of whatever jam you were in Now, when do you 
want to start? Do you know Bill and Simon?" 


"Yes, sir. | can start right now if you want." 


"Hey, Simon? You want to show our new friend, Chad, around and get him started with cleaning up the kitchen 


from this morning's baking?" 

After Chad and Simon walked away, David turned back to Zoe. "Do you know what he needed the money for?" 
"Tom. Tom died of an overdose, David. His dealer was coming after Chad. | guess Tom owed him some money." 
"How much money? He didn't take very much from us. A couple hundred maybe." 


"You're not the only place he hit, David. Plus he hocked everything he owned. Think he gave the dealer upwards 
of ten thousand." 


David raked his hand through his hair. 


"Fuck," Hhe murmured. Now he was worried. Did he do the right thing, welcoming this guy into the fold? Would 
he put his other family members in danger if this dealer started coming around? 


It had to be all right, it just did. He'd have to stop panicking and believe he was doing the right thing. Bidding a 
brief goodbye to Zoe, David stuck his head in the kitchen. The two men were busy cleaning up, Simon showing 


him the ropes. 


It would be all right. It would. He just didn’t relish the idea of having to install cameras everywhere. Or having 
the police turn up. Or possibly losing his home, business, and friends. 


The door between the garage and the shop opened, Dave looking up as David walked in. The older man's arms 
were folded across his chest, eyes on the floor. He wandered until he was standing amid what would become 
the studio. The walls were in, waiting to be finished. The partition between the studio and the control room was 
sitting to one side. Wires trailed from the ceiling and walls. 

Putting down the scraper he got up and walked over to David. "sup?" 

‘I'm not sure about this." 

"About this new guy?" 

David sighed and looked up, a worried look on his face. "Yeah." 


"Because he owes money to dealers?" 


"Yeah. Don't want to turn this place in to a police state with cameras and checks and the cops running around. 


It's not the kind of place | want it to be” 

"Then don't let it go that way." Picking up a couple of stray tools, Dave dropped them back in to the box. 
"Going to try not to but | feel committed to having Chad here now" 

"So see how it works out" 

David nodded. "Yeah, he might only stick it a while before he decides to move on" 

"You never know." 


He watched as David looked around himself, a small smile twitching his lips. "Hey, this place is starting to look 
good. Really good. You're doing a great job, baby." 


"You like it?" Dave looked at him with wide, hopeful eyes. 
"Like it? | love it! Are you going to give it a name?" 


"We can name it." Dave nodded. 


"Have you thought of anything?" 

"Tossed a couple things around” 

"Such as?" Now David knew his boyfriend was being cute and evasive for a reason. 

"Tell me what you think" 

| haven't really given it a lot of thought 

Dave reached out and took David's forearm and turned it gently so that David was staring at his tattoo. 
"Blackbird?" 

"Blackbird Studios." Dave grinned. 

"What else you got?" 

The grin faded. "You don't like it?" 


"Just want to know what else you thought of” The truth was he loved it. He just liked giving Dave a hard time 


now and then. 


"Central 606. The first one was in Virginia. It was just the street address of the house | had there. The one in 
LA was technically 606 West but everybody just dropped the west. So Central 606. But it doesn't represent 
you so No." 

‘It doesn't need to represent me. This is your baby." 

"It needs to represent us. | like Blackbird" 

"| like Central 606" David snuggled against the taller man's chest, winding his arms around his back 

"Blackbird Studios, it is," Dave mumbled into David's hair as he slid an arm across his shoulders. 

"Sounds kind of metal." 

"Well, | am very metal." 


"Uh huh," David giggled. 


Dave pushed him out of his embrace. "Are you saying I'm not metal?" 


"No. No, not saying that at all" David rolled his eyes. 
"Have to prove it to you, then," the younger man resolutely said 


"Okay." 


Later in the day, David was upstairs on the phone with Marta, talking about the menu for the wedding, when 
he heard Dave banging on his kit down in the garage. 


‘Marta, Dave is at it again. | can barely hear you. He's making too much noise beating his drums. Let me call 


you back in a little bit?" 

"Oh, dear. | had you had on speaker and Felix heard you say Dave was drumming. Can he come over?" 
"Absolutely. Send him over." 

David unlocked the shop door and let Felix in 

"Wow!" the boy yelled over the noise. 

David laughed. "Yeah, wow." 


The two entered the garage and David immediately laughed at what he saw. Dave had added a second kick 
drum to the set he already had assembled in the corner, for tinkering with. 


"Who's metal now, bitch?!" Dave yelled and grinned. 
The grin was still on his face as David yelled, "Hey! Watch your language! We've got guests." 


"He's not a guest." Dave nodded to the young man, face lit up like a Christmas tree. "He's one of us. | can use 
whatever fuckin’ language | want! Come on in, Felix. Let's have some fuckin’ fun while Mr Boring over there 


gets on with his day" 


Rolling his eyes, David laughed and shook his head. "Ill show you boring. I'm going to go and sit down, with a 
rice, big coffee and the sexiest pile of paperwork you've ever seen. And l'm going to go over each and every 
piece meticulously until they're all done. And then l'm going to put them all in their sexy files and let them 
have their wicked way on the office shelves. Now, that's fun! Laters!" 


Shutting the door, he wandered back through the shop and stopped at the bar. "Jamie. Hey, Jamie! Grab the 
guys. Wedding meeting.’ 


With a new document open on the copmuter, they made a list of what would be needed. Food, drinks, music 
(easy enough), rings, possibly flowers, Justice of the Peace or other candidate to marry them. Tapping a pen 
against the table, Dave stared at the list before looking back at Jamie, Bill, and Simon. Chad had opted not to 
join them, insisting on staying in the kitchen, 

"Anything else?" he asked. 

"Who's doing what?" Simon asked. 

"How so?" 

"Who's walking down the aisle?" 

"That'll most likely be me. And, because she never had a daughter to play dress up and wedding with, itll be 
my mother giving me away. So please just humour her if she comes up with some crazy ideas. Actually.” 
Grabbing his phone, he dialled his mother's number. "Mom? Hil You want in on this wedding don't you?" 

The others watched as he held the phone away from his ear, cringing as Francis yelled. 


"Yes! | want in! On every single part. You're not planning it without me are you, David? David? DAVID?!" 


"No, we're just having a quick chat about it while Dave's locked up in the garage. Look, are there any jobs 


which need doing around the farm?" 

"Honey, there are always jobs which need doing around here." 

"Like big jobs? Any sheds need re-roofing? Anything like that?" 

"The hay barn needs some work on it before autumn comes, but Elliot can do that" 


"No! Don't let him start yet. I'm going to come over with Dave, Jamie, Bill, and Simon. While Dave's helping Elliot 
the rest of us can really get stuck in to all of this." 


"Fantastic! When are you all coming over?" 


Looking at them all, David mouthed "Saturday?". When everyone responded with a nod, he spoke to his mother. 
"Saturday good?" 


"That's fantastic. lll cook something for everyone and tell Elliot to hold off doing any big repairs. And David?" 
"Yeah?" 


"What date have you got in mind?" 


"September IBth, Mom." 
“Wonderfull Now | can start bragging to everyone that my son's FINALLY getting married" 

Laughing, David shook his head "Geez, thanks for the vote of confidence, Mom" 

"You're welcome. Bye, sweetie” 

Hanging up, he looked at the three expectant faces which looked back at him. "Any other ideas?" 

"Yeah," Jamie began, a wicked grin pulling at her lips. "I think you should walk down the aisle with the cats. 
Now that was a great idea and David plugged it into the laptop. "Brilliant! Love iH" 

"| was joking, Ellefson," she said in her usual droll tone. 


"No, you're not. They'll follow me anyway but even if they wander off it doesn't matter. They're perfectly safe 
up there." 


"And Shelby?" Bill asked 


Chewing his pen, David nodded. "We'll leave Shelby to Dave." 


Chapter 103 


"So we're saying ‘David and Dave request the honor of your presence as they .what? Exchange vows? Get 
married? Tie the knot?" David sat cross-legged on the couch, laptop perched on his knees. He was typing up 
what they wanted the invitations to say before printing it off and taking over to the printers/photo gallery 


three doors down. 


"Please, they're the ones that should be honored we invited them." Dave was laying on his back on the rug 


with Shelby next to him. 
David threw a pillow at him. "I'm serious. Would you please help me?" 


"All right. Say, ‘David and Dave invite you to share their special day with them as they wed in UNHOLY 
matrimony!" And he stuck his long tongue out and gave David the devil horns. 


"| hate to admit it but, aside from the unholy part, that sounds good" 


As David was typing out the wording of the invite, including the date and time and location, an email came in 
from Zoe. David opened it and laughed a single "HA!" 


When Dave sat up to see what the HA was for, David turned the screen around for him to see. 

"That's awesome! That is the cover of the invitation" 

It was a caricature drawing of both of them, standing side by side and holding hands. Dave was dressed in 
black jeans and a plain, black t-shirt and those black Vans loafers he's got. David was black jeans as well, paired 
up with a grey button down shirt, sleeves rolled to his elbows, and black boots. 

"| didn't even know she could draw. This is great. I'll reply and ask if she minds if we use it” 

She didn't mind. In fact, she was flattered they liked it so much. 

David printed everything out and then turned the computer off. He set it down on the coffee table and 
uncurled his bare legs. Padding quietly to the printer, he gathered the sheets and laid them on the counter to 
remember to take them the next morning. He heard someone or something creeping up behind him. When he 
turned he saw Dave crawling across the floor on his hands and knees. 

"That's an excellent position for you." He smirked. "Let me just go get your collar and lead." 


When Dave didn't move or say anything, David cocked his head and raised an eyebrow. 


"That what you want?" 


This time, the brunette nodded. 

"All right. Wait right here 

As David tried to walk past his lover, however, Dave nipped at his calves. 
"Owl" David shrieked. "You bit me!" 

Dave giggled softly 


"Bad! Very bad boy!" David swatted his head. So he was in a playful mood and looking to receive that 
punishment David hadn't made good on yet. Okay. He pointed a finger at Dave. "Sit! Sit right there and stay! 
Think about what you did! | will be right back" 


Shelby looked from Mommy to Daddy and was very confused. She approached Dave and sniffed his face before 
giving it a lick. 


Going to the bedroom, David purposefully shut the door and leaned against it. Grinning to himself, he stared 
around the room before setting to work Straightening out the bedclothes, he laid out the toys he'd need 
beside it. Blindfold, gag, candles, lighter, flogger, feathers, riding crop, handcuffs, silk scarves. Reaching about in 
the drawer, he pulled out the collar and leash. For a moment, he stared at it, fingers running over the worn 
leather. It felt like it should be him doing that, him giving in. He was the one who had caused so much pain. He 


was the one who should be surrendering and apologising. 


Glancing in the mirror, he ran his fingers over his bare throat. Part of him missed wearing the necklaces and 
collars Mustaine had had him wear. Part of him missed the security they gave him. The other part didn't miss 
them, didn't miss the way they made him feel tied down, claustrophobic. 


Still, there was fun to be had and he grinned at himself. Dave was definitely going to get his punishment. 
Walking back into the living area, he couldn't help but laugh at the sight of Dave and Shelby sitting side by side, 
both of them with their heads cock, quizzical looks on their faces. Grabbing his phone, he snapped a quick 
photo before walking over and ruffling Shelby's head. She began to wriggle when she saw the leash, giving 


small, excited barks. 

"Later," he chuckled. "Come with me. You." He pointed to Dave. "Stay!" 

Taking Shelby in to the kitchen, he gave her some treats and told her to stay. Leaving her in her bed, he 
walked back to Dave, his pants already becoming tight. His boyfriend obediently offered his neck and David 
wound the collar around it, buckling it before clipping the leash to on. He gave it a gentle tug and Dave got back 


to his hands and knees. David loved it, loved every moment of having this man follow him around. 


"Heell" he commanded as he began to walk to the bedroom. 


His boyfriend willingly obeyed, moving just beside his feet. As they approached the room, Dave began to tug at 
the leash, whining softly. Giving it a hard yank, David pulled him back. 


"No! Behave!" 


Dark eyes looked up at him sadly, pouting. David gave him a gentle flick round the back of head, just for good 
measure. Walking in to the room, he pointed to the end of the bed. 


"Sit. Stay." 


Dave did, even as the lead was dropped to the floor. Falling on to the bed, David lay back, hands tucked behind 
his head as he looked down the bed and grinned at Dave. 


"Who's a good boy? Who's a good boy, hey?!" 


The brunette started to slowly crawl up the bed. Tentative at first, testing David out. When David said nothing, 


he proceeded until he was kneeling alongside his boyfriend's legs. 
"Help me out of these shorts." 
Dave grinned and reached for them with his hands. 


They were batted away. "Nuh uh. With your teeth. But first." And David picked up the blindfold and sat up. He 


smiled at Dave before wrapping it around the younger man's head. “There. Now undress me with your teeth." 


Being collared and leashed and now blindfolded excited Dave. Every hair on his body stood to attention and he 
had to will his body to relax. It was a good mixture of pleasure and fear that coursed through his veins. 
Should he be frightened? No. Not frightened. Anxious, perhaps. He knew that the things David would do to him 
would hurt and be painful but he liked it. He enjoyed it. He thrived on it, knowing that it was bringing David 
release. Not just in the sexual sense, either. There was a time when Dave would not be this submissive to 
David. There was a time when he would have worried that David would not see the line or the limit. But he no 


longer had that worry. He trusted David 


So he moved his hands up David's thighs to find the hem of his shorts. Once his fingers found it, he bent his 
head and grasped it in his teeth, giving the shorts a gentle tug. A hand landed in his hair and took a fistful of 
it. 


"Hurry up." There was a growl from above him. 


Dave gripped the shorts tighter in his mouth and gave a harder tug. He felt David lift himself off the bed and 
so he pulled the shorts all the way down the bassist's legs. 


David sat up then and took his lover by the arm. Gently, he guided Dave off the bed and requested that he 


kneel again. "Down on the floor again, please." 


The younger man settled back on his heels. David's hand knotted in his hair again. His other hand was wrapped 
around himself, stroking quickly. 


‘Open your mouth wide and stick your tongue out" 


Dave obeyed and the older man took a second to admire the sight before him. He took a step closer to the 
man and slowly pushed the head of his cock against Dave's tongue. The younger man let out a whine, his hands 


reaching in front of him, looking for something to grab. 
They found the back of David's knees and curled around them, trying to pull David closer. 


Sliding up the wet tongue, David's cock slipped into the wide open mouth waiting for him. He pushed forward 
until it hit against the back of Dave's throat. 


"Relax your throat. Open it up for me. Keep your mouth wide," David instructed as the hand tightened in 


Dave's hair. 


The hands clenched around David's legs but Dave did as he was told and he concentrated on keeping his gag 
reflex down as David began thrusting himself deep into his throat. The wet sucking and choking noises coming 
from his throat did nothing to tame his own arousal and he could feel himself getting hard inside his own 
shorts. The saliva he was not allowed to swallow now spilled over his chin, into his beard, and slid down his 


neck. 


With one hand wrapped in to the back of Dave's hair and supporting his head, David stared down at his 
boyfriend. He nearly came from the sight, his cock throbbing in the younger man's welcoming throat. Baring his 
teeth, he grunted and forced himself a little deeper, the burning of his muscles only adding to his excitement. 


"Fuck," he hissed. "I could do this all fuckin’ day." 


Clamping his hand against the back of Dave's head, David pushed his mouth along him until his nose was 
pressed against his pelvis. His lips curled back into a sneer, breath coming in rough pants as he rocked. The 
choking and spluttering only turned him on further, his cock hardening more as his orgasm crashed towards 
him. With one last, deep thrust he came, a guttural grunt erupting from his chest, hos boyfriend taking 
everything he had to offer. 


As his cock softened, he slowly and carefully pulled away, realising how violent he'd been. Resting on his hands 
and knees, Dave coughed and panted, saliva dripping from his lips. Grabbing a towel, David knelt in front of him, 
one hand stroking the side of Dave's head while the other cleaned him up. 


"Okay?" he asked. 


The younger man nodded. 
"Want a drink?" 


Another nod. Getting to his feet, David fetched a bottle of water and carefully placed it in the hands of his 
still blindfolded boyfriend. Most of the bottle disappeared in a few, swift gulps. 


"Going to get you up on to the bed, okay?" 

He noticed Dave was shaking ever so slightly, yet he still nodded. 
"You're sure you're okay?" David clarified. 

"Perfectly," Dave chuckled. "Just finish it off." 

David smiled. "Oh, I'm going to." 


Gently he helped Dave stand and moved him to the bed, one hand wound around the lead. Placing him on his 
hands and knees, he pressed a hand to the back of his boyfriend's neck until his face was buried in the pillow. 


"Might want to turn your head to one side," David murmured. 

His request was obeyed and, picking up the handcuffs, David carefully cuffed Dave's hands into the small of his 
back. Sitting back on his own heels, he took a moment to admire the sight of his boyfriend quiet, back dipped 
and his knees pulled beneath him. Dave was suddenly so compliant it almost scared him. 

With one hand softly massaging Dave's ass cheek, David surveyed his implements. He picked up the riding crop 
and carefully weighed it in his hand. Gave his own thigh a few test swings before letting the end of it trail 
slowly up Dave's calf. 

"Do you know what this is?" 

"Yes." 

"Do you want it?" 


"Yes, please." 


‘Ohh, ‘please’. Very good boy." And with that, he gave the younger man a very solid smack against the back of 
his thigh, right in that crease where ass meets thigh. Dave hissed and bucked. 


"More?" 


"Yes, please." 
Another smack against the other thigh. "I like it when you say please.” 
Dave let out a whine and pushed his face into the pillows. 


David didn't bother asking if he wanted more before swinging again. Eight more times and he left red hot welts 
up and down the back of the man's thighs. 


"Does that feel good?" he asked in a quiet, tender voice as he put the crop down and next reached for the 
flogger. 


"Yog" 
"Does it? You like it?" 
"Yog" 

"Tell me why" 


Before Dave could answer, however, the older man swung the flogger and connected with his ass. The brunette 


yelped and twitched. 
"Why?" 

Another lash across the other cheek this time. 

"David!" he cried and grunted 

David laughed softly and paused, waiting for Dave to answer him 

"LI don't know why" 

Another hard lash, catching his hip. "Yes, you do. Tell me 

David put the flogger down and, with a hand, he swept Dave's hair away from his neck. He slid a finger 
between the collar and the warm skin beneath it. "This looks so good on you. You look beautiful. So beautiful, it 
sends a shiver down my spine. Tell me what you like about wearing a collar and allowing me to hit you" 


"Wearing your collar," Dave whispered. 


"Because it came from me?" 


"Yes." 
"And why do you like me hitting you?" 


When Dave paused, David swung again, the flogger catching the top of his thighs. Again the younger man 
yelped and bucked, his arms straining against the cuffs. Moving closer, he ran his mouth down Dave's arm, 
tongue leaving wet trails in its wake as he tasted the essence which belonged only to his boyfriend. Already his 
cock was hard again, throbbing against his stomach. But he'd wait and tease his lover a little more. 


"Because," was the gasped reply. 
He knelt back up, fingers rumning over the leather of the implement in his hands. "Because?" 
"Because it makes me feel good. Because it comes from you." 


Grinning, David kissed the tops of his boyfriend's thighs. "Good boy. Going to give you a few more, if only 


because | like seeing you squirm." 


He laid another four lashes to Dave's ass and thighs before he placed the flogger to one side. His boyfriend 
gasped and panted, body rising and falling with the effort of breathing. Red welts littered his skin and David 
rubbed a teasing hand over them. Dave bucked and whined when he reached between Dave's legs and stroked a 
hand over his painfully hard cock. 


"Think we should take a trip to see your friend," David mused. "The one at the sex shop. Think | need something 


to keep these legs spread nice and wide. Something metal, to match your oh so metal personality.’ 


Dave groaned against the pillow, the lack of relief exciting and frustrating him in equal measures. He wanted to 
come, wanted to finish. Yet, at the same time, it excited him far more than he thought it would. Being 
completely at David's mercy and not knowing what was coming next was driving him to the brink. And the older 
man had become so good at controlling himself. Dave knew he could have gone completely crazy, especially 
considering the past few days. Shutting down David's phone had been a stupid move, one he suspected he may 
live to regret one day. Yet David hadn't used this moment to punish him for it. 


Behind him, he heard the click of a lighter and he knew what was coming next, even before David told him. Hot 
wax dropped onto the slope of his back, making him hiss as it slid down his skin. The drops came thick and fast, 
creating a pattern of wax as they pooled just before his shoulders. 


"Beautiful," David purred. “Absolutely beautiful. | think you should wear that collar all the time." 
The thought sent a jolt through him, exciting him. "Please." 


"You want to?" 


"Yes please." 


He could hear the smile in David's voice. "| do love hearing you say please. In that case, we shall find you 


something you can wear all the time. How does that sound?" 

"| like that idea" 

David shivered. He could hear it in the other's voice, hear that he was a breath away from calling him "Sir" or 
"Master". He pushed back the memories of saying it to Mustaine. Forced them to return to the depths of his 


mind. It was time to forget all of that and to just let their relationship flow any way it wanted to. 


David unlocked the handcuffs and let the younger man drop his hands to the bed. He eased him onto his side 


and ran gentle hands over his body. 
"Okay, my darling?" 
Dave nodded and softly replied, "Yes." 


"Gonna make love to you now." David picked up the bottle of lube as he slid behind Dave and kissed the man's 


shoulder. 

He covered himself in a generous amount of the lube and then, with one hand on Dave's ass, he slowly pushed 
his way inside of him. With his free hand, he took hold of the leash and pulled it back, forcing Dave's head to 
snap back, onto David's shoulder. Even with his hands free now, Dave had not reached for the blindfold. He'd 
left it over his face. Now the sight of it along with reddened, damp cheeks and a gaping mouth had David 


aching. 


"You are absolutely gorgeous, baby," he hissed as he pressed his face into Dave's cheek. "Does that feel good? 
Like it when I'm inside of you?" 


ms 
"Want to jerk yourself off? Want to come?" 

ie 

"Go ahead. Just let me know when you're ready to come" 


David slowed his thrusting as he watched Dave's hand travel slowly toward his erection. Carefully, very slowly, 
the hand curled into a fist and he began stroking himself. David matched his rocking with Dave's slow pace. 


"You want it nice and slow, baby?" 


"Slow and deep. Go deeper, please." 
"Want me to find that spot that makes you see stars?" 
"Yes." 


So David kept his pace slow and took long, deep strokes inside of his lover. He let go of the leash and that hand 
took up petting Dave's hair. He whispered close to his ear. 


"Remember the night in the corn field on the bike?" 
Dave moaned softly at the memory. 


"You were so fucking good that night. Never been better, the way you took me on top of the bike. | came so 
fucking hard." 


"You were so hot. But you know what | was just thinking about?" 

Hm?" 

"The first night we made love here. Before the place was finished, remember that?" 
"Course. First time we discovered you like hot wax" 


Dave groaned and his hand began to work himself faster. David grinned to himself and picked up his pace to 


match Dave's. 


Soon, the talking and teasing was abandoned. Only groans and grunts filled the air until Dave panted, "Soon 


David, soon" 

"Come in your hand for me, baby." 

Dave growled low in his throat when he released into his own hand. His orgasm rocked through him and the 
vibrations and tightening around David's cock caused his orgasm to crest as well. With a yell of his boyfriend's 
name, he slid almost all the way out of Dave, only to come just inside the tightened ring of muscle. 


As he panted and squeezed his eyes closed, he let his head drop and it rested against Dave's shoulder. 


Sliding to the bed, he lay behind Dave, one hand gently stroking down his back. The younger man purred, hand 
falling back against David's shoulder. Smiling, David kissed him. 


"You really are amazing. Thank you." 


Dave's face broke in to a goofy smile. 

"You know you said about the collar." he began 

His boyfriend nodded wearily, eyes closing. The smile remained. 

"Did you actually mean it?" 

Dave's voice was husky and quiet. "Yep." 

"Really?" 

"Yep" 

Falling quiet, he went back to stroking his boyfriend's hair. "I'll take a look around. Find something appropriate." 
The purring just deepened, relaxing David. So many things were rolling through his mind. Yet, despite all of it, he 
felt oddly comfortable with the position they were in. It wasn't a place he ever thought he'd be comfortable 
with again, but he was. Would he do the same? Not as freely as Dave had done, but he would. And the idea of 


his boyfriend wearing something which only they knew the meaning of was enough to drive him crazy with 


excitement. 


Chapter 104 


"All right, Mom. The invitations are there on the counter. Let me just go find Dave. He wasn't in the garage or 
the shop. He must be on the roof" 


"Oh! Let me come up and see what your plan is for up there." 
‘Its really hot out. Are you sure? I'm just popping up to tell him we're home." 


‘lm sure. Besides, you told me you had beetles on the tomatoes. Maybe | can see what kind they are and we'll 
whip something up to get rid of them." 


The pair climbed the stairs and stepped out onto the roof. David's tomato plants had been suffering from 
small, brown beetles and the fruit was becoming rotted before it had even ripened. Francis stooped to examine 


a plant while David called his boyfriend's name as he rounded the garden boxes. 


"Dave? You up here? I'm home and | brought my - Dave!" He found his boyfriend stretched out, naked, in 
Shelby's kiddie pool. His feet were hanging over the edge. 


"Would you care to join me?" Dave asked and wiggled his eyebrows. 
"David, honey, they're Japanese beetles!" Francis called from the other side of the garden. 
Dave's eyes went wide and he scrambled to stand up. 


"Don't stand up! Just stay there! I'll get her back downstairs. Put some fucking shorts onl" David hissed as he 
pushed Dave back down into the pool. 


He quickly stepped back around and took his mother by the elbow. “Japanese beetles, you said? How do we get 
rid of them? Let's go back downstairs. It's hot up here." 


"Did you find Dave?" 
"Uh." David stammered. 


‘I'm here!" And Dave appeared. Dressed, this time, in a pair of red swim trunks. He leaned in and kissed Francis 


on the cheek. "Hi, Mama." 
"Hello, son Have you been running under the hose?" 


"No, we got a small pool for the dog and | was chilling in there for a while. Its a hot one today!" 


‘It certainly is. Come downstairs. | will make some nice iced tea David, do you have any mint leaves?" 
"| might. If not here, then down in the shop." 


"Perfect. We'll have iced tea and send out these invitations. Did you include your cousins on the guest list, 


David?" 

David groaned as he followed his mother down the stairs. "Here we go." He muttered. 

"Mom," he continued as they walked down to the shop, "I don't want everyone here. Close friends and family 
only. Not cousins | haven't seen since goodness knows when. Besides." He waved a hand at the ceiling and the 
garden beyond it. "We don't have heaps of space." 


"Because I'm hoping you only do this once." She glared at him as he walked around the bar, fetching tea 


Reaching on to Dave's shelf, he pulled down a small mint plant and stared at it. "When the fuck did he get 
that? Hoarder." 


"David! Don't use that language and don't speak of Dave like that." 


He placed the plant on the bar. "It's true. You should see some of the stuff he keeps. Anyway, wedding. No, 
they're not coming. They can come to the party afterwards but not to the actual ceremony." 


"Why?" 


"Because we don't have the room! Remember that there's two families involved in this. Not just you. | know 
you're happy and all, but” He sighed and ran a hand through his hair. "But | just want it to be you, Elliot, his 


family, Dave's family, the guys from here and our friends." 


Francis pulled herself on to a stool. "So get married somewhere bigger." She grinned. "You can always get 


married at the farm." 


"No," David groaned. "We want to do it here." He nodded to the invitations. "Anyway, get addressing those. They 
need to go in the mail tonight. And if | find you've invited anyone who's not on the list, the wedding's cancelled. 
Understood?" 


She just grinned at him. 


An hour later, a small pile of addressed envelopes with cute heart stamps sat on the side. Several empty 
mugs littered the bar. When a hand flicked the back of his head, David retaliated with an elbow to his 
boyfriend's ribs. 


"Enjoy your swim?" he asked as a dressed, but dripping wet, Dave wandered to one of the coffee machines. 
"Perfect. You should try it." 
"Yeah, | will. Once I've finished all these jobs. You know, the ones you're supposed to be helping me with." 


A mug of coffee was placed in front of him. "I am helping. By staying out of your way. | know what you're like, 


Ellefson. One wrong move and you'll be wearing my balls as a necklace." 
David nodded. "You have a point." 
"Where's Mom?" Dave hopped up on the bar beside him, legs swinging back and forth. 


"Upstairs playing with the cats | think. Or having a rest. | don't know." Sighing, he wrapped his hands around the 


mug. "She wants us to get married out at the farm so we can invite more people." 
"Yeah, | heard about inviting your cousins. What's the deal?" 


"Because once we invite them, then we have to invite all of your side. Plus any extras they need to bring with 


them. | don't want to do it. | want to have a small gathering for my family and friends. Not some huge party." 
"She only wants to see you have a good time." 


Pulling himself up on to the bar, David nodded, mug cradled in his hands. "| know. But, at the same time, | want 


to keep it small and personal." 


David was wrist deep in bread dough when his boyfriend came and wound his arms around his waist. 
"Whatcha making?" 

"French rolls. Want to help?" 

"No can do. | gotta go somewhere." 

"Oh yeah? Where?" 

"Can't tell you." And Dave kissed his cheek and hurried off. 


"Fucking brat," David muttered. 


However, as soon as he heard the bike fire up in the garage, he untied his apron. He had an errand to run 
himself. 


"Hey, Simon? Want to finish up the breads for me and then start on the muffins? | gotta go meet someone 


just a couple doors down" 
"Sure, no problem." 


David leaned closer and lowered his voice. "See if you can't get Chad to help. Get him engaged. He's always so 


quiet and detached. Just ask him for help. If he doesn't want to, though, just let him be, okay?" 
"You got it" 
"Thanks." 


David heard the bike roar up the street so he entered the shop and looked around. He found Bill behind the 


counter. 

"Just going up the street for a sec, okay? Simon's baking." 

Across the street and three doors down, there was a gallery where a man worked with metals, making jewelry 
and some other, larger items such as sculpture and signage. David showed him a photo of a blackbird in flight 
and asked if he could forge a small pendant out of sterling silver just like the photo. The man agreed that he 
could. David also saw a burnt bronze sign in the window. 


"Could you also do something like that, only much larger that says Blackbird Studios on it?" 


"How much bigger? Bronze isn't cheap. | might suggest something cheaper and | could stain it to look like 
bronze. Like old and weathered" 


"I'm thinking maybe four feet wide by three feet tall” 

"Yeah, Let me use a cheaper material and I'll get it to look like bronze for you." 
"You're the boss. Can | have the pendant by September 8th?" 

"Absolutely" 


Returning to the shop, he grabbed his laptop and dropped himself to one of the tables. A mug of coffee 
appeared beside him almost instantly. Smiling, he looked up at Jamie. 


"How's it going?" 


She shrugged. "Meh." 
"Just meh? How's Chad doing?" 


She sat opposite him and stared out of the window for a moment. "I think everyone's worried he might get 


settled in and then start stealing again 
"Well, try not to worry, okay?" 

"Trying. But its tough." 

"Just keep an eye on him. 

"Am doing." 


Opening up a browser window, David found what he was looking for. A jewellery maker across the city worked 
in leather and he had promised Dave. His heart pounded as he shot off an email asking if they could make a 
braided leather collar. Nothing to big, just something slender and neat. It would lock at the back with the tiniest 
of locks. David squirmed at the thought and debated changing the lock to a clasp. But the images of that night 


rattled through his mind. No, he was going to leave it as it was. 


He knew he may have been pushing a boundary but, at that precise moment, Dave didn't care. Stashed in the 
compartment of the bike were the results of his trip to the pet store. A few bits for the cats. A couple of 
new toys for Shelby. And, hidden among it all, a slender black animal collar, this one engraved with "David" on 
the plate. For bedroom use, of course, because he knew it would definitely be crossing a line for David to wear 
something like that 24/7. He'd also brought a matching leash to go with it, slender and black. Just thinking 


about it made his palms sweat. 


Pulling in to the garage, he shut off the bike and gathered the bags. Walking into the shop, he smiled at the 


regulars and greeted Jamie. 
"Where's David?" 
She sighed and rolled her eyes. "You really do need to be wearing glasses all the time." 


She pointed to the corner beside Marmaduke's window. David sat at the table, mug in one hand, and a pile of 


paperwork in front of him. 
"Ah, good. He's distracted" Dave grinned and then quickly left and ran upstairs. 


A moment later, Jamie was sitting across from David again. She pulled some of the paperwork away from him. 


"Bills." 

"Yep. Sucks, don't it?" 

"We doing okay here, boss?" she asked 

"Doing just fine," he replied. 

"This one for the paper goods says it's due tomorrow, the Ith." 


"| paid that one online the other day. You can toss it," David told her as he bent over again to read the stack 
he still had in front of him. "Oh. Oh, shit. Tomorrow's the Ith already?" It dawned on him. 


"Yeah. What? You didn't pay this one after all?" 
"What? No, | did. Um, | gotta go check on something. Dave went upstairs, right?" 
"Yeah. What's wrong with you? David, you're pale and you're freaking me the fuck out. What's going on?" 


"Nothing, it's fine. | just need to go find Dave." He bunched up the papers in his hand and quickly left the shop, 


leaving Jamie staring after him with a confused expression. 

"| need a vacation," she grumbled as she pulled out her phone and dialed Chris. 

David quietly entered the loft. He wasn't sure how Dave would handle it this year. He wasn't sure if the events 
of the past year would make it better or worse. Better, he hoped Now that there was some distance and 
closure, maybe he'd forget about it or brush it off like any other day. 


"Dave?" he softly called. 


When Shelby came trotting from the bedroom that was a dead giveaway for where his boyfriend was hiding. 
David walked in the doorway and found the closet door open. 


"Babe?" 

"Hey, what's up?" Dave shoved a drawer on his dresser closed quickly and turned to David with a bright smile. 
"Just came up to see what you were doing. Everything okay?" 

‘Great, yep. Superb!" 


David studied his boyfriend. "You're acting weird." 


‘lam not. Hey, its a really great day out. You want to go practice riding?" 

"Can. Sure you're okay?" 

"lm great. Come here." Dave pulled David into his embrace and gave him a long, knee-weakening kiss. 

David groaned, arms locking around his boyfriend's neck. "Okay, cancel going out," he mumbled in to the kiss. 
Arms tightened around his back, Dave chuckling against his mouth. "Thought you might say that." 

Pulling back, David looked at him, taking in the sparkling eyes and wide smile. "You're sure you're okay?" 
"Perfectly. Why'd you ask?" 


He had to say it, just To make sure. There was no use hiding it and if the younger man was in pain, he wanted 


to know about. 

"Well, tomorrow's the Ith." His voice trailed off 

Dave's eyes dropped to the floor, his hands falling from David, and he took a step back 

"Sorry," David murmured 

The dark haired man shook his head. "s okay. Had just forgotten" 

"| didn't know if you had or not. Just wanted to make sure you were okay” 

His boyfriend nodded, eyes still downcast. Reaching out, David ran a hand along Dave's arm, fingers reaching for 
his. He had to accept that this may forever be a tough time of the year for Dave. Had to accept that it was 
an event permanently etched in to his lover's mind. One day he may be able to let it go. Or it may remain 


forever. 


Wrapping an arm around Dave's waist, he pulled the younger man closer and pressed a kiss to his cheek. "Come 


on. Let's go for a drive." 


For the first time in a while, Dave was silent. Seated beside him, David looked at him, filled with concern. Had he 
opened another wound? Was it one Dave had managed to forget? He felt guilty for bringing it up. Dave would 
have told him if there was a problem. Wouldn't he? 


He drove them to Lake Calhoun. Parking the car amid a hundred others, he waited for Dave to get out before 


taking his hand and beginning to walk. They walked along the shore in silence, passing people who were out 
playing and enjoying. They walked until they were alone as they could be beside a lake in the middle of the city. 
Sitting, he pulled Dave beside him, never letting go of his hand as they stared out at the lake, the water gently 
lapping the shore. 


"You know something?" the brunette softly said, barely heard over the sounds of the water and the far off 
people. 


"What, baby?" David leaned into him. 


‘Its time. Time for this to just be a distant, painful memory. As much for you as for myself. Its not fair to 


let it shackle me anymore." 


‘Its okay, darling," David replied. "It was a huge event in your life, its completely understandable that you'd still 
feel strongly about it" 


| might always feel strongly about it but it doesn't have to cripple me. Look at what life for me is now. Look 
at everything that I've got" 


David smiled as he was pulled against Dave's side and a warm arm was wound around his shoulders. 
"You know what else?" Dave now spoke into his boyfriend's ear. 

"What?" 

"In exactly one month, I'll have a husband." 


"Ill have the best husband another man could hope for. And after that, Vegas! And after that, several nights 


alone with you on the boat: 

"Out in the ocean," Dave whispered. "Nobody can hear you scream. And trust me, I'm gonna make you scream." 
"Every night?" 

Dave nodded. "And sometimes during the day, too." 

"Love you." The older man used a hand to turn Dave's face toward his and press a kiss to his lips. 


‘Love you, too." Dave let his eyes drift back across the water. "Should have brought the dog. Hey, can we 
bring her -" 


"No! No, Grohl. We are not bringing our dog on our honeymoon!" 


"But she would like the boat!" 
"| dont care! No" 

"You just don't like her” Dave gave a playful pout. 
"You're right” 


They took their time walking around the lake, hand in hand, watching sailboats and kayaks and paddle boats. By 
the time they got back to the car, it was early evening. 


"Hungry, baby?" David asked. 
"Always." 


Near the parking lot was a cute, little walk up fish place called The Tin Fish. With a basket of the biggest fish 
tacos ever and waffle fries each, they found a table on the patio overlooking the lake and tucked in 


"Damn, that's good!" Dave moaned after a bite of his mahi mahi. 
"Are you really going to finish all of this? Its huge!" 
The younger man merely raised an eyebrow as he chewed, 


"You're right. Stupid question" 
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They walked back in to the shop and quietly climbed up to the loft. Linking his fingers with David's, he lead the 
older man in to the bedroom, shutting the door behind them. Standing behind David, he tangled a hand in to the 
waves of caramel hair, brushing it away from the other's throat. Already he could feel David purring as he 
tilted his boyfriend's head, lips finding the curve of his neck. Trailing wet kisses to his shoulder, Dave wrapped 
his free arm around around the brunette and held him close. 

"Brought you something," he said, tongue curling around the shell of David's ear. 

"Yeah?" 

"Yeah." 


He returned to lavishing his boyfriend's smooth skin with kisses, burying his nose in his hair. "Close your eyes 


for me." 
"They're closed." 


Stepping back from David, he opened the drawer which contained their toys and pulled out the collar. "Lift your 


hair for me, please." 

He watched David still, back tightening a little. Reaching out, he ran a hand down David's spine. 

"We don't have to if you don't want to." 

David never turned to him as he answered, a note of laughter in his voice. "I don't even know what it is." The 
older man looked over his shoulder, eyes firmly trained on Dave, never looking down at what he held He wore a 
small smile. "But, if its what | think it is, then | want to do it properly this time." 

Dave cocked an eyebrow. "Properly?" 


"Yeah, properly. | want to look in to your eyes as you do it. Want to remember this moment forever." 


A slight ripple of nerves ran over Dave and he lifted his free hand to his mouth. With a smile, David pulled his 


fingers away. 


"Nothing to be nervous about," the bassist murmured. "Nothing at all. Most of all, | think | want this now. | 
trust you." 


Dave smiled and gazed into his lover's eyes, which danced with joy, as he slid the collar around Davia's neck. As 


he fastened the small, silver buckle, he swallowed down his nerves. 


"| promise that the very second you tell me you're uncomfortable with this is the second | will stop." 
"| know." 

"| love you so much, David." 

| know. | love you, too." 

The taller man slid a finger between the collar and David's neck "Loose enough?" 

David gently nodded. 


"Your word, if you want to stop, is Starbucks. And that will be the only sound you should make until | tell you 


to speak again. Understand?" Dave grinned as he cupped David's cheek 
The older man nodded again. 
"Good. Would you like to get undressed, please?" 


He gave a small grin and pulled his shirt over his head as he kicked off his sneakers. Dave smiled as he 


watched his boyfriend so eagerly disrobe. 


"You are so fucking beautiful. The most gorgeous thing I've ever seen" He reached out and trailed his fingers 


down the middle of David's naked chest. 

David knew he was blushing. He lowered his eyes and watched his own fingers unbuckle his belt. Sure, its been 
a year and then some that they've been together but he still couldn't get over the way Dave lavished him 
with compliments and praise. 

Kicking away his jeans, he tossed them away, eyes still on the floor. 

"Tidy them away for me, please." 

David did as he was bid, carefully folding his clothes and placing them to one side. 

"Good. | want you to kneel on the floor, head down and hands in your lap." 

Taking a deep breath, he carefully lowered himself to the floor, chin against his chest, hands clasped in front 
of him. It was so easy to fall back in to the role. So easy. Yet this time around it felt safe. He had no idea 
what was coming but the knowledge of a safe word made it all the more pleasant for him. The collar felt 


warm against his skin, a welcome weight sitting against his throat. The thought that he was owned by another 


sent a rush of adrenaline through him, spiking every sense. He wanted it. Craved it. In the aftermath of leaving 


Mustaine there was no way he could have been alone for long. His body, everything about him, craved the 
hands of another against his skin Mustaine would have had it forever had he not turned bad. 


Behind him, he could hear Dave moving around, drawers being opened and closed. Closing his eyes, David took 
breathed in through his nose, willing away any arousal. His pleasure would come later. For the moment, he 
belonged to another, given to them to provide them with whatever they wished. 


Fingers brushed at the side of his face. "Head up, please." 


From the corner of his eye, he saw the leash. It was clipped to the D-ring and given an experimental tug. 
Willingly he followed the movement, dropping to his hands and knees and allowing himself to be lead across the 
room. They stopped beside the bed and he resumed the previous position From beneath his hair, he watched 
as Dave undressed, clothes falling around him. Another tug on the leash and David looked up. 


Dave looked down at him, face still, eyes darker than before. He pulled on the leash. "Stand for me, please." 


He did and hands wandered over him, tracing over his scars. The touches, as gentle as snowfall, made him 


shiver. 


"Soon. We're going to have these photographed. Would love to get some of you wearing this." Fingers wandered 
over the collar, sliding behind it and giving a gentle tug. "Naked and lying on the bed, wearing nothing but that. 
Beautiful." 


Sitting on the edge of the bed, Dave looked up at him and patted his knees. "Lie down, hands and feet on the 


floor." 

David paused for a moment, letting his eyes drift from Dave's face to his naked lap. The only thing on his mind 
then was that Dave intended on spanking him. Dave intended on hitting him. But that was okay, wasn't it? He 
craved it. Wanted to feel the heat and sting on his body. 


"David? Okay?" The younger man reached a hand out and wrapped it around David's wrist. "Come here. Sit down 
first, then" He pulled his lover into his lap and gently stroked his thigh. 


The older man wrapped an arm around Dave's shoulders and nuzzled into his neck, leaving sweet, little kisses 


and nips. He let out a soft purr while his free hand found a nipple and flicked a thumb over it. 


"David, are you being naughty?" His voice caught in his throat and David nearly giggled. "You know what bad 
boys get. Turn over.” 


The older man got one more nibble in before he was turned onto his stomach across Dave's lap. He felt a 


large, calloused hand grip his shoulder while another gave his ass a firm squeeze. 


"Remember your word?" 


David nodded and then let his head hang, waiting patiently for the first stinging slap to set his body on fire. 


His lover gave him the exact cue Dave needed. When David froze like he did, Dave himself panicked a little. 
Maybe he'd read David wrong. Maybe David was not interested in being on the receiving end whatsoever. But 
when he purred in Dave's ear and gave him sweet little kisses and nibbles, he knew. David had sent him the 
reassurance he needed to carry this out. He had also sent him the message that he was ready and he wanted 


it. So the younger man did not disappoint. 


The hand that was on David's shoulder was now planted firmly in the small dip of his lower back. His right hand 
was raised above his head, poised, ready to be swiftly lowered at a second's notice. And so it was, landing 
square on the fleshy globe of David's perky ass. He could feel David's body stiffen. The older man bit back a 
gasp and just squeezed his eyes closed and held his breath, ready for the next one. 


The next four came swiftly, without pause. David really had to bite his bottom lip to keep from crying out. His 
body wiggled and squirmed before the hand in his back pressed harder and he heard Dave shush him. 


"Easy, baby. Shh. You're okay, right?" 


He nodded and willed his body to relax. When he hung limply over Dave's lap, the younger man took up spanking 
again. David's skin tingled and he felt a white hot heat surge through his veins. Before he knew it, he was 
trying to rub his erection against Dave's thigh. 


"Oh no you don't" Resting his hand in the small of David's back, the younger man held him down. "Don't think | 
don't know what you're doing. For that." He sat back, hands resting on the bed. "You can get up now." 


David stood and looked at him with wide, glazed eyes. His ass was reddened with hand prints and he swayed 
slightly, still dazed. Curling a finger, Dave gestured him closer. 


"Come here." 


When David leaned closer, Dave picked up the leash and wrapped it around his hand. Hazel eyes looked at him, a 
flicker of something flying through them before David closed the gap between them and kissed him. Hands slid 
in to his hair, twisting strands around fingers. Purring, he lay on the bed, pulling David down on top of him. The 
older man straddled him, rocking his hard cock against Dave's stomach. A quiet whine whispered against his lips 
and Dave gave a tug of the leash, one which silenced David. Instead, the brunette nipped at his lips, tiny little 
bites which made him shiver, his free hand winding around David's back and clutching him tight. 


He couldn't believe David had fallen so willingly in to the role. He'd expected to have David back off, to refuse. 
Instead, he'd come willingly, offering his throat to take whatever gift Dave was giving him. And the sliver of 
black leather looked delicious against his boyfriend's skin. Tugging David's head back, he admired the way the 


collar looked, moving every time David took a breath. 


Gently he pushed the older man away. "Kneel at my feet, please, and suck my cock" 

With a playful smirk, David tucked his chin against his chest and peered at Dave through his hair. 

"Now!" the younger man barked 

He moved intentionally very slow, sliding from the bed, all the while giving his lover the same puppy dog eyes. 
"| see what you're doing there. Being a little fucking brat. You want me to really give your ass a beating?" 
The corner of David's mouth curled in a sneer and he gently shrugged his shoulders. 

"Thirk you do" 


At that, David really turned it on He wrapped two hands around Dave's thigh and nuzzled his face against it, 
giving a long, low mewl. But his head was jerked back by the lead that Dave still held in his hand. He looked up 


at the brunette in surprise. 
"Not so fucking bratty now, are you? Get sucking, goddamn it” 


David's mouth opened, a scolding on his tongue for Dave's language, but instead, he got a light slap to his 


cheek. 
"Don't even try to yell at me for saying "goddamn it", goddamn it. Suck. Now." 


He felt a hand on the back of his head pushing it forward, into Dave's crotch. With one hand, he held his 
boyfriend's cock as he let his tongue softly roll across the head. 


"Quit fucking teasing me, Ellefson!" A growl from above, which made him grin. 


Fine, he thought. With a hand clenching either of Dave's thighs, David lowered his mouth to take him deep into 
his throat. He swiftly moved up and down, letting his spit slide out of his mouth, covering Dave's dick, getting it 
slick. He took him deep again and held his throat open, his nose pressed into Dave's abdomen. He heard a 
mumbled, ‘fuck me' from Dave and then let his hands slip under his boyfriend's thighs and he lifted them so 
that Dave's ass was further exposed. Abandoning the cock that was just in his throat, David started tonguing 


ass which was now presented on high. 
"SHIT!" the other man yelped. He struggled to push David back. "Bad! Very bad boy!" 


David took the opportunity to move from the bed. Standing at the foot of it, the lead dangling from the collar, 
he pouted at Dave before turning and making his way across the room. He knew what was coming, knew what 


was going to happen, and the thought of it only made his cock harder. 


When a strong hand wrapped into his hair and pulled, David let out a long, low hiss. Bursts of pain spiked 
through his skull, bolting over his skin and going straight to his groin. He pulled forward a little, savouring the 


pain, before he was pulled back, his head coming to rest on Dave's shoulder. 
Eyes, darkened with lust, glared at him, one eyebrow arched. "I'm gonna beat that sass straight outta you." 


David just grinned, lips peeling back to bare his teeth. His hair was pulled again and he allowed Dave to pull him 
across the room, his body nearly bent double. Once upon a time, he would have fought against such behaviour. 
Would have screamed and kicked and punched until it was free. But here, within the confines of their room, it 

was just another scene. Dave wouldn't push it any further than he knew he could, and David wouldn't hand out 


any more than he knew the other man could take. 


The hand let go of him, sending him back to his knees. With wide eyes, he peered up at his boyfriend through 


his messed hair, tongue flicking over his lips. 


‘Oh, you want it now, huh?" Dave wrapped a hand around his cock and offered it out to him. "Gonna be good 


and suck it? Or do | have to beat it from you?" 


David just pouted and shrugged, turning his head away when the slick head was pressed against his lips. The 
hand returned, wrapping in to his hair and pulling him back round. Sitting back on his heels, he gazed up at the 
younger man, enjoying teasing his boyfriend. 


Thrusting his hips forward, Dave pressed his dick back to the older man's mouth. David's brattiness was 
turning him on far more than he thought it would, a red hot energy burning through him. Part of him wanted 
to see how far he could push David. Part of him was well aware of the boundaries. When David didn't open up, 


he huffed and dropped his hand from the caramel hair. 

"Stay here. Head down Hands behind you. Goma give you some time to think. You wanna come?" 
David nodded, the large puppy dog eyes back in play. 

"You gotta earn it" 


Striding across the room, he rifled through one of the drawers and took out the riding crop. Letting the 
slender object slide through his hand, he walked from the room, firmly shutting the door behind him. 


David smiled to himself after Dave walked out on him. Should have cuffed me, he thought as he brought a 
hand to his own erection. The other hand came up and his fingers stroked the leather collar around his neck 
His eyes fell closed as he thought about his lover standing over him, giving him that stern look. It felt so good 
to see a face like Dave's above him. That mostly serious stern face laced with love and adoration That's what 


made this different. That's what made this not only acceptable but exciting. 


The hand that was at his collar now went back against the floor, allowing David to lean back and let his head 


fall back while still stroking himself. He knew he wasn't going to stop. Knew he was going to take himself 
straight over the edge and have to pay the consequences. And not a single fuck was given about it. In fact, 
imagining he look on Dave's face when he returned to see that David had jerked himself off made the older 


man smirk. 


With his hips bucking and rolling and his teeth gripping his bottom lip, he did just that. He stifled a grunt as he 


brought himself to orgasm, his warm come squirting against his stomach. 

"Have you been thinking about what a bad boy you've - " Dave burst through the door only to find David with 
his come covered fingers in his mouth. "What did you do?" Dave asked very slowly, his eyes wide and his jaw 
set. 

David merely smiled and shrugged, sucking the last bit off his middle finger. 

“Should have fucking cuffed you. Get up and bend over the bed and put that ass high in the air." 

The older man slowly stood and turned toward the bed. He purposely let his hips sway as he gave Dave a look 
over his shoulder. Dave was next to him in one big step and his hand knotted into David's soft, light brown hair 


agai n. 


"Keep it up, you fucking brat. | will enjoy beating it out of you and teaching you a lesson," he hissed into his 


lover's ear. 


Whether it was the abrupt approach or his tone of voice, he wasn't sure but David tensed for a moment and 


withered slightly. 

"Okay?" Dave asked softly. The hand that was yanking on his hair was now immediately petting it. 

After a moment, David raised his eyes to meet Dave's concerned gaze and he smiled and nodded. He tried to 
look convincing because he didn't want Dave to think he had to stop. He wanted to continue with this and 
silently begged Dave to understand he was okay. 

Finally the hand slid from his and curled around the small of his back 

"Do as | say and this won't hurt. Too much." The tone of voice had changed, becoming less stern 

Smirking, David crawled onto the bed. Sliding his chest over the sheets, he seductively raised his ass, silently 
begging his lover to beat him. Fingers slid over his ass and to the small of his back, holding him down. The tip 
of the riding crop slid along his leg and up his thigh before pushing at his balls. 


"One day," Dave purred. "I'm gonna make you come again and again. Enough to make you pass out. But first" 


The first lash caught him on the tops of his thighs, a stinging line burned across his skin. Biting his lower lip, 


David did his best not to make another noise. The second one struck him straight across the ass, as did the 
third and fourth, the pain red hot and raw. Whimpering, he buried his head in the sheets, the tears beginning 
to come. Yet he knew that, beyond the pain, was the bliss of arousal, ready to take him to heaven again. 


Taking deep breaths, he closed his eyes and sent himself to the safe place in his head. It was a place of 


serenity, the warm space where the pain tingled over him, awakening every nerve. 


Five and six caught the backs of his legs, leaving red lines in their wake. David shivered, fingers curling into the 
sheets. Gritting his teeth, he rocked back, begging for the final lashes. 


Two caught him across the crease between ass and thigh while the another two landed against his ass. 


"Damn, | love seeing you like that. So fuckin’ sexy, especially when you've got some beautiful whip marks on 


you." 


David shivered at his lover's final words, his own arousal growing again. His cock throbbed, the scent of sex 
thick in the air. Fingers crawled along his flarks, warm lips pressing kisses to his skin. They worked along and 
under him, teasingly brushing against his cock. 


"Hard again? Obviously | haven't punished you enough. Stay like that" 


Dave disappeared from behind him, only to return a moment later. David recognised the sound of the cap of a 
bottle being popped and, a second later, a slick finger plunged in to him. It rocked back and forth, sweeping over 
his prostate before another joined it. Biting the sheets, he tried desperately not to move, not to make a sound. 
When the fingers pulled out, he held his breath, time stilling around him. 


"Want me? Want me inside of you?" Dave asked him as he held onto David's hip. 
The older man peered over his shoulder and nodded. 
"Come back here. Stand up on the floor and bend over." 


He did as he was told, arms stretched before him, propping him up on the mattress. Dave pushed his thighs 
together. 


"Gonna make it nice and tight," he told David as he raked his nails from David's shoulders down his back to his 
ass. 


David hissed and his body went rigid. And then the two hands spread his ass open and Dave pushed his lubed 
up cock inside of him. He felt it stretch him slowly, a delicious bolt of pain screamed through hin, rolling his 
eyes back and making his mouth fall open. His breath was coming in shallow pants as his lover drove deeper. 
Dave's thighs were pressed right up against the back of his and he felt himself leaning back, into Dave's 

thrusting, into his body for support. A hand found the lead and coiled it up around his fist before giving it a 


gentle tug. David's head was pulled up and back, a small gasp escaping his open mouth. 

And then the lead was tugged harder and the pace was quickened. David was jerked back until he could feel the 
tips of his hair brushing against his lower back. He was fucked deeper and harder, the grunts and groans now 
tumbling from his mouth without a care for the previous order or how loud he was being. 

"Yeah, that's my baby. Louder, scream for me. Tell me how you like a good, hard fucking." 

"Fuck! | love it. Keep going, harder." 

"What do you say, you gorgeous little slut?" 

"Please! Fucking give it to me!" 

"You're so fucking tight. Climb on the bed" 

Dave climbed on the bed with David, trying not to slide out of him. They now lay across it. Again, he positioned 
his legs together and straddled his thighs, still inside of David. He leaned over his lover's back and drove hard, 
pumping into David. He still had the lead wrapped in one fist and gave it a good jerking tug, making David's neck 
bend back at an almost painful angle. The smaller man stretched his arms out in front of him and gripped the 
edge of the mattress, wincing and howling with every deep thrust. 

Dave kept going, kept rocking into his boyfriend. As he hurdled closer and closer to his release, the rocking 
became pounding and his own growls grew louder and louder until, with one last powerful thrust, he screamed 
David's name and exploded deep inside the man. As he slowed and came to a halt, the body underneath him 
melted into the sheets and gave a shuddering sigh. 

"Okay?" Dave whispered as he laid kisses against David's back. 


"Okay," was the quiet response. 


Dave rolled off of him and laid on his back beside David, panting and staring at the ceiling. "I'm so fucking proud 
of you, baby. That took a lot of courage. Thank you for trusting me." 


David smiled and was about to say something when Dave continued. 

"But if you ever pull some of that bratty shit again, | won't be so kind to you next time." 

"Kind?" David repeated. 

"Yeah, kind. Come on, let me clean you up," he told him as he unbuckled the collar from around David's neck. 


He led David into the shower and stood him under the lukewarm stream. He first worked shampoo into his hair, 


giving the shorter man's scalp a good massage. After he rinsed that out, he conditioned the hair, again with a 


deep scalp massage which made a deep, rumbling purr come out of David. He leaned back against Dave's chest: 
"| really love you. Love you so much," David murmured. 


"| love you, too. | love how trusting you are of me. | love that you are willing to explore this with me and do it 
so bravely and openly.” 


"Even when I'm a bad boy?" 
Dave paused and grinned. "Even then 


After the conditioner was rinsed out, he took up sponge and the soap and he washed David's body, taking care 
not to scrub the new welts very hard. Fingertips softly traced them, just barely gliding over the wet skin 


David's body shivered and he let out a long yawn. 
"Tired, lover?" 


"Mmm." 


Chapter 10b 


The next morning, David all but fell out of bed. His body ached but in an entirely good way. Collecting himself, 
he washed and dressed, admiring the marks on his body as he did There was something right about them, 
something about the way they appeared to be helping to erase the past. 


He trailed a hand between his legs, fingers whispering over the place where Mustaine's name had once been 


Gone. Erased. Deleted. He was a new man, ready to have the life he'd always wanted. 


Tiptoeing downstairs, he got to work making the day's cookies, slamming back several coffees as he went. Once 


they were done, he put them out, write a note to Jamie, sent a text to Dave, and grabbed his keys. 


Gone out, the note read. Wedding stuff. Back later. 


While he waited for the stores to open, he circled in to the supermarket car park and pulled out a tiny 
notepad. In it was written a number of different things; recipes, ideas, notes, lists. A few photos of Dave were 
stuck between the pages. Some were ones he'd taken. Others were ones he'd lifted from the internet, kept 
because he liked the way they looked. Smiling, he flicked over them, the warm feeling of love flooding through 
him. Dave, the man who could have had anyone, had chosen him. It reminded him that, no matter how fucked 
up the world could be, someone, somewhere would see the good and the beauty in a person. 

A moment after Tam, his phone rang. 

"Hello?" 

"Mr Ellefson?" 

"Yeah." 

"This is Michael Wiltshire of Wiltshire Brothers, the suit makers." 


"Oh, hi! How are you?" 


‘lm doing good. We're ready to see you whenever you're free." 


The shop was sat between an opticians and a mom and pop general store. He'd called them a few days before, 
their business pretty much conducted through appointment only. Explaining his situation, and the marks on his 
body, they'd assured him that they wouldn't judge him, a remark which had put him at ease. Rolls of fabric 


lined the walls, smartly dressed mannequins in the window. It had a feeling of being from a different era, and 


David liked it. 


A man, dressed in one of the suits he so obviously made, walked from the back, a smile on his face. He 


extended his hand. Standing David shook it. 
"Mr Ellefson, | presume?" 

"Please, call me David" 

"I'm Michael. Let's get started, shall we?" 


He was taken to a back room and tape measures produced. He'd chosen to go with a white suit, with a white 
shirt and a white waistcoat. The waistcoat had a design picked out in black and silver. A black tie and black 
handkerchief in the pocket would finish it off. 


Holding out his arms, he watched the man work. "Is it okay for me to leave it here until | need it?" 
“Absolutely. It's all part of the service." 


"Thank you. | appreciate it" He dropped his left arm and lifted his right. "My boyfriend is, unfortunately, 
afflicted with the mind of a child at times, and l'd like to keep this hidden from him. If he finds it, l'm a bit 


scared that the excitement level will be too much to contain" 
Michael chuckled. "Yes, I've heard a bit about him. Boisterous is the word I'd use." 


"Yes!" David laughed. "I'll have to remember that when he's too amped up on coffee and bouncing off all the 


walls. Actually, he can do that without the coffee." 


When they were finished, Michael assured him that the suit would be ready in a few days and to return for a 
proper fitting. Taking the receipts, David bid the man goodbye and left, a flutter of excitement in his heart. 
Everything was rushing toward him, coming at the speed of a runaway train But he didn't care. He wanted it. 
Wanted to spend the rest of his life with someone. 


When he arrived back at the shop, Dave was standing behind the bar, one arm casually resting on it with his 
body turned toward Chad. Chad seemed to be talking a mile a minute, using his hands to wildly gesture in front 
of him. David's heart quickly lodged itself in his throat. Of course. If anybody was going to draw the man out 
of his shell, it would be his boyfriend. Instead of walking in and perhaps ruining the progress that Dave made 
with Chad, he quickly left the shop and ran upstairs. There were things he could do up there anyway. 


David walked right up to the roof, the cats and dog following him. He walked to the far end where they planned 
to set up for the ceremony. David was thinking about one of those small white tents for the officiant and 
them to stand under. Maybe they could wind some clear lights around it, dress it up a little. He imagined just a 


couple rows of chairs and a white runner between them. The sun would set some time around 7 pm and they 
made the ceremony for 6:30. And that's when it dawned on him. Were they going to write their own vows? He 


hadn't discussed it with Dave. 


He smiled. Dave's would probably go something like, ‘I like you more than | like motorcycles, coffee and sugar. 
Now can we fuck” 


After the brief ceremony, they planned dinner and a party downstairs. Marta and he had finalized the menu. 
And as much as he liked the idea, Jamie told him he couldn't serve coffee all night in place of alcohol so he 
caved and allowed a proper bar to be stocked for the evening. 

It was all coming together. But that didn't prevent David was feeling a certain amount of stress. Still so much 
to do and, willingly, he took it all on himself. Dave's responsibilities were his suit, possibly his vows, music and 
the honeymoon. 

"Hey babe? Are you up here?" Speak of the devil. 

"Yeah. Back here." 

Dave appeared and smiled at his boyfriend. "What are you doing up here?" 

"Just mapping stuff out, you know?" 

"Getting the lay of the land?" 

"Something like that. Trying to plan and destress at the same time." 

"Are you feeling stressed out, baby?" Dave approached him and put his arms around David's waist. 


"Nah, not really. Sort of. Maybe." 


Dave laughed softly. "You should take off all these clothes. Come on, strip." And he began pulling David's t-shirt 


over his head. 
"What are you doing? Stop! We can't up here!" 
"Can't what?" 

"You know!" 

The brunette laughed again. "I dont know 


"Dave!" David tried to bat away the hands that were now pulling at his shorts. 


"Hey. Stop fighting it, baby. This is happening.’ 


David rolled his eyes and sighed but let his hands drop to his sides. He let his boyfriend strip him naked and 
then take him by the hand. 


"What now?" 
"Come with me," Dave said. 


They quickly crept across the roof and Dave stood him in front of Shelby's pool. That she was laying in, 
herself. 


"We're gonna need to get two of those pools," Dave grumbled. 


Looking around himself, he tugged David into a shady corner and grabbed one of the wooden garden chairs. 

Carefully he pushed the older man in to it, taking in David's confused expression. Stripping off his own clothes, 
he sat at David's feet, enjoying the feeling of the warm air drifting over his skin. Grabbing his boyfriend's left 
ankle, he plopped David's foot into his lap, thumbs working along the sole. David twitched, chuckling as he tried 
to pull his foot away. Clamping a hand around the bassist's ankle, he continued to work across his foot until he 


heard purring. 


Looking up, he watched as David slid down the chair, hands gripping the arms. Already his lover's cock was 
beginning to stir. Swapping feet, Dave continued to work his magic, watching as David relaxed. There was 
something calming about sitting at David's feet, knowing that he was making the other man happy. David so 
rarely demanded of him that it was a pleasure to do it for him. 


When David's hand drifted to his cock, Dave stopped him. "Leave it. Let me." 

The older man groaned and pushed himself back in to the chair. Sweeping his hands up David's legs, he felt the 
power of them, strengthened from constantly being on them. Laying kisses along his boyfriend's legs, he knelt 
up and let his hand drift to David's cock David hissed as fingers closed around him, head back against the 
chair, hips raising and thrusting into Dave's fist. 

Brushing the hair from the brunette's shoulder, Dave kissed his neck, lips finding the throbbing vein. Gently he 
bit it, tongue tracing to David's ear. His hand remained still around the older man, fingers occasionally flexing. 
David groaned and again rocked his hip. 

Tugging David's earlobe between his lips, Dave whispered, "Tell me what you want. Master.” 


David's head shot back and he pushed Dave away to look at his face. "What did you just say?" 


"| said, ‘tell me what you want." 


"No, after that." 
Dave grinned and tried to lean in to nuzzle his boyfriend's neck. But David held him at arm's length. 
"David? | thought.. well, | thought you'd like that.” 


"| don't. Not here, not like this. No." He pushed Dave back more to allow him room to stand up. "I got stuff to 
take care of" David quickly grabbed his clothes and made for the door back down to the loft. 


"David, wait. Please? Stop! Where are you going?" 

But the older man ignored Dave and slammed the door closed behind him. Shelby, upon hearing the commotion 
and seeing one of her masters return inside, got out of the pool and cautiously approached Dave. She gave a 
shake and sprayed water all over him. 

"Shit! Shelby!" He groaned as he sat back on his heels. 

What just happened? After the other night, after the past couple times they played, he assumed David was 
okay with the direction their sex life was taking. He expected David to welcome his role as Master. It was, 
after all, just for fun, just for certain situations. Did David think theirs was going to turn into a relationship 


like the one he had with Mustaine? 


He slowly pulled his own clothes back on and rounded up the animals to return them inside. David was sitting at 


the counter with a notepad in front of him, chewing on the end of a pen 
"| freaked you out up there," Dave quietly began 

A rod was the only reply. 

"Why?" 

A shrug 


"Can you look at me and speak to me, please?" Dave had to bite back his annoyance. He wasn't annoyed that 


David balked but that he seemed unwilling to talk about it. Or unable? 
| don't want that with you. | don't want you to be like that with me all the time. l.lt's not who you are." 
| was only trying to relax you! | thought you'd like it" 


"| like it in there!" David shot back and swung a hand toward their bedroom. 


| don't understand what the fucking location has to do with it. David, | was, | am always, at your feet, ready to 


serve you because | love you. What difference does one little word make?" 


"If you don't think it makes a difference then don't use it. | had to fucking use it almost every day for thirty 
fucking years. Trust me when | tell you it makes a difference. You will never be that to me. | don't want to be 
that to you unless we're in there, playing." And then he laughed softly, shaking his head. "Funny, right? The 


physical scars are so much easier to get rid of." 


"Yeah," he sighed. Leaning against the counter, he looked down at David, at the head bent over the notepad, 


scribbling away. "Want me to leave you alone for a while?" 

David nodded, not looking up when he replied, "Yeah. Probably best" 

"Do you?” 

‘Love you? Yeah, | still love you. lIl never stop. Just got to process my thoughts” 


Running a hand down David's back, he left, making for the studio. So much hurt, so many memories which 
seemed impossible to break through. Even the tiniest thing could cause everything to collapse like a house of 
cards. Grabbing the notepad beside the drums, he scribbled the words "I'd rather have a shack on the rocks 
than a castle made of sand". That's how he felt about David. How he felt about their life. It could have been a 
shack on the rocks, but at least it wouldn't melt away the second the storm hit. Stability, happiness, a future. 
It was all there in that little shack. They didn't need airs and graces and money to be happy. They just needed 
one another. So why did David find it so hard to hold on to his happiness for any length of time? 


With a notepad in front of him, David stared at the words he'd scrawled. They'd started as another list, one of 
the many chores he had to carry out. From there on in, it had descended in to a match with his own 
conscience, the words and memories flooding back. "| hate myself", "| hate you", "You killed me", "Just let me 
go", as well as strings of obscenities, were scrawled across the page. The frustration and anger rose in him, all 
of them aimed at the one man who'd spent thirty years picking him apart. He wanted a normal, healthy 
relationship. Wanted to play out the kind of fantasies which flowed through his boyfriend's head. Instead, he 
was pushing him away because of what had happened. And, if he wasn't careful, one day they would break 
forever. And he couldn't imagine having to have another court battle, having to go through a divorce as they 
divided up their estate. Looking around the living area, David swallowed. If that happened, he'd lose all of this. 
Lose his house, his business, the lot. But it wasn't going to happen. They would get married and they'd be 
happy. There would be no divorce, no court battle, no losing everything. They'd be happy forever. 


But still.. The prospect of marriage suddenly seemed daunting, hanging over him like a black cloud. It was 
another weight around his neck, another way for Dave to control him. It had happened when he'd had the civil 
partnership with Mustaine. Another form of control. Another way for his life to be dictated to him. 


No, no it wouldn't. Dave wasn't Mustaine. He never would be. 


Or could he be? Was there a side he hadn't seen yet? He'd been awfully generous when they'd first met. 
Almost painfully so. Would that be the threat which would be held over his head? Behave or lose everything 


you cherish and go back to living with your mother? 

"No," he murmured. "No, he wouldn't." 

Kicking the stool back, he walked downstairs, the sound of drumming getting louder with every step. Walking 
into the studio, he leaned against the door frame and watched his boyfriend at work. All flailing limbs and hair 
and perfectly timed beats. Walking up behind him, David avoided flying hands and slid his arms around Dave's 
neck. At the touch, he boyfriend stilled, breathing heavily. 


"| love you," David murmured. "Love you so much." 


Chapter 107 


The first chance he got, Dave called Parker. 
"Dude, you're coming back out for the wedding, right?" 
"| did send you my RSVP." 


"David and the caterer are taking care of that shit. My orders are to show up, look good and have good party 
music ready." 


"Sounds about right. So is that why you called?" Parker asked. 

"Nope. Need you to bring something with you when you come out." 

"What's that?" 

"Pre-nup" 

"What?!" 

"Yeah, | mean It's not for when we split. It's more just for David's peace of mind. He needs to know that all the 
things he's worked to build up in his life are his and nobody's going to take them from him. So can you please 
draw something up in legalise that says that?" 

"Well, what do you own jointly?" 

"The building and the business." 


"And you're saying that if something should happen, you walk away and they're his." 


"If something should happen, yes. All his. I'd say go ahead and write in there that I'll pay them off and they're 
his but he'd never allow that anyway." 


"So no buying you out? You're just walking away." 
"Just walking away." 


"Dave, as your attorney." Parker began to protest this poor business decision 


"But as OUR friend..2" 


"You're right." 

"Thank you. See you in a couple weeks. You could waive the fee for this as our wedding present.” 

"Yeah, yeah, yeah." 

With that taken care of, the next thing he needed to accomplish was getting his last fitting for the suit he had 
made. David refused to tell him what he was wearing, only that Dave had better not show up in jeans and a 
Motorhead t-shirt. To which, he responded with, "What about Slayer? Slayer t-shirt okay?" 

He received a slap on the ass for that. And it really did not sit well with the brunette that he found himself 
purposely trying to rile up his boyfriend just to get David to touch him. Oh, he still hugged him and kissed him 
and let his hands wander over his body but that was it. Whenever Dave tried to get playful or intimate, David 


made an excuse. 


Two and a half more weeks, he thought. | can make it. If this is how he's coping with Dave's faux pas and/or 
the stress of preparing the wedding, Dave would just have to deal with it. For just a little while longer. 


He didn't want to come off as an asshole but honestly, their sex life was one of the best aspects of their 
relationship for Dave. Not because they went at it like two jackrabbits hopped up on sugar. But because, when 
it came to sex, they'd always been nearly perfectly in sync with one another in terms of both frequency and 
the things that turned them on 

But since the day on the roof, David has definitely been out of syne. 

"Mr. Grohl." 

Dave was lost in these thoughts when, Michael, the tailor was now blocking his view of himself in the mirror. 
"Sorry, what was that? I'm off in space today.” 

"The pants are a little loose around the rear, shall | take them in just a bit more?" Michael asked. 

"Hell yes! You know | want these suckers to really make my ass look good" 

Michael smiled but remained silent. 

"David got his suit made here too, didn't he?" Dave asked. 


"| cannot tell you that." 


"He did. So what does it look like?" 


"| don't know." 
"Liar." And then Dave gasped when Michael pulled the fabric very tight. "Okay, fine. You don't know." 
"If | had to guess, though, if | knew your husband-to-be, | would say he chose something very, very beautiful." 


"| know he thinks so," Dave murmured as he stared at himself, dressed in his all black, single breasted suit 


with black button down and black silk necktie. 


Pacing the kitchen, a glass of water in one hand, David tried to calm down. His mind was in overdrive, heart 
pounding as he took short, laboured breaths. When the kitchen door slammed open, he jumped, eyes wide as he 
stared at Jamie. 

"We need mor- What the fuck is wrong with you?!" she demanded. 

He shook his head, took another breath, and returned to walking from one of the kitchen to the other. Dirty 
dishes had been ignored, a half finished batch of pastries sitting on the work surface. To his right, he heard 
the door shut. 

"David, talk to me." 


Again, he shook his head, swallowing around his dry mouth. 


"David, please. | don't normally get freaked out but this is freaking the shit out of me. Please. Just say 


something." 

"| can't," he muttered. 

"Can't what? Can't tell me? What's going on, Ellefson?" 

Hearing the sound of scraping, he turned and watched Jamie wedge the stool against the kitchen door. 

"Jamie, don't. Please don't do that. Please." 

"Why? We need to talk and | don't want anyone else coming in" 

"Please," his voice became more panicked. "Please, Jamie, don't lock me in here." 

The fear pierced through him. With the state he was in, he couldn't bear to be locked away. Too many painful 


memories. Too many thoughts of being locked in the basement, in bedrooms, under the stairs, waiting for him 


to come home and hand out whatever beating he saw fit. 


When she moved the stool, he breathed a sigh of relief. But his relief was short lived 
"David, come on What can't you do? Is it about the wedding?" 

Swinging on her, he nodded, eyes wide, no doubt filled with the agony of his mind. 
"What about it?" 

"Can't do it: 

Her face fell, sadness suddenly washing over it. "Why not?" 

"Just cant 

"You can You two are, like, fucking soul mates. You can go through with it. You can’ 


"Can't. It's. It's." Putting down the glass of water, he waved his hands in front of him. "It's like a weight round 


my neck. Holding me down" 


"David, it's not!" For the first time in a long time, he heard concern in her voice. "It's not a weight. It's a whole 


new beginning." 
"It is! ts just something else he can use against me! How do you know he's not going to marry me then, a 
week later, decide he doesn't want me any more and tear all of this." He gestured around himself. "From under 


me?" 


"Because he won't, David. He loves you. Loves you so much more than you can ever imagine. Seriously, how 
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often have you two swung for one another? And you've always made up." 
Leaning against the counter, David sighed and looked at the floor. "I'll always be hopeless." 
Jamie snorted. "You're not fuckin’ hopeless. Never have been. Shit, look at what you survived." 


David could feel his heart dropping, the pain of what was in his mind dragging him down "Did | ever tell you 


how we met?" 


"| vaguely worked it out. You'd both been dumped and hooked up in a Starbucks. Which is why you opened this 


place." 


"He had no idea who | was at the time. Yet he still gave me a thousand bucks to get home. | repaid it a while 
back." He managed a small smile. "With interest. But, you know, | get this feeling that he's still there, waiting for 


me to fuck up, so he can hand me more cash, another home, whatever. | just feel like such a fuck up, James. 


Like | need someone to take care of everything for me. Like | can't look after myself." 

A hand slid along his arm and he sadly looked at Jamie. "He doesn't do it because he's looking for something 
from you. He does it because he loves you. David, he LOVES you and wants to spend forever with you. He's not 
looking to rip you off, or take money from you. Promise me you'll start feeling better about this?" 

He just stared at her. Dave's voice tore through the shop, making them both jump. 

"DAVID?! JAMIE?!" 

"Promise me," she hissed, a frantic look glowing in her eyes. "Promise me." 

"| promise." 


"Good." She patted his ass. "Now finish those pastries for me. I've got hungry customers." 


As she left, Dave bounced through the door. Looking at David, he cocked his head, the lost puppy look suddenly 


flashing over his face. 
"Hey, you okay?" 


David faked a smile and nodded. "Running behind a little this morning. Gotta get these finished. Stay, though. Sit 


down. Let me look at your beautiful face." 


Dave's eyes narrowed. "What's going on?" 


"Nothing! Sit down there." He flicked his chin toward the empty stool on the other side of the work table. He 


worked in silence for a few moments, knowing the younger man was watching him. 
"Where's Simon?" Dave finally asked. 
Its his day off. Always off on Thursdays. Never noticed?" 


"Nope. How do you keep everything straight. | mean you make all of these now without looking at recipes 


anymore. You know the kids schedules. | bet you can even tell me what bills are due this week without looking." 
"Probably." 
"You are the heart of this operation, baby. The brains, too." 


David turned to slid a tray into the oven He debated bringing it up now but since Dave started talking about 
the business and such, why not? 


"There's something | want to talk to you about," he began as he wiped his hands on a towel. He purposely 


stayed on the other side of the table. 

"Go for it" 

"|. think, Dave, that we need.well, we need.no, | need." He felt sweat dot his brow and his throat went dry. 
"What, baby? Anything you need, I'll do. What is it?" 


"| need to know that, when you decide to leave me, you won't take any of this away from me," he said in a 


small voice, eyes studying the mess of flour littering the table. 

Dave huffed and shook his head. He actually felt his throat close up on him and tears begin to sting his eyes. 
| know what you're thinking. You think I'm being stupid and irrational," David said softly. 

"You ARE being stupid and irrational if you think | would ever try to take something that belongs to you. If, 
David, and I'm absolutely certain it won't, but if something ever happened to us, | would never, ever try to 
take what is yours. You built this, you own this. You are the heart and brains of this. Nobody can take that 
from you." 

David's brow knotted as a realization came to the forefront of his brain. He's not him. And fuck, I'm not even 
the same David as | was when | was with Mustaine. And if something were to drive Dave and he apart, even 


the split would be different than it was with Mustaine. 


He inhaled deeply and closed his eyes. "I believe you," he said upon opening them again and giving Dave a level 


stare. 
"Good. Now, how about | help you finish and clean up and then maybe you want to practice riding again?" 
"But there's so much to do for the wedding yet.” 


"Like what? | know Marta is set with the food. We ordered the cake. | got the band nailed down, and then some, 
because you know you're playing that night, too, right?" 


"Dave!" 


"No ‘Dave’. | love watching you play. Could watch your fingers attacking that bass guitar all fucking night 


before wanting them to attack me." 
"But _w 


"No buts. What else?" 


"The tent and chairs. 
"You called them yesterday. 
"Need to follow up" 

"Not today, you dont” 


"You need to relax today," Dave told him as he rounded the table and pressed a small kiss to David's temple. 
And then he walked over to the sinks to wash up the pans and dishes. 


Chapter 108 


David willingly pulled his helmet on and slid onto the back of the Road King. He wrapped his arms around his 


lover, palms pressed flat against Dave's chest. 

"Where do you want to go? Find an empty parking lot maybe?" Dave asked over his shoulder. 

"Sounds good." 

Dave navigated out of their lot and onto the street. He drove out into the suburbs and found a closed-down 
strip mall where there were weeds poking through the asphalt of the deserted parking lot. He brought the bike 
to a stop and turned the engine off. 

"You ready?" he asked with a smile as he slid off the seat and watched David move up to take his place. 
"Ready." 

"Remember everything | showed you, right?" 

"Yes." He nodded as his hands squeezed and caressed the grips on handlebars. 

"All right. l'm not going to tell you anything. Go on, then" 

Toking a deep breath, he checked everything and turned the engine over. The bike rumbled beneath him, the 
beast coming to life. Keeping his eyes straight ahead, he eased his hands off the brakes and slowly let it move 
forward. Across the parking lot and towards the buildings, he followed the line of the pavement. His heart jolted 
as it began to wobble and he hit the brakes and put his feet down. 

Dave trotted up beside him. "You okay?" 

"Yeah, a wobble thats all" 

"You're doing great. Try it again Add a little speed, that should counteract the wobble." 

David did as he was told, cautiously doing a lap of the parking lot. His heart was in his throat, the prospect of 
potentially crashing the bike at the front of his mind. Taking another deep breath, he focused and added a little 
more speed, another lap disappearing beneath the wheels. From the corner of his eye, he could just see Dave 
standing in the middle of the lot, watching his every movement. Grinning, he finally pulled up alongside his 


boyfriend. A grin broke the younger man's face. 


"Hey, that was great!" 


Shutting off the engine, David returned the smile. "Thank you." 


"You're welcome. Look, I've got a bit of a crazy idea. | know we're getting married in a couple of weeks but do 
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you want to go on a date?" 


David felt his heart leap a little. He could feel where this was going. He'd been an ass over the past few weeks. 
Pushed Dave away. Truthfully, he hadn't felt like sex. The self loathing had reared its ugly head again. Every 
time he looked in the mirror he just saw a shadow of his former self, of someone who couldn't be adored any 
more. It had was a person he didn't want to show to his lover. 


"Yeah," he quietly replied. "When?" 


Dave shrugged. "Tonight? Would love to take you out somewhere. Maybe dinner. Maybe a movie. Maybe a walk 
by the lake." 


Biting back a smile, David nodded. "Yeah, I'd like that. But, just so you know, | don't put out on the first date." 
"Lucky for me, this ain't our first date, Ellefson" Dave smiled in return and then gave his boyfriend a light 
swat on his lower back. "Go on, do another couple laps. Try tighter turns this time. Right turns, they're tighter 
than lefts. Think about being on the streets." 

As David took off again, Dave exhaled. So David still felt hung up about the sex thing. He quickly diverted the 
topic so that David didn't balk at the idea of going out. He didn't necessarily want to try seducing his boyfriend 
but if David gave in and forgot about this whole mental block, so be it. No, he really only wanted to treat the 
man right. Treat him to a night of romance and pampering. With that in mind, keeping one eye on David, he 
pulled his phone out. 

When David pulled the bike up next to him again, Dave grinned. 

"Did you watch?" David asked, 

"Course | did. You're a natural. Gonna have to make room in the garage for your own bike soon" 

"Nah, I'll just keep this one." David's smile was the first real one in a long time. 

"Like hell, you will. But you can drive us home now if you want." 

"Dave, | - " 


"You can do it. I'll be right behind you. Take it slow and easy and you'll be just fine." 


"But | barely know what l'm doing," David protested. 


"Barely. It's a good start” 
| know why you're doing this." 


"Because l'm lazy. Now drive me home!" Dave said loudly as he settled himself behind David. "It's going to feel 
different because of my extra weight but just do the same things you've been doing.” 


"I'm nervous.” 


"| know. Trust yourself. | trust you.” Dave slowly and tenderly wound his arms around the older man. "I got 


you. I'll never let you fall, David, but you gotta come out on the ledge sometimes, you know what l'm saying?" 
He made no reply but simply began driving the bike back home. After a few minutes on the open road, in a 
little bit of traffic, David settled in and let the case of nerves leave him. His boyfriend could be so fucking 
smart sometimes, he thought. This was exactly what he needed. He needed to do something risky, and succeed 
at it, in order to let all the fear and nervousness go. He needed to believe in himself again. Once he pulled into 
their lot and stopped, Dave slid off and went to open the garage door. 

Upstairs, he directed David into the shower where David asked, "Not planning on joining me?" 

"Nope. | wouldn't want to compromise your virtue just yet," Dave shot back with a grin 


As soon as he heard the water running, he dialed his phone again 


"Okay, he's in the shower. Give us like another thirty minutes or so and I'm gonna take him out. Can you come 


in then and do those things | asked about before?" 


"Yes. Keep him out for a long time. Do something fun like rent a paddle boat and then go for ice cream or 


something, Nothing that says ‘| want in your pants’, do you hear me?" Jamie snapped 
"Yes, okay!" 

"All right. Let me know how it went tomorrow. You owe me!" 

"| know! lII lobby for giving you a raise, you fucking brat! 

"Good!" 

"Thanks, James" 


With David dressed, he hassled the younger man in to the Camaro. David asked no questions, just watched as 


they pulled out on to the road. Flicking on the radio, Dave baulked when an talk radio station came on. 


"You been driving this?" 

David smirked"Might have been" 

Switching it to one of the classic rock stations, he headed for the lake, the warm breeze drifting through the 
open windows. Pulling into the parking lot, he surveyed the few cars. Mid week. Perfect. Getting out, he opened 
David's door and waited for him to get out. The older man flashed him a smile. 


"Why, thank you." 


Damn, that Midwestern accent was really coming in to play. It had grown again the longer they'd lived in the 
area, David finding his roots again as he'd settled down. 


"Gonna let me hold your hand?" 

David chuckled and nudged him with his hip before winding his fingers through Dave's. Arms swinging, he lead 

them along the shore and to a jetty. A line of boats bobbed in the water. A few were already out on the lake, 
couples and families enjoying the August sun. 

He looked at David. "Fancy this?" 

A flicker of happiness danced through David's eyes. "Yeah. Let's give it a go." 

Ten dollars brought them an hour and, with a few wobbly steps, they were settled in the plastic bucket seats 
of the boat, feet pressed against the peddles. With a lot of laughing, and a few idle threats, they finally 


managed to get themselves in sync, the boat pushing away from the jetty and out into the lake. 
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Leaning back, David sighed and took in the blue sky. Clouds drifted across it, birds dancing on the thermals. The 
breeze from the lake tickled his hair. It really was a perfect day. 


"Fuckin' beautiful," he murmured. 
"Isn't it?" 


He couldn't believe they were in the middle of the city. It felt a million miles away, the sounds of life drifting 
away the further from the shore they got. 


"So tell me a story," Dave said. 
"What kind of story?" 


"A funny one." 


Grinning, David looked at him. "Well, I've got this one crazy story about this guy | met in a Starbucks back in 
Cali." 


"Yeah? What's so crazy about it?" 
"Guy loaned me a thousand bucks to get home and then picked me up in his private jet. Man, that was a rush." 
"That's pretty mad. Must have been a billionaire or something.” 


"Not quite," David continued. "But close enough. You see, there's little old me, minding my own fuckin’ business 


because my abusive ex had kicked me out. We had a band you know, me and him." 
"Really? What kind of music?" 


"Thrash metal. We did pretty well for ourselves. Not as well as the guy who picked me up. Was like the world's 
biggest rock star. Crazy times." 


"That is crazy. Wanna know something, David?" 

David looked in to endless eyes, eyes which were filled with love. "What?" 

"That guy who picked you up in his private jet?" 

"Yeah?" 

A hand stroked along his jawline, fingers tickling just behind his ear. "That guy loves you a hell of a lot" 


The smile was still on his lips as he closed his eyes and rested his head against Dave's. Fingers wrapped around 
the back of his neck and a kiss was placed against his head. 


They stayed out in the middle of the lake, enjoying the sun and the rocking of the water. The tranquillity of it 


all pushed them into silence, fingers woven together as they breathed in the air, minds slowly relaxing. 


As the hour came to an end, they steered the boat back towards the shore. It began to dawn on David that 
the boat needed something. Sure, it could be paddled by one person But to make it really work it needed two. A 
team. Teamwork. That was how anything worked when there was more than one person. And he knew he had to 
let the barriers fall again. Had to let Dave back in. Because, while they could do great stuff by themselves, 
when they were together, everything they touched turned to gold. 


Mooring the boat, Dave helped him out. He nodded towards a kiosk beside the jetty. "Ice cream?" 


"Would love some!" 


"What would you like?" Dave asked him when it was their turn at the window. 

"Um, | want a medium twist cone with rainbow sprinkles, please." 

"Two of those, please," Dave told the girl on the other side of the window. 

When she handed one cone to Dave, he handed it to David and said, "For you, my darling." 
The girl giggled 

"She's laughing at you, you crazy, old sap," David teased. 

"She's not laughing at us, are you? You giggled because you think we're cute. Right?" 


"Umm, sure. Yes, that's why." She said through the corner of her mouth and then turned to prepare Dave's 


ice cream. 


"Girls used to think | was cute," Dave lamented as they walked away, hand in hand, each with his ice cream 


cone. 
"| still think you're kind of cute." 

Only kind of?" 

"You'll do in a pinch." David grinned and then took a lick of his ice cream. 
"Brat" 


David pulled his hand free and wrapped his arm around the taller mar's waist. Dave then slid his across David's 


shoulders and pulled him against his side. 

"I'm sorry | haven't been a better help to you in getting ready for the wedding." 

"Don't be silly. Nothing for you to feel sorry about. | took on too much. | always seem to do that. | like doing 
stuff myself. And it never really would have affected me but | panicked because this is our wedding, Dave. 
We're getting married. Doesn't that frighten you at all?" 

"Frighten me? Not really. It makes me happy when | think about it. Finally making it official. Finally being able to 
feel secure, knowing that you'll be with me for the rest of our lives. Because you're the one I've been looking 


for my entire life, David. You're the one." 


| wish | had your confidence," David sadly said. 


"Confidence? My only confidence here is in you. Look, David," The younger man stopped walking and turned to 
face his boyfriend. "Whatever you're going through right now. Whatever you've been battling in your head 
these last few days, it's my fault. | did it to you with the thing | said on the roof and l'm sorry. I'm so, so 
sorry that | put you back in a bad place. I'm trying so hard to pull you out of it, to make things better. What 


else can | do? Please?" 

David smiled and took up walking again When a bewildered Dave caught up to him, he said, "You didn't put me in 
a bad place. | put me there. All of my fears and insecurities that sometimes still rear their ugly heads, they 
put me there. But if you want to pull me out of it, this right here is doing the trick. Thank you for being so 
patient with me." 


The arm slid back round his shoulders and they finished their ice cream and their walk in perfect, peaceful 


silence. 


Back at home, Dave pulled the car into the garage and killed the engine. 
"Tell me, do you kiss on the first date?" he asked with a grin 
"Well, lucky for you, this isn't our first date," the older man shot back as he got out of the car. 


Dave could only sit and watch as David purposely let his ass swing as he left the garage and made for the 
stairs. That was okay, though. Dave wanted him to enter the loft first. 


He followed a few steps behind and heard the gasp when David stepped into their home. It was dark inside with 


only a single strand of clear Christmas lights lighting a path from the front door to the steps leading to the 


roof. 
"What is this?" David softly murmured. 


"Don't know," his lover whispered from behind him. He brushed the hair from David's neck and kissed him below 


his hear. "Should go find out." 

"Dave," he whined. 

"Go," Dave urged him forward a step, then another and another until David moved toward the stairs. 

On the roof, there were more twinkling lights wrapped around the garden boxes and the TWO kiddie pools and 
the table and umbrella. A cooler and a radio sat beside the pools. Dave opened the cooler to offer David a 


bottle of water and to retrieve a beer for himself. 


"Strip down, if you would, please." 


"Strip down on the first date?" David asked. 

"Yes, please." 

Surprising Dave, he put up no more resistance and shed his clothes, picking them up, folding them and setting 
them on the chair. Dave did the same and then pressed play on the radio. When the opening piano of Elvis 
Presley's | Can't Help Falling In Love began, Dave held out his hand. 

"Dance with me?" he asked, eyes full of love and desire. "Dance with me for the rest of my life?" 

David sniffled as he gave the other his hand. "It would be my honor." 

The taller man held his love tightly in his arms. One hand tenderly pressed to the back of David's head as he 
rested against Dave's shoulder. Their hips swayed slowly, in time with the song. David's hands slipped up Dave's 


spine to find his shoulders. 


"take my hand, take my whole life, too. For | can't help falling in love with you," the brunette sang in a low, 
sweet whisper. 


David gave a contented sigh 

After the dance, Dave gently steered David toward the kiddie pools. "Get in" 

"What?" David laughed 

"You get one, | get one" 

"Well." David grinned shyly. "I think we'd both fit in one" 

"Are you sure?" Dave looked at him with big eyes. "We don't have to do anything you don't want to" 


Stepping up to him, David gently kissed his boyfriend's cheek and walked over to one of the pools. Sliding in to 


it, he sighed happily as the cool water closed over his warm skin. 
"Come on" He gestured the younger man closer. 


David smiled as his lover joined him, water sloshing over the edges of the pool. Laughing, he ran a hand 


through Dave's hair. "You make me laugh." 
"And that's a good thing." 


David nodded, shifting slightly in the small space so that he was lying on his side. Their skin slid together, slick 


and cooled by the water. The sensation made him shiver, a gasp leaving his lips. Winding his fingers back into 
his boyfriend's hair, David gazed in to his eyes. His breath came in short pants, a comfortable silence hanging 
over them. 

Closing the gap between them, he gently touched his mouth to Dave's, eyes falling shut as he softly sighed. 
Fingers crept along his ribs, coming to rest at his flank. They drew tiny circles as the kiss deepened, his tongue 
urging his lover to let him in He groaned when Dave responded, his boyfriend's hand tightening around him. 
"Dave... 

Fingers crept from his leg and along his back, leaving trails of shivers along his spine. Pressing himself closer 
to the younger man, he followed Dave's silent directions. Pressing him into the water, David didn't break the 
kiss as he slid in to his lover's lap, hands sliding along his jaw and clasping his face. Arms wrapped around him 
and hands settled in the small of his back. He didn't know how far it would go, yet he felt no pressure to give 
in. No pressure to do anything he didn't feel comfortable with. If it only went as far as this, then so be it. It 
would be fine. 

He sat back on Dave's thighs and looked him in the eye, his hands still holding the man's face. 

"What did | ever do to deserve you?" David asked. 

"You walked into my life and lit it up. That's what" 


David smiled as he dragged a thumb gently across Dave's bottom lip. "I sort of wish the wedding was 


tomorrow." 

"Only two more weeks, love." 

"Got an idea but you're gonna hate me for it" 

"What?" 

"Let's wait" 

"WHATI?" Dave's eyes went wide and he stammered. 

"| know. | just thought it'd be interesting. We don't have to." 

"Interesting. As in let's see how fast we can kill Dave. That kind of interesting?" 


David giggled softly, lowering his eyes to the tattoo above his lover's heart. He dropped a hand down to trace 
it with his index finger. 


‘Its only two weeks. And we can have time like this. Just, you know, dancing together and holding each other 
and talking.” 


"Is this important to you?" Dave asked in a soft voice, using a finger to tuck David's hair behind his ear. 

"I think it is. I'm sorry." 

"Nothing to be sorry about. If this is important to you and you find value in it, then you shall have it. Just so 
you know, though, as soon as we say ‘| do’, it's on Skip the party afterwards, I'm tossing you over my 
shoulder and running down into our bedroom." 

"| can live with that." 


"Just so we're clear, is everything off the table or can | get a handie?" 


"Dave!" the older man whined and rolled his eyes. 


Chapter 109 


Three days later, Dave sleepily walked into the bathroom and discovered David in the shower. He opened the 
door, took one look at his gorgeous, naked boyfriend, groaned and closed the door. 


"Killing me, Ellefson! You're killing me!" 


David giggled and breathed a sigh of relief that Dave didn't catch what he was doing to himself. He was fairly 


certain that Dave had been handling his business on his own as well. 


"Fucking shit!" 


Straightening up, David felt his back creak, spine clicking back in to place. Dropping the icing bag beside the half 
finished cake, he stretched his arms out in front of him and wriggled his fingers. The kitchen door slammed 


open and Jamie bowled in. 
‘Oh, | thought you'd killed yourself. Still practising?" 
"Yep," he groaned, feeling the burn in his hands and arms. 


He'd decided that he'd make the cake. His mother had demanded that there be cake. For the past few days he'd 
been trying various recipes on Jamie and the boys until they'd settled on a three tier idea. The top would be 
chocolate, while the middle would be a variation of caramel. The bottom would be a traditional fruit cake, heavy 
enough to support the two top tiers. It would be iced in white with decorations which represented them. It was 
the scallop icing around the edging which was driving him to distraction. It was either too big, too small, or a 
variation of a million different sizes. Thankfully one of the local bakers had offered to create the topper for 
them, fondant models of Dave and he. He didn't know how they'd turn out but he'd asked for them to 
represent their personalities. Which meant that Dave's would probably be stark bollock naked while carrying 
around a guitar and an oversized mug of coffee. He was holding out hope that it would be the two of them on 


a toy motorcycle. Hoping for. Praying for. 
"Still refraining from sex?" 
He jumped and looked at her, taking in her smirk. 


"Don't think | don't know, Ellefson. Its been awfully quiet lately and Dave seems to be taking a lot of walks. You 


two been arguing?" 


"No. I've just cut him off until the wedding day. Actually, | gotta tell him that he's spending the night before at 
the farm." 


"Oooo he's gonna kill you." 
"It's traditional!" 


"I know. Oh, | can sit in on that when you tell him. | want to see the look on his face. And I'm going to take a 
photo. It can be his new Facebook photo. | can just see it now." Her grin widened as she waved her hands in 


front of her. "That pissed off look is going to be priceless. | might actually sell the rights to it now." 


Narrowing his eyes, David flipped her off. "Yeah, have fun with that. You sold the rights to the wedding photos 
yet?" 


"Not yet" She grinned. "I'm hanging on for enough money to get outta here for a couple of years." 
"You would, wouldn't you?" 


"Sell em? Yeah, for the right price." Her grin widened and she flipped him off. "No, you know | wouldn't do that. 
Not unless | had some kind of contract from you guys saying that you'll never fuck again during opening 


hours” 
'Like that'll happen," David mumbled 

"Exactly! Boom! Photos sold!" 

Laughing, he picked up the icing bag and peered at the coke. "Have you seen Dave recently?" 


"Yep, went out about two hours ago with a determined look on his face. Decided not to take the car or the 


bikes. l'm assuming he was feeling horny when he left." 
David grinned. "You bet he is." 


It was time to return the favor of date night. And show Dave some appreciation for going an entire week 
without asking for it. Or begging for it or whining or bargaining or manipulating. He was definitely being a good 
sport. Plus he'd changed the oil in every vehicle they owned, repainted the restroom downstairs, tuned the 
Steinway and restrung all of David's basses. Hm. Maybe he should withhold sex from his lover more often 


Dave had taken Shelby to the lake for a good long walk and maybe a swim, depending on how warm it got. David 
took the opportunity to cook for him. The BBQ grill up on the roof had been put away, along with the pools and 
patio furniture, and all the garden boxes were harvested and covered up. So David decided on something Italian, 


chicken parmesan over a bed of pasta With cheesecake for dessert. 


He was just dropping the pasta when the door opened and in ran a panting dog, followed by a slowly moving, 


sweaty man. 


"Hey! Good timing. Dinner's almost ready." 
"Hey." Dave gave him a quick peck on the lips. 
"You look tired, baby. You okay?" 


"That dog never gets tired. We did, | don't know, four laps and then she decided to jump in the water. We had 
to do another three just to get her dry before we got back in the car." 


“She'll sleep good tonight, then" 

"So will I" 

"If you go and take a quick shower, | promise to get you good and relaxed later." 

Dave's face lit up. "You mean - ?" 

"No. Sorry. But | promise you'll enjoy this, too. Go." 

While his boyfriend was in the shower, washing away the lake water and sweat, David thought about what he 
was doing. Could backfire. Was it fair of him to plan a romantic dinner and then take Dave into the bedroom, 
strip him naked and give him a massage? Was that just tempting him too much? Would it be so awful to give 
in? It's not like Dave was the only one missing the sex. David missed it, also. He missed the heat and the rush 
of it. Beating off in the shower was definitely not the same thing. In fact, it was so unfulfilling, after the third 


day, he stopped bothering. He wasn't sure Dave could say the same. 


When the taller man appeared from the bedroom wearing only a pair of gym shorts, David's lip curled in a 


grin. 


"Sit down. It's ready." David gave a nod toward the table set with their best china and flatware. "I got a bottle 


of red. Not sure if you'd want it or a beer" 
"Wine's good. Never really do get to drink a good wine” 

"| dont know how good it is. lm not really up on what's good and what's not, you know" 
‘If | remember right, wine make's me horny, though" 

"Grohl, air makes you horny." 


‘Only if it's air that you occupy." 


"Flirt" 

Affer dinner, which Dave devoured and moaned his appreciation over, they cleaned up together. David asked 
him to wait on the couch for five minutes while he entered the bedroom and closed the door. So Dave decided 
another glass of wine was a good idea while he waited. The cats piled in around him as he sat. He noticed their 
fur was softer and they smelled good, 

"Babe?" 

"Yeah?" David called back. 

"Did you wash the cats?" 


"Yeah." He opened the door and stood, leaning against the doorframe, wearing only his boxers. "Well, | didn't 


bathe them, necessarily. They make this dry shampoo stuff. They gotta be clean for the wedding." 

"They wash themselves. They're cats." 

‘Its not the same. Now, come in, please." 

Once Dave was lying face down on the bed, he retrieved the oils from the drawer. Straddling his boyfriend's 
hips, David poured a few drops to the naked skin before him. The younger man hissed and pressed himself 
closer to the bed. Grinning, David leaned forward and let his hands glide through the oil, his fingers working at 
his lover's back. 

"That feels so fuckin’ good," Dave purred. 

"You're welcome." 

There were more groans and purrs as he worked at Dave's shoulders, kneading the tight muscles. The scent of 
summer surrounded them and David leaned down to press a kiss to Dave's shoulder. The younger man jumped 
as though jolted 

"Okay?" he chuckled. 

"Yeah. Just wish you wouldn't do that." 

"Knowing that you're not getting any?" 


"Yep." 


David continued to work lower, thumbs moving against the younger man's spine. When he reached the gentle 


rise of his ass, he stopped and began to move back along it. 


"NỌ!" 

He stopped, hands resting against Dave's back. "No, what?" 

"Go lower!" 

"Absolutely not. Don't think | don't know what you're after" 

Dave groaned, making the bassist grin. He was teasing, he knew he was. He was pushing his lover ever closer. 
But it was a good time for them, to have the space to think about what they wanted. Maybe it really was 
something they should do? Once every six months or so, stop having sex for a couple of weeks. Not only did it 
give them the time to reconnect but would make the appreciate what they had. And, in truth, David was 
looking forward to their wedding night. 

"You're staying with Mom the night before." 

"kay," came the drowsy response from the pillows. 

"May as well keep up with tradition 

"kay." 

"And you're okay with that?" 

"Yep." 

David grinned and swept his hands in circles over Dave's shoulder blades. He kept it up until he heard the soft 


sounds of snoring begin to fill the room. Sliding from the bed, he pulled the sheets around Dave's hips and 
kissed his cheek 


wun 


Virginia and Dave's sister, Lisa, and her family arrived on Wednesday. Francis insisted on having them stay with 
her at the farm. The kids were excited to help Elliot collect eggs. Virginia and Lisa were excited to sit down 


with Francis and hear more stories about David and about their own Dave. 


On Thursday, they all drove into the city to visit the shop and show Lisa's family around. David was just about 
to take them upstairs when they all heard an ungodly squeal and feet running across the floor. They turned 
just in time to see Jamie fling herself into the widespread arms of a long-haired brunette. David smiled at his 
friend and, when he was able to pry Jamie off of him, he gave Chris a hug of his own. 


"I'm so happy you could make it. You look good. The road's been kind, huh?" 


"We're doing really good. But l'm really glad to have a few days off and spend them with you" 
"With him? What the fuck about me?" Jamie elbowed him in the ribs from under his arm. 
"And you" Chris smiled down at her. 

"Nice try." She gave him a glare and walked back to the bar. 

"Man, | missed her" Chris said softly as he watched her walk away. 

"You want to see Dave? | think he's in the garage. 

"Better stay here." He grinned 


"This is Dave's sister, Lisa, and her family. This is Chris. We used to be in Megadeth together. He's touring 


with his new band right now but stops in now and then He and Jamie are.. what are you guys? Dating?" 
“Whatever she says," Chris said with a laugh. 

After spending the day showing them around and taking the family out for dinner, Dave and David bid their 
families goodnight. Tomorrow would be spent running last minute errands and trying not to have a nervous 
breakdown 

David crawled into bed next to his boyfriend and snuggled against him. 

"Countdowns on, baby. Three more days. You ready?" 

"Yep. You?" 

"Nope. Tomorrow's gonna be a busy day. Friday, too, probably 

"Not too late to call it off" 

"Might" 

"Yeah, probably wise" 


David playfully nipped at Dave's shoulder. 


"Hey! Owl" And after a breath, "You know, if we're calling it off, we should have to wait anymore to have some 


sex. 


"If YOURE calling it off, you can forget about getting sex from me ever again" 
"Oh, really?" Dave lifted his head to look at his lover's face 

"Yeah, really. ‘No huggy, no kissy until | get a wedding vow" 

Dave groaned "You're cheesy" 

"| may be, but you want my cheesy ass, don't you?" 

"So much so, that l'm willing to put up with you pulling out corny lines from corny 80s songs, yes" 


"Well, in three days, you can have it" David grinned, craned his neck to give the younger man a kiss, and then 
rolled over and pushed his ass into Dave. "Goodnight, my darling." 


Not to be outdone, Dave rolled toward the other and wrapped him in his arms, pushing his groin against the 
cheesy ass that was presented to him. 


The next day was, to put it mildly, manic. Work began on the roof garden, making sure that last minute tidying 
up had been done, there were no weeds in the planters, and that everything was arranged ready for the tent 


to go up. 


Which arrived in the early afternoon. David stared at it, hands on hips. A pile of poles and waterproof fabric. 
Sorting through the poles, he quietly began to put them together, processing what was going through his head. 


Soon he'd be married. Soon he'd be tied down to someone else. Was he ready for that? Ready for everything it 
would bring? Even though they'd talked it through, it still worried him. 


"David?" 
He turned and smiled as Chris walked out to meet him. A bottle of water was held out to him. 
"Need a hand?" 


Opening the water, he took a drink "I'd love one. Just gotta finish this frame, pull on the tent and then string 
up the lights." 


They got to work, clicking and twisting poles for a few moments before Chris spoke, "How you feelin'?" 


"About all of this?" 


"Yeah." 
"Nervous," David sighed. "It's why I've been keeping myself busy." 
"Why are you nervous?" 


"Because I'm worried it could go the same way Mustaine did. | know it won't but, when you've been through 


that once, you wait for it to happen again, you know?" 

"Yeah" 

They positioned the frame and David looked back along the garden It was in the perfect place, the door to the 
loft just out of sight. The planters formed an aisle while there was room for chairs between them and the 
tent: 

"Its just,” he continued, "odd. It feels so odd doing this. | mean, its kind of what | wanted 

"What else did you want?" 

"Run off to Vegas and do it that way," he replied with a grin 

Grabbing the tent, they began to drag it over the frame, tying the ropes to hooks in the wall 


"You really wanted to run off to Vegas?" Chris asked. 


Smiling, David shook his head. "No, | really wouldn't have had it any other way. | love him, Chris, really love him, 
and | wouldn't have had it any other way." 


"I know, and l'm so happy for you." 


Leaning against the wall, David swiped up the water and took another drink "Thanks." He nodded to the tangles 
of fairy lights on the floor. "Right, that lot next" 


David was leaning against the bar, just watching Virginia, Frances, Lisa and Jamie put the last finishing touches 
on the tables. David and Dave opted not to have a lot of flowers and frou-frou but centerpieces, apparently, 
were a must. Francis made them up. She found eight old brass lanterns and didn't bother polishing them. The 
dark patina looked ricer as it sat inside a wreath of flowers in all the fall colors of reds, oranges, yellows and 


greens. 


"Don't they look nice with the white pillar in them?" Francis asked him. 


"They look very nice. Thank you, Mom." 


"Now, | have this for you." She handed him a clear plastic box with a boutonniere inside. It was made of a dark 


red gerbera daisy with some weird red berries a large maple leaf. 

"Mom, we're not Canadian." David grinned. 

‘Oh, ha ha, David" Francis rolled her eyes and handed him another plastic box. "This one is Dave's." 
"Why does he get the cooler one?" Now David was just riling his mother up. 


"Because | like him better, obviously," she shot back. "Where is my new favorite son anyway? It's time to go 


home." 


"Do | really have to go?" he said from the doorway. They all turned around to see Dave standing with his head 


down, hair covering his face, hands jammed in his jeans pockets. 


David's heart swelled. He was so fucking adorable. "fraid so. See you tomorrow, right? Just think, you and your 
sister and the kids can find some trouble to get into and piss my mother off." 


Dave shuffled in and, without taking his hands from his pockets, he leaned into David and rested his head on 


the older man's shoulder. 
"Don't wanna," Dave mumbled. 

"| know, baby. But it's just for tonight. And then tomorrow, it's all over" 

"Promise?" 

"| promise.” 

"Oh, Davel Quit being a baby! God, it's one night. Get over yourself" Jamie grinned 

Now Dave did pull a hand out of his pocket only to flip her off 

Chris appeared from the garage. "Okay, everything is set in there. Ready to go, James?" 
"Wait! Why does she get to go home with her man?" Dave demanded. 

"Because l'm not the one getting married tomorrow!" she replied and stuck her tongue out. 


"Bitch." 


"Come on, my spoiled little baby. Let's take you back to the farm. If you're a good boy, we can stop for ice 


cream." Now everybody was getting in on teasing Dave. Including his own mother. 

"| don't want ice cream!" 

David smiled sadly. "Come here for a sec." He took the taller man's hand and led him into the kitchen 

Once the door was closed and they had a quiet moment to themselves, David tilted his head and looked into his 
lover's eyes. "Just one night, my darling. And tomorrow, you'll be back here and we'll meet each other up on 
the roof. I'll become your husband and you'll become mine. And we will never, ever spend another night apart 
again, | promise." 


Very quickly, Dave threw his arms around David and picked him up off he floor. "I love you." 


He gasped and then felt the arms tighten around him, heard Dave's voice crack. Without warning, tears sprang 


to his eyes. 
"Can | come back first thing in the morning?" 


"No, baby. The moms will bring you over before the ceremony. Chris and Jamie are gonna come over and help 


me. And, like | said, | will meet you on the roof at 6:30," 

"That's all day, too." His voice sounded so pained and distraught that David forced Dave to put him down. 
He held Dave's face in his hands. "What's going on?" 

"Im..." He took a deep breath. "I don't want you to change your mind." 

The older man smiled. "I'm not changing my mind. | want this. | want you." 

‘lm not changing my mind, either." 

"Good. Now, go on back to the farm with the Moms and your sister. And come back for me tomorrow, okay?" 
"Okay." He managed a slight grin before he gave his boyfriend a kiss. 

As he was leaving the kitchen, David called him back. "Dave?" 

Hm?" 

"Dont forget to wear something pretty." 


"| packed my bunny costume," he shot back with a waggle of his eyebrows. 


"| love you." 


David saw them off and then checked his watch. The metal gallery closed in an hour. He hurried out and went 


to pick up Dave's sign and collar. 


He didn't want to be at the farm and he showed his disapproval by sulking the entire way there. He wanted to 
be back at the shop, checking everything over. Most of all, he wanted to be with David, spending this final 
night of singledom with him. But no. Instead he'd been banished away. 

The farm house was lit up like a Christmas tree when they pulled up to it. Elliot was leaning against the porch, 
hands stuffed in his pockets as he watched the cars roll to a stop. As Dave slunk out, head down and hands 
still in pockets, the man clapped his shoulder. 

"Too much estrogen in that car?" 

"Yep." 

"Fancy a beer?" 

His head shot up, a grin suddenly appearing. "Fuckin love one!" 

They walked through the kitchen, pushing their way through the group of women to get to the fridge. 
Grabbing a couple of beers, Elliot lead them away from the house. Leaning against one of the barns, he slid to 
the floor, Dave following his lead. The coolness of the night began to wrap around them, a welcome relief from 
the speed and warmth of the day. 

"So tomorrow?" Elliot began. 

"Yep." 

"Looking forward to it?" 

"Hell yes!" Dave took a drink of the cool liquid. 

"And you absolutely promise me that you'll look after him?" 


"Of course. Hold on" He looked up, eyebrow cocked. "Is this "The Talk"?" 


Through the twilight he saw Elliot grin at him. "Absolutely it is. With Dad no longer around, it's my duty to put 
the fear of God in to you." 


Dave chuckled and turned back to his drink. "Fire away." 

"Just do it, Dave. Keep looking after him. He doesn't need any more shit in this life. He's had his fair dose." 

"| know. Still happenin." 

"Yeah?" 

"Yeah." 

Elliot sighed. "Well just stick by him no matter what happens. Even if he starts freaking the fuck out." 

"That happens from time to time." 

"| bet" 

Swirling the bottle between his fingers, Dave looked at the ground. "Jamie trapped him in the kitchen. Rammed 
a stool against the door so no one could get in while she talked to him. He completely lost it. There's still stuff 
in there, in his brain" Dave tapped the side of his head. "Which just flips when something happens." 

"Shit. Fuckin’ asshole." 

"Me?!" He looked at David's brother, shocked. 

"No, Mustaine." 

"Yeah." Taking another slug of beer, he asked, "You done with "The Talk" now?" 

Elliot chuckled. "Yeah, | think so. Oh, one last thing.” 

"Go on." 


"Hurt him, and I'll shoot you.” There was a hint of humour to his voice. 


Dave laughed. "I can say, hand on heart, that I'm not gonna hurt him. But, if | do, I'll come over here, load the 
gun, and hand it to you. Deal?" 


Elliot held his hand out. "Deal." 


After they'd shook hands, they settled back, watching the night sky and shooting the breeze like two old 
friends catching up. Dave made a mental note to spend more time with Elliot and to try and get him and David 
to do more family bonding. It would be good for them, all of them. 


Chapter I0 - The Wedding 


"Oh, my. Dave, you look." Virginia stood in the bedroom doorway, in her dress and fancy shoes. Her hand flew 


to her mouth and her eyes stung. “Baby. Look at you!" 

Dave stood in front of the mirror, fixing his black silk tie. He wore all black. A black, crisp cotton button down 
under a sleek, midnight black, custom made tuxedo. The trousers tapered down his long legs to be met by a 
smart pair of buffed up but broken-in Doc Martens. 

His sister trimmed his hair and beard for him the night before, while she prattled on about how proud she 
was of him but missed him out in California. Waves of soft, shiny, chocolate locks hung around his face, just 
reaching his shoulders. 

"Yeah, | look pretty fucking good, don't |?" He grinned when he turned to face her. 

"So handsome. That boy's heart is going to burst when he sees you." 

"So's his pants, | hope." Dave smirked. "You know he put me out for two weeks?" 

"Two whole weeks? You poor bastard. And you're still marrying him?" 

Dave gave her a mocking glare. 

"Got all your vows and all that ready?" 

"Got it. Got a call this morning about it" 

"A call?" 

“That's right. | got a friend to help me out." 


"What do you have up your sleeve?" 


"Guess you'll have to show up and find out. You look quite pretty yourself, lady. You planning on hooking up at 
my wedding?" 


"Might. Got any hot, single friends?" 


"None good enough for you," he told her and pressed a kiss to her forehead. “Thank you, Mom, for everything. 


| love you." 


‘| love you, too. And | am so proud of you. He's a good man and his family is so wonderful and supportive. You 


found a good home with him." 

"Mom, what if he never really heals, though?" 

"Then you take what he is able to offer you and you decide if its enough for you to be happy with. Seems like 
if you're marrying him than it is enough. Isn't it? Because, my love, I've never seen you happier. Taylor was 
supposedly "healthy", wasn't he? And you were never this happy with him. So what, David's got scars, inside 
and out? Either because of them or in spite of them, he makes you happy. And you make him happy. Isn't that 


all you need to know?" 


Elliot met them all on the porch. He ushered all the women into one car and then pulled Dave aside, to his 


truck. 
"One last moment without the hens, yeah?" 


"Thanks, bro." 


They arrived at the warehouse a little after five and Dave was kept down in the shop, greeting the few guests 
that were invited. David, against his mother's wishes, had kept the guestlist to under seventy-five. Though he 
didn't know about Dave's surprises. He kept one hand in his pocket, fingers twisting around the gift he had for 
his soon-to-be husband. In the other pocket sat the wedding ring. They'd at least purchased those together, 


simple silver rings engraved inside with their names and the date. 


Chris appeared through the crowd of people. He smiled and held out his hand. He was dressed smartly in a 
grey suit with a burgundy tie. His hair was pulled back in a matching burgundy ribbon. 


"Looking good. How do you feel?" Chris asked. 

"Ready to get this going. How is he?" 

Chris smiled. "You know." 

"Freaking the fuck out, isn't he?" 

"A little. He made me come down to make sure you showed up." 

Dave smiled sadly. "Never gonna trust that l'm here for good, is he?" 
"Eventually." 


"When? When I'm old and can't walk anymore?" 


"Sounds about right." 
"Tell him I'm here and | ain't fucking going anywhere. Ever. Tell him that.” 
"Got it." Chris gave him a soft clap on his back and turned back toward the hall. 


Dave watched him retreat and longed to rush up there after him and take David into his arms and convince 


him, once and for all, that he was there for good. Forever. 


The bedroom door was shut and he leaned against it, trying to take deep even breaths. On the other side 


Jamie's relentless knocking continued. 


"David! David, come on. You can't do this, not now. Not today. You're supposed to be happy. Not having a panic 
attack" 


He couldn't help it. He'd woken up early to finish all the chores, seen his handwritten vows sitting beside the 


coffee machine and had a melt down. There were too many memories. Too much pain. 

Staring at himself in the mirror, he studied the crisp white suit. As his eyes flickered shut, the memory 
burned across his mind. That day, in an office in California, he'd stood beside Mustaine. Both had been dressed 
in grey suits, their hair braided behind them, and flowers in their buttonholes as they'd taken their vows. He'd 
been so happy. So excited for the future. A new beginning, a new start. Everything had been wiped clean. 
Except that it hadn't. They'd had their wedding night. Had been blissfully happy in a beachfront hotel. Only for 
Dave to hit him the next morning. He'd used their civil union as a threat every time David had dared to step 
out of line. "I'll take your house." "I'll take your money." "I'll take your life." The worst had been, "I'll take your 
family if you dare to even leave me". 


And now he was faced with it again. Another nightmare. 


"David! Shit" Jamie sighed and leaned against the door. "Francis?! Francis, can you please come and talk some 


sense in to your son?" 

There was a gentle rapping of knuckles against the door. "David, dear. You've got to come out." 
"| can't" 

"Yes, you can" 


"Mom, | can't. The second those vows are said and the ink's dry, he'll turn in to Mustaine." 


"Sweetheart, he won't.” 

"How do you know?" 

He heard his mother sigh. "Just let me in" 

Stepping away from the door, he cracked it open enough for her to walk in before slamming it shut again. She 
took his hand and lead him to the bed, sitting him down beside her. Her hand gently rubbed small circles 
against his back David could feel the tears beginning to come, his chest tight and aching from trying to 
breathe properly. 

"Dave loves you very, very much." 

"| know," he murmured, head hanging. 

"And you have to believe it. This is a man who, rather than fight you, has fought tooth and nail to keep you 
by his side. He wants to understand you, darling, not destroy you. And if you act like this it'll only shut him 
out. You don't want him to leave, do you?" 

He shook his head. "No." 

"Then you need to trust him. You need to open up and know that he's not going to hurt you in the same way 
that the other boy did. David, the only thing that sweet boy wants in this life is to see you smile. And today 
you're going to make him smile so much. You want that, don't you?" 

He nodded. 


"Good. Now let me brush those tangles out of your hair." 


She got to her feet and returned with the brush. Gently she ran it through his honey colored hair, setting it 


around his shoulders in thick waves. 


"You look so handsome, sweetheart. So handsome and so happy. | haven't seen you this happy in so long. Don't 
ruin it with this." 


"| won't." he murmured. 


Francis helped him to his feet and straightened his suit. Looking in the mirror, David smiled. He did look good, 
the suit fitting in all the right places. The contrast of black and white was beautiful. 


There was a knock at the door. Chris' voice filtered through to them. "Guys, it's time." 


David felt his heart flip and he took a deep breath. His mother patted his arm before hooking her arm through 
his. 


"Walk me down the aisle and make me proud, David." 


Dave stood under the white tent, fidgeting. He shifted his weight from one foot to the other. David's ring was 
perched on the end of his thumb and he kept rubbing it, silently praying to a god he didn't think existed, 
begging him or her to just let David come to him. Chris stood beside him, a hand on his shoulder, trying to 
soothe him. 


"He's coming. He'll be here, | know it" 


Dave gave him a grateful glance and just then, through the speakers placed in the four corners of the 
ceremony area, they heard a somewhat familiar piano intro. And then, as the song dawned on Dave, he gave a 
low chuckle. It was one of the best things about David. That, even in his most stressed out, freaked out state, 
he could still have a sense of humor. The unmistakable voice of Steve Perry softly began to fill the air. The 


guests looked at each other, then Dave, with quizzical expressions. He simply gave a small shrug. 


"Highway run 

Into the midnight sun 
Wheels go round and round 
You're on my mind 
Restless hearts 

Sleep alone tonight 

Sendin all my love 


Along the wire 


They say that the road 

Ain't no place to start a family 
Right down the line 

Its been you and me 

And lovin’ a music man 


Aint always what it's supposed to be 


Oh girl you stand by me 
I'm forever yours, faithfully" 


At the word, ‘faithfully’, David and his mother appeared at the end of the aisle. 


His heart was in his throat, his fingers wrapped around his mother's. She squeezed his hand, letting him know 
it was going to be okay. Giving her a small smile and a nod he began the slow walk toward the rest of his life. 


The sun was just setting and there wasn't a cloud in the sky. Reds, pinks, and oranges lit the twilight moment. 
The garden's flowers filled the air with their evening scents, the lights on the tent twinkling. Murmurs rippled 
among the guests and David felt his smile widen. Everything he had felt before was beginning to melt away. No 
longer did he feel as though he was walking to his death. 


The lump in his throat grew as Dave looked at him, a smile tugging at his fiance's lips. He looked relieved, the 
tension that had been in his body disappearing. Dressed all in black, he looked stunning, David suddenly realising 


how lucky he was. 

Their walk was slow, matching his mother's age and giving him the opportunity to clear his head. His life had 
been waiting for this moment. Waiting to finally fall in to the arms of someone who truly loved him. Would he 
have gone through the thirty years of hell he'd been through with Mustaine just to get this moment again? 
Absolutely. 

At the end of the aisle, his mother let him go, pressing a kiss to his face before taking a seat on the front 
row. David could feel the cameras which were on them. Not just those of their friends but the ones they'd 


also set up to capture the moment. 


Stepping beneath the tent, he stopped beside Dave and looked at him. He knew his own eyes sparkled with 


happiness and he leaned close to whisper, "Hey, handsome.” 

A hand rested in the small of his back as Dave replied, "Glad you could make it, beautiful’ 

"Wouldn't miss it for the world" 

The younger man held his breath when their officiant asked if anybody knew of a reason the two men should 
not be wed He had a fleeting thought of Mustaine jumping out of the shadows. He swore he caught the same 


worry in David's eyes but when all were silent, he grinned at his beloved. 


And then it didn't matter what was being said or who was watching. Dave reached out and took David's hand. 


He was lost in those beautiful caramel eyes when he heard his name and saw those eyes widen 
"What? Sorry," he mumbled and all their quests gave a soft laugh. 

"You're up," David quietly said as his cheeks flushed slightly. 

"Oh! Oh. We're up to that part already?" 


More soft laughter. 


He slid a hand into the breast pocket of his jacket and pulled out a small slip of paper and a pair of glasses. He 
slid them on, gave David a glance and cleared his throat. 


"When you told me we had to write these ourselves, David, | choked. | panicked, really. | was consumed with the 
thought that | don't know how to say how | feel about you in a smart, eloquent way. | love you because you 
fill my heart with love. | love you because you let me love you the way | know how to love, which is wholly 
and completely. You let me worm my way into your life when you could have simply told me no. You gave me 
all of this and created this wonderful home for me. But most importantly, you gave me a home inside your 
heart where | feel cherished and protected like I've never felt before. You put up with me and my ADD and 
my sugar addiction when | know you really just want to tie me down and throttle me. Which, | hope, comes 
later on after everyone's left” He paused and gave the older man a smirk. "For everything you do and for 


everything you are, | want to thank you. All my life, | was only waiting for this moment to arise." 


From seemingly nowhere, Chris produced Dave's black acoustic and handed it to him. Dave threw the strap 
over his shoulder and gently began playing Blackbird. He turned from David, to look down the aisle, prompting a 
confused David to look also. Standing at the end of it, smiling tenderly, was Sir Paul McCartney. He gave his 
friend a nod and began to sing David's song as he slowly walked toward them. 


"How in the hell..2" David murmured, totally in awe. 


He could feel the tears rising, prickling at his eyes. He didn't want to break down, not yet, but the words and 
the music and the presence of a living legend were too much. A single tear slid from David's eyes and he 


quickly brushed it away. 
As the song ended, he grinned and held out a hand to Paul. "Thanks." 


His hand was taken, the Brit grinning in response. "You're welcome. And congratulations. I'll see you guys in a 


bit." 


Taking a deep breath, David composed himself. "Well, I'm not sure how I'm going to follow that. Maybe | should 


have gone first." 


A ripple of laughter ran through the crowd. Turning to look at Dave, he smiled at the man before him, taking 
in the slightly puppy dog look which was on his face. Reaching in to his pocket, David took out a piece of paper 
and unfolded it. 


"| wasn't sure what to write because, at times, I'm not always great at expressing myself. | tend to keep it 
hidden away. But from the very start, you saw something in me. Something which made you follow me across 
the country. | don't always see the good in myself, but you did. And you took it and nurtured it and cared for 
it" His nervous smile widened. “And, well, look what happened. | love you so much, not just for what you've done 
for me, but for just being you. You took someone who was, most people believed, broken beyond repair, and set 
about healing them. You've allowed me the time to be me, to grow and to heal. All the while you've remained 
by my side through some of the most horrific moments of my life. Moments that would have sent any other 
person running. But not you. You stayed, even when the going got really tough. You've made me feel a million 


different emotions, the greatest of which is the love | carry for you. Thank you, from the bottom of my 


heart, for choosing to spend the rest of your life with me." 


Returning the paper to his pocket, David glanced at his feet, desperately trying to hide the tears which 
threatened to fall. 


Two hands gently swept across his cheeks and lifted his head. Dave leaned in and softly kissed him. 
"We're not up to that part yet! 

"| don't care. My husband needs a kiss. 

More "awww"s and laughter from their quests. 


"Well, then. No more beating around the bush. Dave, do you take this man to be your husband and promise to 
love him through good and bad and all that stuff?" 


He smiled brightly, gazing into David's eyes. "Hell, yes." 
"Got a ring for him?" 


Dave pulled the ring off of his thumb and held David's left hand up. He removed the ring he was wearing 
already and replaced it with the wedding band. 


David gave his confirmation as well and placed Dave's ring on his finger. 
"You can kiss again, if you want." 


David laughed this time. "Want. Very, very much want." He pulled Dave's face to meet him in a long kiss as he 


wrapped his arms around the brunette's neck. 


This time the crowd cheered and clapped for them. More photos were snapped when they turned to the crowd 
and, with hands joined, raised them over their heads. The smile on David's face was electric. Francis and Virginia 
were laughing as they each dabbed their eyes. Jamie met Dave's glance and pointed at her eye, then her heart 
and then at Dave. Her way of saying, ‘| love you: 


For a moment, they stood side by side, hands linked as people stood and took photos. Guests stepped forward 
to congratulate them. Seeing his mother shakily get to her feet, David walked over and wrapped his arms 


around her. Tears sparkled in her eyes. 


I'm so proud of you, sweetheart. So proud. You've overcome so much to get to this point. Now | can die 


happy." 


"Hey, you aint going nowhere yet," he laughed. "We've got a party." 


Grinning, David took his new husband's hand and, just as they were stepping onto the aisle, gave a low whistle. 
As if by magic, the cats appeared, scampering from wherever they'd been suming themselves. Shelby followed, 
giving an excited bark as she stepped in to line beside them, a big black and white polka dot bow around her 


neck. 


"You couldn't help yourself, could you?" Dave chuckled. "Putting a bow on my dog. Man, how's she gonna live 
that one down?" 


Laughing, David looped his arm around Dave's waist and pulled him close. Maks and Boris raced down the aisle, 
much to the amusement of the guests, to go and sit at the door. A chorus of meows filled the air. 


"She'll live it down. Trust me, you should have seen what Jamie wanted to put her in. It made your drag acts 


look mostly sane." 
"| don't wanna know. | don't wanna know." 


Reaching the door, David paused. Turning to Dave, he swept the hair behind Dave's ear, he gave a small smile. 


"Ready to start your new life?" 
Fingers brushed down his cheek and he closed his eyes, leaning into the touch. "As ready as I'll ever be." 


Opening the door, it felt like any other day as the dog and the cats raced one another to the loft. 


The couple stood at the bottom of the staircase, with their mothers, and greeted everyone who passed by. 
They informed their guests that dinner would be down in the shop but until then they could hang around 
anywhere. They'd open a small bar up on the roof but the main bar would be in the shop. The last person to 
descend the stairs was Paul. He laughed softly when David turned sharply to his husband. 

"Paul McCartney sang at our wedding.’ 


"| know. | was there," Dave said with a laugh. 


"How long have you..when did you..ch, forget it." David turned to the charming man. "Mr. McCartney, I'm so 
honored. Really, truly honored. This is by far the best day of my life!" 


"Well, because you married this guy, right?" 
"What? Oh, sure, sure. Yes." 


"Heyl" Dave protested. 


David smiled and extended his hand again just as Dave wrapped his arm around the older man's neck. 

"It was truly an honor for me to come out and see the two of you wed. Dave has been a good friend of mine 
for many years. And now I've got another friend named Dave. Listened to your work in the plane on the way 
out. Really great stuff. | hope that's not out of line of me to say." 

David beamed. "I'm sure the writer of that stuff would be tickled to hear you say that." 


The photographer approached and, upon seeing the men talking to Paul, snapped a couple candids before he 


hovered, afraid of interrupting. 

Finally, Dave turned toward him. "Frank, what's up?" 

"Before it gets darker, would you like to get some outdoors shots in?" 
"Sure. David, what did you have in mind here?" 


"Come with me." David grinned. Definitely up to something. "Paul, will you hang around? We're going to play 


downstairs later. Love to have you jam with us." 

"| will be around. Going to find Dave's beautiful mother and flirt with her." 

"God, go easy on her this time, please." 

David's eyes widened. "This time?" 

‘Long story." 

Downstairs, David pulled the Camaro out of the garage and put the top down while he got Dave to pull out the 
Road King. After several shots in the car, on the car and on the bike, they went back upstairs and took some 
photos on the roof, in the garden and under the tent. After some mingling and talking to the guests who 
stayed up there to drink and have their smokes, Felix came up to tell the men to announce that their dinner 
was ready to be served. 


The newlyweds sat at a table with their mothers. After Dave pried his way from Paul. 


"Is Paul McCartney my new Daddy?" he teased her as he took his jacket off and draped it over the back of 
the chair. 


‘Oh, | really hope so!" she replied. 


After they ate, during which they spent a lot of time giving each other cute little glances, Dave was 


immediately pulled away and handed a beer by Elliot and Lisa. Dave's seat was filled by Chris and he and David 
bent heads together in a conversation Every now and then, Dave would lift his eyes from his sister and gaze 
at his husband. He loved watching David speak. The way he used his hands a lot, the way he'd lick his lips when 
he tried to think of a word to use, the way he'd laugh a little self-consciously, all made Dave's heart beat 
faster. When his husband felt those eyes upon him and lifted his own, Dave winked and gave his top lip a little 
lick, letting David know exactly what was on his mind. 

The older man grinned and lowered his gaze. He quickly glanced across the room again just to reassure himself 
that he'd actually had a husband now. And they didn't make husbands any better than his. He was fucking 
gorgeous and dorky at the same time and David adored each side of him. 

One of Marta's assistants approached David and asked if he was ready to reveal the cake. He smiled and said 
yes and then stood to remove his own jacket. He took off his cufflinks and slid them into the jacket pocket and 
then rolled his sleeves. David then stepped up to the microphone on the stage. 

"My darling? Are you ready for some cake and coffee?" 

"How about cake and beer?" Dave asked loudly from the back of the shop. 


"How about get your ass up here, please?" 


When Dave stood by his side, David explained to their guests that he decided to make their wedding cake and 


he tried to keep in mind who he was marrying and what Dave would like. 


"Honestly, | probably could have given him a five pound bag of sugar and he'd be happy. But | went one further 
than that. | hope you enjoy your cake, my dear." 


Felix wheeled the beautiful cake out on a cart and Dave smiled and laughed when he saw it. 

“That is fucking awesome!" He marveled and stepped off the stage to have a closer look. 

The cake was gorgeous, the three tiers stacked neatly on top of one another. All were iced white, yet David 
had gone to town on the decorations. Music notes swirled around the cakes and, on the top tier, were little 


cartoon models of them sitting astride a motorcycle. 


Reaching behind him, David picked up an acoustic guitar and held it out. "Start at the bottom and work your 


way up." 
It took several attempts but, all too soon, the opening bars of "Love Me Do" filled the shop. 
"No fuckin’ way!" The look on Dave's face was priceless. 


Grinning, David nodded. "Hell, yeah." 


"That's, like, a fuckin’ work of art." 
"And now you know why my hands were cramped all the time.’ 


Marta's assistant held out a knife. Taking it, David looked at his husband, heart filling with pride and happiness. 
"Ready?" 


"As I'll ever be. Not sure if | want to cut this beast." 


"Can always make another," David replied with a smirk. "You should see what's being prepped for your 


bi rthday." 


That was enough to set off the child within and Dave was bouncing around him, all grabby hands and laughter. 
The room filled with the sounds of the guests laughing with them. 


"Tell me! Tell me! Tell me!" 

"You want cake?" David grinned. 
"Yes! Want cake!" 

"Then you don't get told” 


Dave slumped a little, the familiar pout on his lips. Reaching out an arm, David hooked him close and pressed a 


kiss to his forehead. "Come on, cut this one with me." 

Wrapping their hands around the steel handle, they posed for photographs before slowly easing the knife 
through the lower tier. Hooking it on to the end of the knife, David held it out, his husband not needing any 
prompting to take it. A soft, almost orgasmic sigh tickled his ears. 

"Good?" 

"Really fuckin’ good," Dave mumbled between mouthfuls. "What did you lace it with?" 

‘Only the best brandy known to man." 

"Want morel!" 


More laughter. 


"You gotta share it!" 


Dave looked at him, then at the crowd, then back to him before grabbing the handles of the trolley and 
beginning to make for the kitchen. Aching from laughter, David jammed a foot in front of the wheels. 


"Not so fast! 

Another pout. "But! 

"No buts! Be good and share.” 

Their quests couldnt contain themselves, the laughter loud and long, 

David called over his shoulder, "Marta can you hide this somewhere, please? Somewhere he won't find it 
"Is there such a place?!" she called back 

In urison, both of them replied, "NO" 


Laughing, he wrapped his arms around Dave's waist and pulled him close. Brushing the hair from his face, 


David looked in dark, sparkling eyes. 
‘Love you, especially when you're being silly." 
Dave grinned and gave him a quick kiss. "Love you too." 


After cake and coffee made their way to everyone's mouths and tables were cleared, Paul made his way up to 


the stage and picked up the acoustic. 


"David, my darling, I'm sorry but your husband is not through surprising you. | got a call from Dave a couple 
weeks ago. ‘Paul, friend. My best friend, he butters me up. ‘Can you please come to Minneapolis?» Minneapolis? 
What the hell is in Minneapolis, | asked. He said that's where he lives now, don't | watch TV? Well, no. No, | 
don't! Anyway, he went on to tell me how he met this wonderful man named David and he's going to marry 
him. And then, David, he went on to describe you to me. He used words like ‘light and ‘joy' and ‘beautiful and 
he told me that one of his favorite memories with you was the day you sat by the stream behind your farm 
and he tilted his head back to see the sun breaking through the branches of trees as they swayed in the 


breeze. So, if you would, please take your husband and dance with him." 


There was not a dry eye in the house as Dave led his husband to the middle of the floor and held him in his 


arms as Paul softly sang Here Comes The Sun. 
"We didn't just sit by the stream that day," David whispered with a grin on his lips. 


"We didn't just, that's true. But | remember that day because that was the day | knew your life, whether | 


was in it or not, was finally going to be filled with the sunshine you deserved." 


"The only sunshine | need is you." 
flattery will get you everywhere, Mr. Ellefson. Especially into my pants." 
"We'll see about that later." 


They whispered into each other's ears, flirting with each other, while they held each other close and moved 


slowly in time with Paul's singing. 


Their first dance was the perfect segue into a lot more music and dancing. 


Everyone who could play got up and jammed. Chris was there and Paul stayed to join them. There was no set 
list, just the suggestion that music should be lighthearted and fun. Smiling at Dave, he kept hold of his hand 
and made for the stage. His bass was already set up and tuned, ready to go. Slinging it on, he looked out at the 


crowd 
"So y'all want to dance?" he said in to the mic. 

A roar of "Yes!" went up. Grinning, he turned to the others and shrugged. "Well, let's give it to ‘em!" 

They started with "Word Up" and sped in to a rock version of "Get This Party Started’. Laughing more at 
themselves than the quests, they launched in to "Thriller", getting in to the spirit when those who knew the 


dance moves got in to the groove. 


Trying to catch his breath, David took over from Dave as his husband trotted behind the drums. Resting an 


arm on the mic stand, he grinned. 


"Okay, you'll all probably think this is a bit of an unusual song to have at a wedding party but, screw it, we're 


not known for being normal around here. And if you can laugh at yourself, you've won half the battle." 
As the familiar intro began, he leaned closer to the microphone. 


‘Mondays is for drinking to the seldom seen kid." Grinning from ear to ear, he took a deep breath, the guests 


roaring as he launched in to the song. "I've been working on a cocktail called grounds for divorce." 


The guests were up and dancing, feet thundering against the floor. As the song ended, everyone looked at them 
with expectant eyes. David could feel his face aching from smiling. 


"More?!" 


Another roar. The roof, by rights, should have been gone a long time ago from the noise. 

"Really sure?!" 

More screams of "YES!". 

"Okay, this another one from our twisted catalogue. Mom, | apologise in advance for the language." 


Chris had taken over on piano and, as he began, David started, "| see you driving round town with the girl | 


love and l'm like ‘FUCK YOU!" 
"All right, all right” Dave laughed as he stood up from the drum stool. "Felix, get over here, buddy." 


Felix was all smiles when he scampered up on the stage and Dave handed him his sticks. "Remember the songs 


we've been working on?" 
He nodded and Dave gave him a wink Dave then picked up his guitar. 
"More dancing?" he asked. 


More screams of yes. 


“All right!" And pulled his tie over his head and unbuttoned his shirt to the middle of his chest. Then he began 
the opening chords of All My Life. He gave David a cheeky grin, to which he responded by rolling his eyes and 
shaking his head. 


After All My Life, Felix stayed on for another Foo Fighters song, Gimme Stitches. Dave returned to his throne 
while Paul took over the vocals for Zeppelin's Rock and Roll and Queen's Tie Your Mother Down, during which 
he found Virginia and pressed a kiss to her hand. 


David turned to his husband and gave him a grin as he began the bass intro to Another One Bites The Dust. 
Dave caught on and joined in. At which point, Paul threw up his hands and backed away from the mic. The 
three remaining musicians looked at each other in a panic, who was going to sing. Finally, at the very last scond, 
Jamie pushed her way through the crowd of dancing people and stepped onto the stage and shocked everybody 
by belting out the song. David gave Chris a look and lifted his fingers to his mouth as in, "She been drinking?" 
Chris shrugged. 


As she was leaving the stage, though, David put his hand on her shoulder. "Where do you think you're going? 
We got one more. And | think you're gonna like it.” He spoke into the mic. "We joked and said this should be our 
first dance song but it's better to close the night with it, instead." 


Chris began the opening riff on an acoustic and Jamie recognized it immediately and laughed. 


"We could just go home right now. 


Or maybe we could stick around for just one more drink" 


And on the last chorus, the entire shop was singing and screaming the song until they got to the one line that 
Jamie screamed, "Tell ‘em all go fuck themselves!" 


Nobody wanted to leave and the groan was audible when David stepped up again and said, "You ain't gotta go 
home but you gotta get the hell up outta here!" 


It took over an hour for everybody to trickle out, leaving the husbands standing in the middle of the messy 
shop. 


"Tomorrow?" David asked. 

"Maybe. If you can walk," was the reply, along with a hand squeezing his ass. 

Looking up into those dark eyes, David smiled. Looping his arms around the younger man's neck, he pulled him 
down for a kiss, swaying to the music only he could hear. Hands came to rest at his hips, Dave moving in time 
to their silent waltz. It was peaceful, the sounds of earlier finally fading to nothing. Part of David was sad it 
was all over. Part of him was happy, the excitement still in his heart. Tangling his fingers in Dave's hair, he 
rested their foreheads together. 

"| love you," he murmured. "Love you so very much." 

Dave's eyes smiled at him, fingers whispering along his back. "Love you too." 

"Gonna ruin this moment by telling me you want to take me to bed?" 

“Absolutely not. When am | gonna get to do this again?" 

"Every night of the week," David said with a smile. 


"In that case." Lips whispered over his again "Let me take you to bed." 


Melting against his husband, David allowed his hand to be taken and they quietly walked up into the loft and 
into the bedroom. Soft "Wow'"'s left their lips as they walked in. 


Every shelf was covered with candles, the soft light bouncing from the walls. Waves of white muslin were 
draped from over the frame of the bed and sweeping to the floor, while the bed had been remade in fresh 


white sheets. Rose petals were scattered across the bed. 


"Did you-" Dave began. 


"Nope. You?" 

"No" 

"Had to be Jamie." 

"Jamie wouldn't do this. Her idea of romance is cutting down to only one f-bomb in a sentence." 


"Doesn't matter who did it. Let's just enjoy it.” The younger man said as he gently tipped his husband back onto 
the bed. 


David laid back on top of the red rose petals, his hair spread out around his head, his white shirt opened at 
the chest, white trousers strained across his groin His arms were outspread across the bed, fingers softly 


caressing the petals. He brought one to his nose and inhaled. 


"Stay like that for just a minute," Dave told him and crossed over to his bedside table and picked up his phone. 
He took a photo of David. "Now, spread your arms again. And your legs." He grinned. 


"Put the phone away and come here." 

"One more. Put your hands behind your head." 

"Dave!" 

"Please?? You look so gorgeous, | need these for my spank bank!" 


"Wow, thats romantic," David said sarcastically even though he did as he was asked. However crude, it felt 


good to be adored like that by his husband. 

As soon as he snapped the photo, Dave slid the phone into his pants pocket and then crawled onto the bed 
over David. He found the other's hands and slid his fingers between David's, gently pinning them against the 
mattress. He dotted David's face with soft kisses. 


"You looked so beautiful today. The white against your skin and your gorgeous hair made you look like an angel. 


My angel," he murmured in David's ear, letting his lips touch the outer ridge, making the older man shiver. 
"Does that make you the devil, in all black?" 

"Devilishly handsome." Dave grinned and gave that ear a nip. And then he sucked the lobe between his lips and 
tickled it with his tongue. He pulled one hand away from David's and slowly let it glide down his arm and across 


his chest, finding the remaining buttons on his shirt. 


He gasped as the material fell away from his body, pooling around him on the bed. Warm lips moved from his 


ear, down his throat and to his chest, kisses making their way over his naked skin. The tip of Dave's tongue 
found his nipples, teasing them, making him groan and arch from the bed. Stroking his hand over the waves of 


soft, dark hair, he urged the younger man lower. 


Chuckling, Dave paused and rested his cheek against David's pelvis. "Not so fast. You made me wait two weeks 


for this. I'm gonna take my time." 

Pouting, David whined. "But" 

"But nothing,” was the soft reply. "Just lie there and enjoy.” 

David did his best as he was teased in to submission, finally melting against the bed. One hand curled in to the 
sheets, the other gently stroking Dave's head. The younger man took his time before finally reaching the 
waistband of his pants. Fingers worked over his crotch, massaging the aching bulge they held. 

"Don't wanna take all of this off" 

Lifting his head from the pillow, David looked at him with heavy eyes. "Why not?" 


"Because you look amazing. Not that you don't look amazing every day but | don't want today to end." 


Managing a smile, he lifted Dave's eyes to his own. "We can do this every day of the week, if you like. Doesn't 
have to stop tonight." 


"Promise?" 

"Absolutely." 

Dave slowly unbuttoned the pants, marking it with a kiss to David's hip. Then, very slowly, so slow that David 
groaned, he lowered the zipper, marking it with another kiss. He used his hand to push the trousers open only 
to find David was wearing a pair of light pink, silk boxers that were beautifully tented and taut across his 


erection. 


"Oh, that's..that's ..oh, baby," Dave sputtered as his fingers lightly caressed the buttery soft material. He 


stood then and inched the trousers off his lover's body to reveal that gorgeous body in those delicious shorts. 
"Like them?" 

"| love them. I'm doing everything | can not to rip them off of you." 

David giggled. 


The younger man pulled his shirt out of his pants and began hurriedly unbuttoning it. 


"Nuh uh," David protested. "Slow down. Do it nice and slow for me. Maybe | want to take some photos of my 


own. 

"Want me to do a striptease for you, baby?" 

"Yeah, you give me a show while | lay back here and rub myself 

So Dave turned around and gave David his back while he unbuttoned the rest of his shirt and then, teasingly, 
he lowered it off of one shoulder as he peeked at David from behind his hair. Then he whipped his head around 
to peek over the other shoulder as he lowered the shirt on that side as well. On he went, teasing and being 
cute as he discarded the shirt. 

"Ready for my pants now?" 

"Ready for what's in them." 

Dave laughed softly as he turned back around. His eyes drank in the sight of his husband with one arm tucked 
underneath his head and the other hand rubbing his cock through the silk shorts. Fingers worked quickly to 
unbuckle his belt. And then, remembering to tease, he let his hand slide down to his crotch and give his own 
cock a good, slow rub. 


"Want to see my stripper moves?" Dave asked, 


"If you've got stripper moves and you're only showing them to me now, I'm going to be either very 


disappointed or very pleased” 

"Both." Dave grinned and tilted his head back, mouth open in a soft moan, and wound one arm back behind his 
head. The other hand continued to unbutton and unzip his trousers, pushing them off his hips to reveal a black 
satin g-string. 

"Dave!" the older man howled when he saw it. "You kinky bastard!" 

"Told you. Stripper moves. Got any money for me?" 


"You never cease to surprise me." 


"For the rest of your life, I'll have surprises in store for you," Dave said so softly and with such a warm 


smile. 


David's heart melted and he sat up, turned onto his hands and knees and crawled to the edge of the bed He 
held Dave's hand to steady him as he pulled the pants down and stepped out of them. And then David reached 
for the g-string and peeled it off. 


"Love you," David murmured as he peered up at his husband. Then he gently took Dave's hard length into his 
mouth, letting his wet lips surround the head while his tongue pressed into the slit. 


Sliding his hands in to the waves of honey coloured hair, Dave sighed as David worked his way lower. Lips and 
throat worked at him pushing him closer. As the knot in his stomach began to grow, he gave a gentle tug on 
David's hair. 

"Don't. Not ready yet" 

The older man sat back on his heels and smiled, a hand linking with his. "Come and join me then" 

Easing himself back on to the bed, he pulled the younger man down beside him, hands weaving in to his hair as 
warm lips met. Soft kisses were exchanged, quickly changing to hungry, pleading embraces. Fingers slid over 
skin, touching and feeling, finding the spots which made the other groan. Wrapping a leg around Dave's waist, 
David pulled him closer, rocking his hips against his husband's. 

Fingers hooked into the waistband of his shorts, slowly easing them lower, the soft material whispering against 
his skin and only adding to what he was feeling. Sighing, David moved on to his back and allowed them to be 
pushed down his legs, his cock springing free. More kisses, following the line of his body until Dave's nose was 
pressed against the patch of hair around the base of his cock. Closing his eyes, he urged his lover closer, 
sighing softly as a long tongue traced the outline of his cock. 

"Yes," he hissed. "Oh, fuck yes." 

"Want it?" 

"Want you." 

“All in good time." 

Wrapping a leg around Dave, he moved with the dark haired man, rocking slightly as lips and teeth and tongue 
gently teased him. A finger whispered along his ass and between his cheeks, ghosting over his entrance before 
disappearing again. 

"Dave?" 

"Yeah?" 


"| want you in me." 


"All in good time," his lover chuckled. 


"Are you getting your revenge because | made you wait?" 

"Damn right | am." 

David groaned as if he was in serious pain. "Are you going to do this to me every time | make you wait?" 
Dave lifted his head. "Every time?" 


The smaller man giggled. "Yeah, you know. | thought we could abstain for couple weeks here and there. It's 


healthy." 
"Since when is it healthy to give your husband a raging case of blue balls?" 
"Aww, poor baby," David mocked him. 


"Well, if that's how you feel." And he tried to pull away from David only to be yanked back to him and pulled 
on top of him. He felt a pair of strong legs wrap around him and tighten. 


Their first night together as husbands was slow and sweet. Their bodies joined in the same blissful union as 


their hearts and souls, two became one. For always and forever. 


Chapter Il 


Shelby's soft whine and cold nose woke Dave. There were two arms wrapped around him and soft, warm 
breath against his shoulder. As quietly as possible, he slid from the bed and threw on a pair of flannel pants. 
He and the dog crept from the loft to go downstairs and begin the task of cleaning up. 

What he found, however, made his mouth drop. He laughed a single, incredulous Hal The shop, along with the 
kitchen, was spotless. The only indication of who had done it was a scribbled note on the bar that said, "We can 
still hear you up there. | swear to God, you're like little fucking rabbits!" 

Had to be James. 

He let Shelby out through the garage and then raided the refrigerator in the shop kitchen for more cake. Just 
as he was about to shove a second piece in his mouth, he heard, "Freeze, Grohl. Drop the cake and turn 
around." 

Dave turned to find David standing in the doorway, arms crossed over his chest. 


"What are you doing? Go back to sleep," he mumbled with a mouthful of cake. 


"I woke up and you were gone. Figured you came down to start cleaning. Didn't think you'd finish this fast and 


attack the cake." 
"| did good, right?" 
"Nice try. | saw Jamie's note." 


David crossed the room and grabbed his husband's head in both hands, pulling it down. He flicked his tongue out 


and licked a glob of icing from the corner of his mouth. 

"Gotta get packed. When do we have to leave?" 

"| arranged the plane for 4 pm" 

"Perfect. Meet you upstairs. | start coffee up there. No more coke" 
"But its so fucking good, baby!" 


David turned and gave him a death glare. "No. More. Cake." 


Upstairs he debated the suitcases. He wanted to take toys. But then they were headed to Vegas, Sin City. They 
could get a bunch of new, and different, toys there. 


Wandering in to the closet, David began to pull clothes from hangers and drawers. Casual wear for the day, 
something smarter if they decided to go out to dinner. Sorting through his pants, he came across several 
pairs he hadn't worn in a while. They'd been his stage clothes, many moons ago. Skin tight leather, decorated 
with zips and studs. He'd never been able to let go of them, the hope that one day he'd go back to playing 
professionally a spark in his soul. Gazing at a pair which were lined with studs, he folded them and added them 


to the bottom of his case. They were his little secret, something to make his husband happy. 


The thought slammed in to the side of his head, his heart suddenly wrenching. Leaning against the wall, he took 


deep, even breaths. 
"No. Please not now. Please. Please just leave me alone. You're not welcome any more." 


His eyes focused on the ring on his left hand. It wasn’t a weight. It wasn't a collar. It wasn't something which 


was going to beat him, rape him, or kill him. It was a gift from someone who loved him very much. 

"David?" 

His head snapped up, eyes looking to the door. It opened and Dave walked in, a distinct trail of crumbs down his 
shirt. He held two mugs of coffee. One was offered to him. Taking it, David smiled and took a sip before turning 
back to his case. 

"You okay?" 

With his back still to Dave, he nodded. "Yeah, fine. Just a few unwanted thoughts, thats all." 

A hand ran tenderly down his back and he shivered. "Like?" 

"Just the past rearing its head" Putting the coffee down, he turned and smiled at the younger man. "Just the 
past telling me that I'm not worth this and that it'll kill me. But | am worth this and it's not going to kill me. In 
fact, I've been given the greatest gift of love anyone could ever receive." 

"No, | have. Who else would let me eat leftover wedding cake first thing in the morning?" 


"To be fair, that's only because you ate it thinking | was still sleeping.’ 


Dave gasped and covered his heart with his hand. "Why, David! Are you implying that | sneak around behind 


your back?" 


"Yes. For sugar. Yes, you do. Start packing your shit, Grohl!" 


"Nag, nag, nag! Geez, gay marriage really is exactly like straight marriage. Or at least what | remember of it” 
"Keep it up, smartass." David rolled his eyes and gave his husband's ass a swat. 

He picked up his coffee and and his bag and left the closet. Out in the living space, he set his bag next to the 
door and turned to sit down on the couch. There was a stack of envelopes on the coffee table and his and 


Dave's suit jackets were draped over the chair. 


"Dave? What are these envelopes?" He called as he brought the jackets back to the closet. Just before he 
reached for a hanger for Dave's he felt something in the pocket. 


When David pulled out the folded packet of papers, he looked at Dave. "What's this? 

Dave reached for it to yank it form his husband's grasp. "Nothing, It's nothing, Give it to me. 
"What is it?" David dodged Dave's reach again and started unfolding the sheets of paper. 
"David, please don't! Not right now." 

David read the beginning of what appeared to be a contract of sorts. "A pre-nup?" 

"Parker drew it up for me. Gave it to me yesterday.” 

"Why.Dave, why do we need a pre-nup?" 

"Hts not what you think" 

"What do | think?" 

"You think that | drew it up to keep you from the money | made before | met you" 

" when we get divorced," David added. He sunk onto the bench and laid the papers beside him. 
"No. Read it" 

"| dont want to." 

"Please read it" 

"You think we're going to eventually get divorced!" 


Dave sighed and racked his fingers through his hair. He picked up the contract and sat next to David. He found 


the section he wanted and he read aloud. 


"l, David Eric Grohl, agree to relinquish my legal rights to the property at 1824 Industrial Parkway, Minneapolis. 
Further, |, David Eric Grohl, agree to relinquish my legal rights to Fresh Pots, LLC. Upon dissolution of the 
marriage, David Warren Ellefson shall become the sole owner and proprietor of aforementioned property and 
legal holdings." 

David's brow knotted. "| don't understand" 


"David, if something were to happen to us, everything here is yours. | want none of it. | want you to have it all. 


Because you built it all. It belongs to you" 

'So.this isn't to protect.you2" 

"No, my darling. It's to protect you and what is rightfully yours” 

"You would.. you would just let me have if?" 

"No, not let you have it. Ensure that you keep it" 

"| really don't deserve you" David groaned and let his head fall against Dave's shoulder 


"You deserve me just fine. All | need to do is sign this and give it back to Parker. | can drop it off to him once 


we hit LA to pick up the boat, okay? You're okay with it?" 
"Yeah. Thank you for doing that. It means a lot to me." 
It doesn't really matter though. | ain't going anywhere." 


"Me neither." David used a hand to turn his husband's face toward his and kiss him. "Oh, what are those 


envelopes on the table?" 
"Probably cards from our friends." 


They were more than cards. There was a little over $1000 in gifts, too. Dave and David sat, staring at the 
stack of checks on the table. 


"Why would they give us money?" 
"Because they're our friends and they care about us." 


“But... | mean, as nice a gesture as it is.. we.. well. It was a nice gesture and | think we should do something 


good with it, don't you?" 


"Absolutely. Bet it all on red" Dave grinned. 


"No! I'm going to give it to Roger. I'm sure Zoe could use some to go get Ally in Seattle and Chad could use 


some, too." 
"You're right. Fuck, let's round it up to an even ten and give it to him." 


David beamed. "I like the way you think" 


Chris came by at 2:30 to see them off and promised that he'd stay as long as he could to help Jamie out. 
"On one condition" 

"What's that?" 

"Someday you let me and her spend some time on that boat." 

"Just the two of you?" 

"Just the two of us." 


"We'll think about it" David grinned before he hugged his friend and told him thank you. 


The flight to Vegas was a little over three hours. Once the couple was settled in, they taxied to the runway 
and had to wait in a line of ten other planes to take off. 


"Gonna crack a beer, okay? Make you coffee?" 
"Please." 


An hour into the flight, Dave was on beer number five and beginning to feel pretty damn good. He looked up 
and gave his husband a smirk. 


"What you are up to?" 


‘Mmm, nothing. Maybe." He continued to give David a cheesy smile as he lowered himself to his knees. Pushing 
David's feet apart, he settled between them and pried the older man's knees apart. "Gonna give you head" 


Leaning back against the seat, David watched as his jeans were unzipped. He obediently lifted his hips, allowing 


them to be settling just below his ass. Fingers and lips attacked him, dark eyes watching him, and he melted 
against the seat as his limp dick came to life. 


Running his fingers through Dave's hair, he urged the younger man lower, pushing his mouth along his length. 
David never got tired of this, never got tired of someone sucking him off. It was something to treasure and 
enjoy, a gift that no one else had ever given him. When he lifted his hips to rock in to the welcoming mouth, a 
hand pushed him back to the seat, his cock popping from the other's mouth. 

"Not so quick, hot stuff." 


"But you're so fuckin’ good," he whined in response. Draping a leg over Dave's shoulder, he pulled him back 
"Come on! Want more!" 


He didn't get it, his lover barely brushing over him with his lips. Kisses were pressed everywhere but to his 
aching erection. Whining, he pulled a litle harder only for Dave to sit back and grin at him. 


"Say please." 
Folding his arms, David just pouted. 
"Say please." 


The pout deepened, Dave chuckling at the look on the older man's face. Fingers trailed along David's cock, tickling 
the underside before tracing the head. Sighing, he closed his eyes, head falling back against the seat. 


"Please fuckin’ suck me." 

When Dave took him in his mouth, he groaned, hands once more tightening in the waves of dark hair. His 
husband allowed him to squirm, pushing himself in a little deeper, head bumping in to the back of his mouth. 
When Dave opened his throat and swallowed him, David gave a muted howl, hands gripping the arm rests as he 


came. 


The brunette lovingly tucked David's spent cock back into his jeans and pulled them up for him. And then he 
merely laid his head in his husband's lap, enjoying the way he stroked his fingers through his hair. 


"We're going to have a really great fucking time." David told him. "I want to do some things with you out here 
that maybe we couldn't do at home." 


"Such as?" 
"Oh, | don't know. Things." 


"Go to a strip club, get a lap dance from someone a lot younger and hotter than me." 


"There is no-one hotter than you. But sure, a lap dance could be fun" 
"Can give you one right now." Dave started to stand. 
"Hmm. Maybe later. How long are we staying in Vegas and when are we leaving on the boat?" 


"IFs all up in the air, babe. Whatever you want to do. Want to stay a week in Vegas and then head to LA? Two 


weeks. Whatever." 
"A week, maybe I0 days. | think that's probably sufficient.” 


"Cool. | got us a car reserved when we get there. We'll have it the whole time we're there and then drop it off 


in LA when we drive over." 
"Oh, we're gonna drive over? Not take this?" 
"Thought it'd be fun to drive." 


"It will. | love you for being so fun" 


Chapter IZ 


As they crept closer and closer to the west coast again, though, David couldn't help but wonder if the news of 
his nuptials had reached a certain redhead yet. Or a certain blonde, for that matter. 


The plane touched down at McCarran and taxied to a private hangar where the car that Dave had rented was 


waiting for them. 

"This is the car you reserved?" David asked with a laugh. 
"You like it?" 

"| love it. Might want to keep it when we're through." 


They put their bags in the trunk of the lime green Mustang convertible and then Dave slid into the driver's 


seat. 


"Might even let you drive it at some point. But not today." Dave grinned as he slid his sunglasses on and 
shifted the car into drive. 


He pulled up the valet at Caesar's Palace and popped the trunk. Within seconds, two porters were emptying 
their bags onto a cart. They followed the newlyweds inside to the front desk, where Dave gave his name. 


"Mr. Grohl, | have you in one of our penthouse suites. Is that correct?" 
"Yes" 

"Ohhh, the penthouse. Well.” David teased with a huge smile on his face. 
"We may end up staying longer than the six nights. Will that be okay?" 
"OF course. Just let us know" 

"Thank you" 


She gave him a small folder with key cards in it and some other information The porters led them to the 


elevator which took them to the top floor. 


Upon entering the suite, David went directly to the french doors that led to the rooftop terrace while Dave 
was left to tip the porters. After they left, Dave stood in the doorway and watched his husband taking in the 
splendor of the Las Vegas strip. 


"Baby likes?" 
David turned and smiled. "Baby loves. Thank you!" 


The sun had yet to set, still throwing its rays over the desert city. David suggested a shower and some 


exploring, eager to find out what their new location was like. 

Tossing on a pair of black denim shorts and a black tshirt, David slid his feet in to a comfortable pair of flip 
flops and wandered back out on to the balcony. The breeze lifted his still damp hair, and he closed his eyes, 
smiling as he leaned against the railings. Already he could feel his body beginning to relax, mind beginning to 

shut down. 


He felt a presence stand beside him. "So where do you want to go first?" 


Looking at Dave, he grinned, taking in the usual uniform of tight black jeans and black tshirt. "Fancy losing your 
inhibitions?" 


That caught his husband's attention and, if he'd had cat ears, they'd have perked up. "When don't | want to lose 
them? What do you suggest?" 


David pointed along the strip. "Pretty, shiny lights. Want to find out whats under them. Want to see it alll The 


voleano~" 
"The Mirage 
"The pyramid-" 
"The Luxor.” 
"The fountains—" 
"The Bellagio.” 


"Everything!" he finished with a grin, hands stretched out in front of him. "Oh, and | want to ride the buses, 


the trams, the monorail, and every rollercoaster going. Including the ones on the Stratosphere." 
Dave looked at him, an eyebrow cocked. "You're absolutely sure of that one?" 

David's grin just widened. 

"You realise it goes over the EDGE of the building, right?" 


If David's smile could have gotten any wider, it would have. Dave whistled "Okay then. But don't come crying to 


me if you get vertigo." 


Laughing, David looped his arm around the younger man's waist. "You're gonna ride too, aren't you, Mr 


Adrenaline Junkie?" 
"Of course. Just didn't think it would be your thing?" 


David's laughter peeled around them again and he gave Dave a big hug. "Welcome to Vegas, baby! You can 
check all your expectations of me right at that hotel door. Lets go and have some fun!" 


Before they even left Caesars, the blackjack table called to Dave. 
"Babe, it's only seven o'clock, the strip doesn't get interesting for a couple hours. Let's play some." 


David looked toward the doors leading outside. He whined a little bit, looked at the people staring at them and 
finally relented. "Fine. A few hands but when you lose your shirt, don't come crying to me!" 


"You like when | lose my shirt" Dave grinned. 

"Usually. Yes." 

They sat down at the table where three other men were playing. 

I'm not very good" Dave said as he laid down two hundred dollar bills. He gave David half the chips. 
An hour later, David walked away with $400 in chips and a grin on his face. Dave walked away broke. 
"| feel like my whole life has been a lie." 

David laughed. 

"Where did you..? | married a hustler." 

"When Mustaine wasn't drinking, he was a really great card player. | picked up a few tips along the way." 
They stopped at the cage and changed the chips. David gave his husband his $200 back. 

"Now, let's go spend this extra $200 on hookers and blow." David grinned. 

"Who ARE you?" 


More giggling. "I'm kidding!" 


On the strip, they walked toward Bellagio to see the fountains. At night, the sidewalk in front of the fountains 
became home to street performers of all sorts. Showgirls, comic book characters, saxophonists, bucket 
drummers, all kinds of entertainment. The two showgirls in silver costumes, complete with feather 
headdresses, approached David and put their arms around him. Dave laughed and snapped photos of his 
husband with his arms around two beautiful women. David tipped them and said thank you. They couldn't have 
walked three more feet before the bucket drummers spotted Dave. 


And of course, the 40 year old with ADD HAD to sit down and play with them for a while. 


Laughing, David reached for his phone and switched on the camera Around them, the party stopped as people 
gathered around. It didn't take long for the party to restart as the beats and rhythms caught hold, the crowd 


moving as one. 


Wriggling to the front, David sat crosslegged on the floor as he rolled video, catching every moment. Directly 

behind the impromptu band, the fountains went off, sending the crowd around them in to a screaming frenzy. 

The perfect moment. Definitely a You Tube moment. David made a mental note to upload it once they got back 
to the hotel. Whether they returned that night was another question 


He knew that Dave could go for hours and there was no way he was moving. Completely mesmerised, David sat 
and watched, one knee drawn up to his chest. When someone tapped his shoulder, he looked behind himself. A 
guy, probably in his thirties, and wearing a Megadeth shirt, smiled down at him. A pen and paper were clutched 
in his hands. 

David smiled and gestured the guy down to his level. "What's your name?" 

"Pete." 


"Hey Pete. How you enjoying Vegas?" 


The guy's face lit up and he settled himself next to David. "Lovin' it! Only been here a couple of hours. Pretty 


crazy town" 

"Same as. Got in this afternoon" 

"Must've been kind of neat to be walkin’ along here and stumble across Dave Grohl drumming, right?!" 

David smiled and nodded. The guy had absolutely no idea. Probably didn't follow music news as keenly as some 
people. That didn't matter. As long as people loved what they did, who cared if they knew about their private 


lives? 


"Yeah, pretty cooll" Glancing down at the paper, he addressed the short note to the man and handed it back. 


"How long are you here for?" 


"Just a couple of days. What about you? You doin’ anything special?" 
+Honeyrnoon’ 

"No way?! Congratulations! Who's the lucky lady?" 

Leaning closer, David pointed a finger at the flailing, dark haired drummer. “That guy right there 


Pete looked at him with wide eyes and a slack jaw before a massive grin spread across his face, eyes sparkling. 


"No way?! You're married to Dave fuckin’ Grohl?!" 
David grinned and nodded. "Yes way." 


The guy was laughing and he nudged David with an elbow. "That is so awesome! So fuckin! awesome! Wow, 


congratulations, man!" 
"Thanks!" 


David felt the happiness swell through him. He knew that a lot of the thrash metal community had hated him 
for what he'd done. But, to find one who appeared to accept them was amazing, leaving behind an incredible 


feeling. 


Pete continued to look at him, the look of amazement and shock still on his face. Finally he held a hand out to 
David. "| gotta go, man. Got gig tickets. But congratulations again. Fuckin’ amazing!" 


Taking the man's hand, David shook it, his smile equally as wide. "Thanks. Appreciate it. Take care, man. See you 
around hopefully?" 


"Yeah. Yeah. Catch you again soon" 
"Take care, man Have a good show." 


And then the man was gone, melting in to the crowd, giving David a wave as he went. David waved back before 


settling down to watch Dave. 


His husband went at it for another twenty minutes before finally deciding that it was time to end the Dave 
Grohl show and hand it back to the other drummers. The pavement was covered in notes and change, tips for 
the performance. David watched as Dave handed over some more cash, a thank you, No doubt for letting him 
take over. Then he was swamped as people asked for his autograph and photographs. Ever patient, David sat 
beside the fountain and waited. 


The tall brunette emerged from the crowd with a huge grin on his face. He hurried up to David and pulled him 


into his arms. 


‘| love you." He whispered into the older man's ear before he planted one on his lips for all of Vegas to see. 
And snap with their phones. 


They politely excused themselves from the crowd and continued down the street. 
"What do you want to see now, babe?" 

"Hmm.let's go do that ride at Stratosphere?" 

"You sure?" 

David giggled as he nodded emphatically. "What's the matter? Scared?" 

"Will you hold me?" Dave gave him his best pathetic pout. 

"| promise." 

After a half an hour of walking, Dave stopped and looked up. "But it fucking looks like it's right above us!" 
‘It's an illusion. It's still like three miles away." 

"Sure as fuck seems like it." 

"Let's catch the bus on the way back" 

"Deal." 


At the Stratosphere, David purchased two tickets for the X-Scream ride. It was a roller coaster car on a 


short track that tipped over the side of the 900 foot tower. 

| want the front seats." David whispered conspiratorially as they waited in line. 
Dave just frowned. 

"What's the matter, baby? Are you nervous?" 

"A little, yeah. You're not?" 

"Nope. Been skydiving, remember?" 


"No parachutes on this thing, baby." 


David just laughed softly and slid an arm around Dave's back. "| promise nothing will happen to you. If we fall, | 
make sure to land on the bottom. Cushion you." 


"| think | might still get hurt" 


David took a glance at his husband's face and saw worry etched in his forehead, eyes were wide and his jaw 


was set. "You don't have to do it if you really don't want to." 
| don't want to but | will because you are. You go over, | go over, right?" And Dave looked into his eyes. 
"Hold my hand" David offered it out. 


When the ride's attendant motioned for them to step forward, they did so together. Climbed into the front 


seats together. Dave squeezed David's hand so hard, he winced. 

"Ready?" 

The harnesses locked into place and Dave took one last look into his partner's eyes. 

"Everything's gonna be great. Relax and enjoy it." 

And suddenly, they were being catapulted off the side of the tower, the nose of the car pointed down and 
Dave squeezed his hand around David's even harder as he let out a yell. The car came to a stop and David 
laughed an pumped his free hand into the air. 


"This is fucking awesome!" He howled as they sat there, looking 900 feet down to the ground. 


Three more times, they were shot down to the end of the track. All three times, Dave screamed and clenched 


his eyes closed 

After they disembarked the ride, David laughed at his pale, shaking husband. 
"Are you okay, lover?" 

"Oh, yeah. Just fine. | might need to buy some new underwear, though" 

"It was pretty great! I'm happy you did it with me 

"Yeah, well. You owe me’ 

"What do | owe you?" 


"lim sure I'll think of something.” 


David had to buy the photo that was taken of them. He had the biggest grin on his face with his fist in the 


air while Dave's face was scrunched up and his eyes were closed, mouth open in a yell. 


They decided on a cab back to Caesars. David had to steer the younger man past the blackjack tables and back 


up to their room. 

"You hungry? | can call room service. | feel like a big, greasy bacon cheeseburger." 

"How can you want to eat that now? Isn't your stomach still in your throat?" 

"Nope!" 

Rolling his eyes, Dave waved at the phone. "Have at it. Order what you want. I'm going to the bathroom." 
Hopping on the bed, David grinned and grabbed the phone. He ordered the biggest cheeseburgers on the menu. 
Two of them. Even if Dave didn't eat his, David would make sure it didn't go to waste. When he heard retching 
from the bathroom, his appetite waned a little. 

Sliding from the bed, he nudged open the bathroom door and found a distinctly pale looking Dave sitting on the 
floor, the back of one hand wiping his mouth. Walking in, he sat on the cold tile floor and rubbed a hand along 
his husband's back. 

"Hey, you okay?" 

Dave nodded. "Yeah. Just the after effects of that fuckin’ ride." 

Chuckling, David looped an arm around Dave's back and pulled him close. Dave crawled closer, arms going around 
his waist, head tucked beneath David's chin. Stroking a hand down his lover's hair, he quietly sang. Gentle songs. 


Soft songs. Songs from their childhood. Songs to remind them of good times. 


"You were really fuckin’ brave," he finally said. "Really, really fuckin’ brave. Not many people would have taken 
that on What you did took a lot of balls." 


He got a mumbled response, words lost into his shirt. 
"Sure you're okay?" David asked again. 
Dave nodded against him. Looked like someone just needed a little TLC. 


"So no more big rides?" 


A shake of the head. 


"Okay, I'll keep that in mind." He grinned. "Fancy riding me?" 


The response was phenomenal. His husband went from sick and clingy to sitting bolt upright and bushy tailed in 
less than a second. 


David raised an eyebrow. "Suddenly feeling better?" 

"If | get to ride you, yeah." 

"Later." 

Arms went back around him, Dave's head tucked back beneath his chin. "Still don't feel so well.” 

"Aw, my poor darling. Come, let's put you to bed. After you brush those teeth." 

"Don't wanna go to bed." 

"Want to sit out on the terrace and watch the city?" 

He nodded. 

"Kay, get rid of your puke breath and l'm gonna have something to eat. Sure you don't want to eat?" 

"Might." 

David grinned knowingly, glad he ordered two burgers. 

Once Dave had cleaned up and changed into a pair of shorts, he and David sat at the table on the terrace and 
ate burgers. Dave insisted a bottle of beer would not upset his stomach again and proceeded to have three. 
After they were finished, David stretched out on the chaise lounge and invited his husband to sit between his 
legs. Dave stretched out as well, feet dangling off the end and his head resting against David's chest. The older 
man wrapped his arms around him and held him close, pressing kisses to his forehead and temple. 

"This is gonna be a great vacation | love it here already.” 


"Haven't you spent time here in the past?" 


"We've played here plenty of times but | never got to come out and experience it all. | hate to admit it but | 
love Sin City, baby!" 


"What do you want to do tomorrow?" 


"Don't care. Want to take the car out and go exploring?" 


"Sounds good to me. What do you want to do tonight?" Dave asked before he brought one of David's hands to 


his mouth and slowly slipped his wet lips around his index finger. 
"Want to do you." 


The brunette moaned around the finger he was sucking on before letting it slide out. "Was hoping you'd say 
that" 


He turned and knelt between David's thighs and then took his husband's face in his hands. He gave him a long, 
tender kiss that David returned as he leaned forward and found the hem of Dave's t-shirt. They broke just 
long enough to pull the shirt over his head before hurriedly finding each other's mouths again. Fingers curled 
behind David's neck, knotting into his hair while the tongue in his mouth that tasted of beer plunged deeper, 
lips twisting and wrestling against his. David pushed back, his hands were now clutching at Dave's shoulders, 


pulling him in closer. 

"Want you up against the railing, screaming my name." David growled. 

"Oh, fuck. Fuck, David, you're one kinky bastard." 

David's eyes sparkled. "You haven't seen the half of it. Always wanted to go crazy in Vegas," he panted. 

Hands grabbed at his, pulling him from the chaise lounge and to the edge of the expansive balcony. Leaning 
against the railings, Dave pulled him close, mouth hungrily finding David's again. Hands tugged at clothes and 
David stepped away long enough to kick his jeans away and toss his shirt to one side. Returning his attention to 
Dave, he attacked the younger man's throat, teeth nipping at skin, marking him. 

Fingers tangled in his hair, pulling him closer, his husband's breath coming in ragged pants. "Yeah, David. Do it" 
And he did, sucking soft skin into his mouth. Dave's free hand travelled down his body to clutch his ass. 
Rocking his hips, David rubbed himself against the other man's thigh, his cock hard. Both of them groaned, 


bodies moving together. 


Pulling away, he admired the glaring red mark for a second. At least Dave's hair would mostly hide it. But it 


was still there for him to see. Maybe he'd permanently leave one there? 


Fumbling with Dave's belt buckle, he quietly urged the other man to step forward. Shorts were discarded and 
David wrapped a hand around the dark haired man's cock. He grinned as Dave leaned back against the railings, 


head back and enjoying the sensation of being teased in the open air. 


"Want me? Want me inside of you while you look down over the strip? Maybe if you scream loud enough, 


someone might hear you." David giggled as he stroked Dave faster. His mouth found his husband's shoulder and 


gave it a soft bite. 
"Yes! Fucking shit, yes!" 
"Stay right there, then. Don't you move a muscle." David withdrew to the sound of the other whining. 


He returned to the room to find his bag and inside of it, he had packed a treat. When he returned, he swiped 
his phone from the table and snapped a photo of Dave leaning against the railing, playing with his cock. 


"I told you not to move." 

"You were gone too long. He was lonely so Mr. Hand decided to pay him a visit” 

“That right?" 

“That's right." 

“Turn around." 

The younger man slowly turned and laid his hands flat on top of the railing. David pulled his hips out a little bit 
and pushed at his shoulders, indicating Dave should bend over slightly. He obeyed and, looking over his shoulder, 
he watched David squirt some lube into his hand and stroke it along his length before spreading Dave' ass and 
working a lubed finger inside of him. 

"Like that?" 

"| know one thing that'd make it better." 

"Oh yeah, what's that? Another finger?" The older man smirked and pushed his index finger inside of his 
husband. With two fingers, he pushed deeper, pumping in and out, spreading his fingers before curling them and 
stretching the walls of warm, soft flesh. 

Dave groaned and let his head fall forward. "No," He grunted. "Your fucking cock. Now." 

"Oh, so it's my cock you want?" 

"Yeah." 

"Want it now?" 


"FUCKIN: YES!" 


Chuckling David took a step back. "Maybe say that a little louder. | don't think the people down at Mandalay Bay 


quite heard you." 

Dave looked over his shoulder, eyes burning with lust. "JUST PUT YOUR FUCKIN: COCK IN ME, ELLEFSON!" 
David grinned and shrugged, before backing away a little. "Meh. Might not bother now.’ 

"Fine! I'll just stand here and jerk off all over Vegas." 

David felt his own cock twitch at the thought. "So that's what you want to do? Jerk off?" 

Dave turned and leaned back against the railings. One hand trailed teasingly down his body and to his cock. With 
his eyes closed and head back, he slowly began to stroke, his gasps and groans lost to the breeze. Stepping 
closer, David slipped a hand around his husband's throat, fingers whispering over the mark he'd left before 
winding in to his hair. Kissing his shoulder, he watched Dave pleasure himself, his own cock throbbing. With his 
free hand, David joined his lover, fingers resting over the dark haired man's, stroking him in unison 

"Fuck, David." 

"Enjoying that?" he asked with a nip of the singer's shoulder. 

He got a breathy reply, "Yeah". 

Slipping his hand from Dave's, David wound it around his own dick, his stroking matching the younger man's. His 
mouth explored his shoulder and throat, finding the spots which made Dave groan and shiver. His husband's 
free arm wrapped around him, holding him close, David's soft sighs whispering past his ear. 

Pressing his groin against the younger man's strong thigh, he murmured, "You gonna come from that, baby? 
Gonna come from stroking yourself for me? Because you look hot like that, really fuckin’ hot. Love watching 
you jerk off. You're gonna have to do it more for me." 

Dave bent forward, nuzzling his face into David's neck, teeth nipping at his warm, damp skin. His right hand was 
working furiously to send himself toppling over the edge. David did little to encourage him at this point, and 
merely held him up. When he reached his peak, Dave growled and thrust his pelvis against David and released 
onto his stomach. 

"Was that good, my darling?" 

"Fucking great." 


"I'm happy to hear you say that.” 


It was an odd thing to hear David say so Dave pulled back to look at his face. There was a mischievous smile 


in place. Dave caught only a glimpse of it before he was twirled around and shoved back against the railing. In 


one swift motion, David bent him over and thrust himself into his husband's ass. 
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With no cookies that needed baking, no dog that needed walking, no coffee that needed making, David slept 
soundly until a gentle finger pushed a lock of hair from his cheek. 


"Good morning, baby." Was whispered in his ear and he felt the rough, thick beard of his husband along his 
cheek. "Got you coffee and breakfast here. Blueberry pecan pancakes." 


"Mmmm" David moaned as he stretched. "How long you been awake?" 

"Long enough to lose a hundred bucks at the craps table.” 

The older man smiled. "You suck at this gambling thing, dont you?" 

"Maybe later, you can show me how it's done” 

"Showed you how it was done last night" David mumbled and rolled over. They had a large, floor to ceiling 
window in the bedroom of the suite. Already, the sun was bright and shining. David looked at his watch. "Damn, 


its after ten? Why didn't you wake me sooner?" 


"Because you look so perfect when you're sleeping and because you never get to sleep in a little." And then, 


with a grin, Dave added, "And becouse we're gonna be up late tonight" 
"Oh, we are?" David rolled back to look at his husband 

Yep" 

"Doing what?" 


"Oh. | don't know." Dave stood and walked away. "Hurry up before your breakfast gets cold, my darling!" He 


called over his shoulder. 


The older man emerged in only his shirts and sat at the small table in front of another large window. Dave sat 


a mug of fresh coffee in front of him and removed the cover from the plate. 
"Dig in" 

"Thanks!" 

"Give any thought to what you want to do today?" 


"Not really. You?" 


"Yeah, | had an idea’ 
"What" 

"Ever been waterskiing?" 

"No. Where can we do that around here? We're in the desert 

"Lake Mead. It's about thirty miles east. Should toke less than an hour to drive” 

"Do you know how to waterski?" 

Dave nodded 

So dressed in board shorts and t-shirts and flip flops, they get into the car and immediately put the top down 
Onto the highway, Dave navigated Pointed the car east and took off. David turned on the radio and found a 


classic rock station. Behind his sunglasses he grinned when KISS's | Was Made For Lovin’ You came on. 


"Wow! A lake in the desert. Who'd have thought it?!" David's characteristic boyish charm came into play as 
they pulled into the parking lot beside the boat rentals store. 


"Pretty cool, huh? You should see it from the air.” 
David looked at him, sunglasses on his forehead, eyes wide and filled with a childlike wonder. "Shall we?" 


"Take a flight?" He shrugged and smiled. "May as well while we're here. Can do this, the Grand Canyon. The 
Strip at night's a good one as well." 


His husband's face broke in to a wide smile. "Let's do it. All of them. Would love to do the night time one. That'll 


turn out some awesome photos. Which reminds me, I'm going to reactivate my YouTube channel.” 
Getting out of the car, Dave frowned and leaned against the car. "You sure of that?" 


The passenger door clicked shut and David appeared beside him, a messenger bag slung over one shoulder. His 


hand whispered down Dave's back. 


"Never been more sure. We're got so much to show everyone. May as well do it, right? And, when we get 
back, let's get that photo shoot scheduled" Kisses touched the side of his head. "Want to give you a wedding 


gift to remember." 


And with that, the older man was gone, trotting off toward the rentals. David had already given him several 
wedding gifts to remember. But photos? Done in tasteful black and white? He nearly went and dragged the 


bassist back for a quickie in the back of the car. 


Taking a couple of moments to compose himself, he finally followed David in to the rentals shop. The bassist 
was admiring photos on the wall, one finger tugging at his lower lip. 


A man behind the counter smiled as he walked in. He nodded towards David. "What can | do for you today?" 
"Anything which doesn't break my bones," he replied with a grin. "I'm getting old, you know." 

"You're not old!" Turning back to the man, Dave continued, "Water skiing. What can you hook us up with?" 
The man's smile widened to a grin, eyes sparkling. "Whatever you want. You want it, we got it" 


"Do you have someone that will take us out? My husband doesn't know how to ski and | can't teach him and 


drive at the same time." 


The man looked at Dave, then David, his brow knotted for a split second before he said, "S-sure. Let me get 
you two hooked up. He turned back and yelled, "Jimmy! Get up here!" 


Jimmy turned out to be the guy's son. Twenty-something year old who immediately recognized the two men 
and was over the moon at the thought of getting to drive them around the lake. 


He led them to a fifteen foot bowrider with skis, a tube and a wake board all ready in it, waiting to go. 


The kid started the boat and, within seconds, they were out on the open water. David pulled out his phone and 
snapped several photos of Dave as he pulled his shirt off and kicked his sandals off. With zero thought to what 
lay underneath his own shirt, David pulled it off and stuffed it in his bag. With the sun warming his skin and 
the wind in his hair and the most wonderful person on the planet next to him, David finally understood what 
true freedom really was. He smiled at his husband and touched his cheek. 


"Love you. Now show me how to do this.” 

Jimmy slowed the boat and Dave slipped out of it, into the water. Jimmy chucked two skis into the water, 
along with the tow rope. Once Dave had the skis on his feet and the handle of the road firmly in his hand, he 
gave Jimmy a thumbs up. 

"All you gotta do is yell when he falls, okay? I'll circle back around to pick him up. Got it?" 

"Can do." 

The smile on David's face spread to each ear when he watched his husband get up onto the skis. David studied 


his form, watched the way he gleamed over other boats' wakes and even giggled when Dave would wobble for 


a moment and then steady himself again. Several minutes seemed to pass and the younger man just seemed to 


be effortless out there. His arms may have gotten tired because he suddenly lifted one in a wave and then let 


go of the rope. He glided along until he lost speed and sunk into the water. 
‘Jimmy, he's downl" David yelled. 
They circled back and Dave climbed up onto the swim deck. "Your turn" He grinned at David. 


"Remember to keep your knees loose and your back straight. The minute you tip forward, you'll face plant into 


the water, okay?" 


David was in the water, putting the skis on and listening to Dave's instructions at the same time. He took hold 
of the rope handle and gave Dave a thumbs up. 


"Go just fast enough for him to get up on them, okay?" Dave told Jimmy. "And try not to hit any big wakes." 


David lasted about three minutes and went down hard on his chest and stomach. By the time Jimmy circled 


back, Dave was on the deck reaching out for David. 

"Are you okay? You okay?! David??" 

‘Im fine. It's okay. Lets go again" 

They went again. And again. And a fourth time until David got the hang of it. 

Being out on the water was a bunch of fun and David found himself quickly settling in to the rhythms of the 
boat. All too soon, he was gliding along as though skating on ice. When the burn began to eat at his arms, he 
waved and let go, letting himself slow and drop back in to the water. 

When the boat pulled up beside him, he grinned, kicked off the skis and climbed in. 

"Good?" Jimmy asked, 

"Yeah! Really good! Enjoyed that. What's next?" 

Wake boarding was a lot easier, his days of snowboarding giving him the perfect experience. It was also an 
excuse to show off, making him wish for the cool, crisp slopes. Maybe they could head out to Whistler during 


the winter? 


As their time came to an end, David grinned and hugged the younger man close. Drenched wet suits slid across 


their skin, eyes looking out over the lake. 


"That was freaking awesome!" 


A hand wandered over his hair and he looked at Dave. "Yeah?" 

"Hell, yeah! Makes me want to go snowboarding again. You want to do that at some point?" 

"Sure! How about this winter? We'll get away for a couple of weeks?" 

"Sounds great!" 

They dropped off the boat, and Jimmy, leaving big tips, autographs, photographs, and the promise to return 
another time. Scott, the owner, was only too happy to let them know that they were welcome at any time just 
as long as he could hang the photograph of them all in the store. It didn't take any thought to agreeing. It was 


an honour, Dave had said, to be able to go out on the lake with them. 


Exhausted, they crashed out at a little cafe overlooking the lake. They barely spoke as they drank coffee and 
feasted on fish. Instead they watched people enjoying themselves, taking in the cooling waters. 


"Got us show tickets," Dave finally said 

"What kind of show?" 

His husband managed a smile. ‘Im feeling a little old and tired right now. I'm sorry" 
“s alright: Ill have to teach you to keep up with me 


Dave chuckled. "Couple of different shows. You know, the usual Vegas stuff. Tonight's is a concert at the Hard 
Rock." 


"Yeah?" David took a sip of his coffee. "Who's playing?" 


"The Chilis. Anthony's a friend of mine. Called him, told him | was bringing you. Was surprised to hear your 


name. 
David smiled but said nothing. 

"Do you guys know each other?" 

"Might." David merely said before he returned his attention to his lunch. 
"David! Spill it." 


David's eyes grinned at his husband over his fork. "We know each other. Surprised he didn't know about us 
already, though. | will have to yell at him for not keeping up." 


Dave said back in his chair and stared. "David, did you and he." 


"No! Oh, no. Not once. Might have been the intention but it didn't happen. We kind of crossed paths in LA about 
twenty-five years ago, maybe. Dave had taken me out for dinner. This is how | knew he had something up his 
sleeve. ‘Hey babe, let's go out! Was code for ‘I'm in a particularly sadistic mood tonight so let's see what fun | 
can drum up: We went out and happened to bump into Anthony and Chad. Anthony, well, he wasn't quite clean 
yet and Dave, clearly, was not. So Dave thought he was making arrangements for Anthony to take me off his 
hands for the night. Chad sat down beside me and | could feel his eyes burning into me, you know? | kept my 
head down when the next thing | know, Anthony and Dave went outside. Chad said to me, "Ain't gotta be this 
way." I'll never forget that. My head shot up and | looked at him. Could have hugged him and probably would 
have if Anthony hadn't come back to the table by himself. He took me home with him. Let me sleep off 
whatever was running through my veins at the time, fed me, treated me like a man, you know? Dave went to 
the ER or something. From there, he went into rehab for about two weeks. | stayed with Ant and it was nice. 
It was carefree. No expectations. Just ‘David, sleep as long as you want, eat this, eat that, get some color back 
in your face: And pretty soon, Ant was sober as well. But Dave left rehab and | knew | had to leave Anthony's 
place and go back. You know, as much as | enjoyed my break from Dave, | wasn't quite ready to leave him for 
good. | was still in love with him then" 


"Wait, back up. Why did Dave go to the ER?" 
David grinned again. "Ant roughed him up a little." 


"David" Dave laughed gently and ran a hand through his hair. He thought for a moment and then said, "Was he 


mad you went back to Dave?" 


"Anthony? Yeah, probably. It's not as if | went back to spite him or despite all he'd done. Love, even when you 


know it's wrong, is just more powerful sometimes." 

"Have you spoken to him since then?" 

"Nope. Our paths just never seemed to cross again" 

"Itll be nice to see him again later, then" 

"Yes, it will. To show him that his efforts were not wasted." 

‘lm sure he doesn't think that." 

"| wouldn't blame him if he did" 

Riding back in to the hotel, David was quiet. Seeing Anthony after all these years was making him nervous. And 


he knew he had no reason to feel nervous. He'd landed on his feet. He found Dave and married him. He was 


living a good, clean life with a great man Maybe the seeds Anthony had planted all those years ago did help 


him finally make a break. What would he think of his life now? Did he think badly of David for running out and 
going back to Mustaine? 


He stood in front of the mirror, unsatisfied with his tight black jeans and equally tight black v-neck t-shirt. 
"What's the matter?" Dave asked as he slid his arms around the older man's waist from behind. 


"A little nervous, honestly. | don't want him to be angry with me for never thanking him or trying to explain 
things to him." 


"| think, now, he might understand" His husband pressed a kiss to David's temple and met his gaze in the 


mirror. "You look gorgeous." 


Driving to the Hard Rock, David couldn't quash his nerves. The guilt of not thanking the man who'd held out a 


hand to him rode deep in his soul. 
The first thing they did on entering the venue was make for the bar. David had to chuckle. 
"How to know when you've made it? You get your mugshot on a set of doors." 


Dave grinned at him and held out a Coke. In his other hand he already had two beers ready to go. David looked 


at them, an eyebrow raised. 
"Planning on getting wasted tonight?" 
"Might be. Why?" The younger man nudged him with a hip. 


Sliding a hand down his husband's back, David discreetly gave his ass a squeeze. "Because you might be a little 
bit fun when you're like that" 


Glancing over his shoulder, Dave held up his beers and called to the bartender, "Can | get another two of 


these, please, buddy?" 


Laughing, David rested his head briefly against Dave's shoulder. A laminate was held out to him, his name 
printed on the front. Taking it, David looped it through his belt loops and tied it tight. 


"Go see them after the show?" he cautiously asked. 
"Probably best." An empty bottle was placed on the bar behind them. 
David laughed. "Slow down there, tiger. I'm not that tough to get into bed" 


Dave grinned at him. "Never know tonight. We're in Vegas. You might see a better model." 


Winding a hand in to Dave's hair, he gently kissed his cheek. "Think the model I've got is perfectly fine, thank 


you very much." 


Four beers later and David allowed himself to be pulled in to the bathrooms, Dave dancing from one foot to 
the other. They got a few stares and a few muted whispers as his lover took a piss. When the watchers had 
gone, Dave grinned at him. 


"Oh, no," David groaned. "What the fuck have you got up your sleeve?" 


His hand was taken and he let himself be pulled in to a stall, the door and lock clicking shut behind them. David 
allowed himself to be pushed against the wall, hands sliding over his clothes as he was fed sloppy kisses. 
Chuckling softly, he wrapped his arms around Dave's neck and pulled him close, willingly giving in to the 


embrace. 


"You're so fucking hot. Do you know that?" Was hissed into his ear as what felt like eight hands were all over 


his body. 

"Dave!" He sighed when a hand cupped his chin and tilted his head back. 

Lips attacked his neck and he felt his belt being undone. 

"Oh shit. Dave!" 

He was ignored and when he next looked down, his husband was on his knees. 

The bathroom door opened, men came in, talking loudly to each other, pissed in the urinals, washed up and left. 
David's hands were pressed against the walls of the stall. He was biting his lip so that he didn't make too much 
noise as the younger man sucked him hard and fast. Within minutes, due to the excitement of where they 
were, due to Dave's incredibly talented mouth, David had rose up on toes and came hard. With a grin, Dave 
swallowed every last drop that was offered to him and then helped pull his husband's pants back up for him. 
"You're insane." David sighed as he leaned back against the wall. 

"What can | say? You make me that way." He giggled and then pulled David into his arms again and kissed him. 
David could taste himself on his husband's tongue and that made him swoon. What did he do to deserve 
somebody so hell bent on bringing him so much pleasure? 


"I love you so much. Thank you for always wanting to make me feel good” 


"You can return the favor later." Dave smirked and gave his eyebrows a waggle. 


"Oh, trust me. | will" 
Dave grabbed another bottle of beer for himself and a Coke for David before they wandered into the small, 
intimate venue. They received more stares, some outright high fives, some requests for photos. But when the 


opening band hit the stage and the lights went down, they were ignored. 


The Chili Peppers played about two hours and the husbands were a hot, sweaty mess by the time the lights 


came up. On their way backstage, Dave found another bottle of beer and a water. 


Chad was the first one out of the showers and he gave Dave a big bear hug and congratulated him on the 
wedding and then turned to David. 


"You. Look at you. You look great and frankly, not only am | glad to see you're still alive but that you made it 
out and found this asshole." 


The shorter man blushed and said, "Thank you. | was telling Dave earlier how we all met and | remembered 


what you said to me that night. Do you remember?" 

"Nah. l'm sure I'd been drinking.” 

"You said, ‘Ain't gotta be like this’ and it stuck with me. | mean, it was like that for a hell of a long time after 
but | never really stopped thinking about that. So thank you for caring about me all those years ago. Whether 
you believe it or not, it helped me." 

"David!" They heard from behind them. 

David turned to see Anthony coming out of the locker room with a towel in his hands, fluffing at his hair. 
What was left of it, anyway. Looking at him now, after twenty-five years, it was still clear to see how a little 
scrapper like him could take down the mighty Mustaine. He threw the towel aside and wrapped his arms around 


the bassist. 


His hug was so tight and so genuine that David felt a knot form in his throat. He held onto the singer just as 
tightly and for just as long as Anthony wanted. 


| never told you thank you." David murmured into the man's ear. 
"Seeing you now, so healthy and happy, is all the thanks | need." 
He had to fight back tears as he let the man go. Anthony smiled at him and ran a hand down David's back. 


"Mind if | spend a couple of minutes with your husband?" 


David managed a smile and shook his head, holding up the empty water bottle. "Knock yourself out." He looked 
at Dave, who waved an equally empty bottle at him, and grinned. "Okay, okay, I'll get you another of those as 


well." 


When David had gone, the two men moved to a quiet corner, Anthony pulling his compact body onto a flight 
case. He sighed and stared straight ahead before looking at Dave. His eyes were distant. 


"Dave, I'm sure you've heard this from every fucker you've crossed, but take care of him." 


Dave felt his heart drop and he leaned back against the wall. How many more times would he have to hear 


"The Talk" before people realised he wasn't going to lay a finger to David. 

"Yeah, I've heard it. More times than | want to count." 

Anthony shook his head. "He was a mess when he came to me. A real fuckin! mess. Not just mentally. Somehow 
he managed to keep that intact. His body - shit" He ran a hand over his head. "There were bruises, open 
wounds, burn marks. Fuckin’ everything. Day after day he took a kicking. No one should ever have to go 
through what he went through. | remember sitting there with him on the first night, just trying to get some 


of the wounds clean. Some of ‘em.." His voice trailed off before he took a deep breath. "Some of ‘em looked as 


though they'd had something put in to them." 
Dave felt an eyebrow shoot up. "The fuck?!" 


The other man shrugged. "Yeah. Whether it was to keep them open, or make the scars worse, | don't know. But 


you know what?" 
"What?" 


"| sat there with a bunch of paper towels and some cleaning fluid and he didn't flinch. Didn't make a noise. Just 
let me get on with it with this calm, grateful look on his face." 


"Shit." Dave ran a hand through his hair. "You know that probably helped him more than you think it did? 


Showed him someone actually gave a fuck about him?" 


"Yeah. Just wish it could've been more. Although, to see him happy and healthy and married to your ass is 


more than enough. At least | know you're looking after him." 
"And it's not going to be any other way. Ever." 


At that moment, David made a reappearance, a bottle of beer dangling from one hand, two bottles of water in 


the other. He held one out to Anthony before dangling the beer in front of Dave. 


"Want this?" 


Dave stretched out grabby hands. "Yes!" 
David grinned and waved it a little "Really want it?" 


Whining, the younger man leaned away from the wall. "HELL YES!! Gimme! Gimme! Gimme!" His brain clicked over 


and began singing ABBA, swaying away from the wall and dancing around David. 

Laughing, David handed it over. "Damn, that's too much fun" 

Flea appeared then and it became a bassist's wet dream. The two of them talked on and on while Anthony and 
Dave and Chad sat and talked about this and that. Chad asked about Taylor and asked Dave if he didn't mind 
that they remained close. 

"After what T did to us in Minneapolis, | really don't care to see him ever again After the way his heart 
turned so cold, Chad, | don't know what happened to him but yeah, you guys were always tight so | don't want 
to see him lose a friend over whatever happened between us. You know, maybe he could use someone caring 
about him, getting through to him. God knows | tried." 

"You know how, when you're using, Dave, you feel ten feet tall and bulletproof?" 

"Yeah, get that way sometimes after too much to drink Like maybe tonight” 

"You know what it's like to never feel that way again?" 

"Only til the next time | drink" 

"T don't drink anymore. Never gets to feel invincible anymore." 


Dave didn't say anything but only knotted his forehead. 


"Just saying.. maybe without the drink and drugs, it was hard for him to feel confident. In himself. In what you 
two had." 


And with that, Chad gave Dave's shoulder a squeeze and stood up to walk away. 
"Need another beer." 


In fact, he had another four bottles of beer and was getting sloppy drunk. David had to hold him up with one 


arm around his waist as he led his drunken husband to the car. 


"You okay, baby?" 


"Fine, just fine" Dave slurred. "You know, | really love you." 
"| really love you, too" 

"You.you ever find that you can't be confident since you don't drink no more?" 
"What?" 

"Nothing, forget it. Put the top down Want to feel the wind" 


David gave his husband a glance but did as he was told, anyway. The drunken man leaned back against the 


headrest and closed his eyes. 

"Hey, something's bothering you. What is it?" 

"Just Chad. He and Taylor are still friends. Probably gonna go back and tell him he saw us." 
"Sg?" 


"Said that the reason T became so cold was because he lost confidence in us after he got sober. You think 


that's true?" Now turned and gave David his big doe-eyed look. 


"No, | don't think that's true. You were with him for a very long time after he got sober. You stayed and 
helped him and loved him. How could he lose confidence in your relationship after that?" 


"Yeah." Dave was now looking straight ahead. "That's what | thought, too." 


The older man reached across the car and took Dave's hand. "l'm sorry he said that to you. I'l take you back 


to the room and draw a nice warm bath for you and tuck you into bed, okay?" 


"l'm glad | married you." 


"lim glad, too." David brought his husband's hand to his lips. "Sit back and relax. We'll be back to the hotel in no 


time." 


Fucking shit, David thought. Why would Chad say something like that to Dave, especially knowing he'd been 
drinking? 


After a relaxing, soothing bath, David put the younger man in a pair of fresh shorts and tucked him into bed. 
He curled up behind him and wrapped his arms around him while whispering in his ear about how much he 


loved him and how much he was enjoying their honeymoon. 


Chapter l4 


David watched the sun come up over the Strip. With a coffee nestled in his lap, he sat with his feet on the 
railings. Below him a world which didn’t sleep continued its daily routine. He was trying to think about what he 
wanted to do that day. Instead his mind wound back to the conversations from the night before. 


What if Dave hadn't tried hard enough with Taylor? What if he'd missed something he could have fixed? Had 
he unwittingly stepped in to the middle of an unknown therapy session and shattered it apart? 


The guilt slowly crept in. He knew he shouldn't allow it. Knew he should banish it. But it was part of his nature. 
With a sigh, he wandered back in to the room, grabbed the phone and ordered breakfast for them. He wasn't 
going to let it get to him and definitely wasn't going to let it ruin their honeymoon. Dave was a free man and 
had made his choice. The very least David could do was to be grateful for it. Anything else was just demeaning 


to his husband. 

Standing beside the bed, he smiled down at the sleeping man. He had his back to David, hair spread over the 
pillows, the sheets pooled just above his ass. He looked peaceful, as though nothing else mattered, as though 
the night before had melted to nothing. Maybe for Dave it had. 

Sliding back in to bed, he draped an arm around Dave's waist and kissed his naked shoulder. He whispered how 


much he loved him, and how thankful he was for having him in his life. He meant the world to David, and the 


older man wanted to let him know as much. 


"Where we going?! Where we going?! Where we going?! Where we going?!" 

It had taken approximately three cups of coffee, two plates of pancakes, and the promise of a good time for 
Dave to go from "Fuck this, lim hungover" to "I'll bounce off all the walls until you tell me". Grinning, David 
opened the car door and got into the driver's seat. Sliding his sunglasses on to his face, he started the engine. 
"You'll just have to see, won't you?" 

The child whined, "Wanna know!" 

“Trust me, you're gonna love it!" 


"But | wanna know!" 


When they pulled into the parking lot of the Adult Superstore the whining stopped to be replaced with a 


moment of appreciative silence. Then the partying started. 


Laughing, David leaned back against the seat. Trying to catch his breath, he glanced at Dave, before laughing 


again. It was a full five minutes before he was able to drag himself from the car and in to the store. 


Wandering the aisles, they glanced over everything before Dave wound an arm around his waist and pulled him 


close. "What are you thinking about?" 


Grinning, David stepped behind his husband and pulled his arms behind him. Holding his wrists, he leaned close, 
lips brushing his husband's ear. "Thinking about getting a pair of cuffs and a leash for them. Then | can really 
keep you in line. Maybe a bit gag as well, with a leash attached to that." Sliding his hands up Dave's taut arms, 
he kissed his shoulder. "And a leg spreader as well. | want you completely immobile and quiet. Thinking about 
one of those double ended dildos. Can you imagine going at it with one of those in us?" 


He heard the younger man gasp. 
"Anything you want?" he purred. 

When they left the store with bagfuls of naughtiness and put them in the trunk, the younger man smirked. 
"Stay here a second, please. Ill be right back’ 

"Where are you going?" 

"Just stay here" 

David sat down in the car and watched Dave walked into the costume story adjacent to the adult store. 
"Oh, shit. What is he doing now?" David grumbled to himself 


But there was part of him that did actually want to be surprised by whatever craziness his husband was 
cooking up. So he let him go and pulled his phone out. In his email was a message from Mark Mustaine had 
heard about the wedding and wanted to send his congratulations. David quickly typed back, asking Mark to 
convey his thanks. There was another message from Roger that asked when he was coming home. If he wanted 
to make a run for the council seat next year, they needed five hundred signatures on file by January Ist in 
order to get him on a ballot for the primary next September. David sent off that he was serious about the 


council seat and he'd be back in a couple weeks. Five hundred seemed an easily attainable number. 


That began David thinking about John Quincy. He remembered meeting him the day of the block party. He'd all 
but stood there and told Dave and David that he was closeted because of his wife and children. Maybe once he 
was out of the political arena, he could do something about that. David remembered what it was like, being 
unable to come out. He wondered if that might be another reason why he stayed with Mustaine for so long. 
The fear of being outed had crippled him. 


David was lost in thought when Dave dropped a bag into the backseat and said happily, "Hey! | can't wait to 


show you what | got!" 

David smiled at his husband as he got into the car. "Thank you." 

"For what?" 

"For giving me the courage to be myself. | used to think that | had to live in the closet. That keeping the 
secret was better. You taught me otherwise. I've never been as happy as | am now and, as much as | love 
you, it's not simply because you're in my life. Its because, with you, | live a life of meaning and honesty. So 
thank you for that." 

"You're welcome, baby. Where's this coming from?" 

"Checking email. | got one from Roger that said | gotta hop on the campaign trail if I'm serious about running 
next year. And then | thought about John and how he's chosen to stay in the closet to protect his family and 
career. It's pretty sad to think about." 

Dave smiled and brushed his fingers through David's hair. "I'm so fucking proud of you." 

David grinned and glanced into the back seat. "So what did you buy?" 

"Show you later. Let's go explore more. Want to see the different casinos? We could go check out the Bellagio, 
they have a pretty awesome conservatory and an art museum. There's a wax museum in the Venetian 
There's another roller coaster at New York New York. | promise not to get sick this time." 


The older man smiled. "All of it. Let's do all of it.” 


Laughing like hyenas, they wobbled off New York New York's rollercoaster. It was their third time riding and 


the adrenaline still kept on coming. 
Leaning against Dave, David tried to catch his breath. "Again?!" 
"Drink first!" 


His hand was grabbed and he allowed himself to be dragged in to a bar. Sitting on a stool, he watched Dave flag 


down a waiter. 
"Whatever your favourite beer is and the best non-alcoholic cocktail for this one." 
David raised an eyebrow and gave the younger man a gentle shove. "So l'm on cocktails now, huh?!" 


Dave grinned at him, all sparkly eyes. "Yeah. Problem?" 


He grinned. "Why don't you just broadcast to the whole fuckin’ bar that I'm gay?!" 


"Oh, | think you did that well enough yourself last night when you all but invited a crowd of people to 
photograph you sticking your tongue down my throat" 


His grin just widened and he rocked the stool on to two legs. Grabbing his husband, he gave him the biggest, 


sloppiest kiss before looking around himself. "Well, what do you know. No one gives a shit. Give me another one." 


Three beers and two virgin Margaritas later and David found himself driving back to the hotel. Beside him, his 
husband sang along merrily with the radio, hands trying to catch the breeze. David smiled. He couldn't help but 
smile. He was in love. So in love that it hurt. His heart ached to be beside this man forever. To never see him 
leave. One day he knew that one of them would leave the planet. One would go before the other, leaving the 
one left behind to grieve and mourn and pray for another life together. But he hoped and prayed, for he still 
prayed, that many, many long and healthy years lay before them. 


Dave was sober enough to walk himself to the apartment high above the Strip. Sober enough to carry the 
bags up and dump them on the bed. Arms wound around his waist, holding him tight as teeth nibbled at his 


shoulder. 

"So, what'd you buy?" David sounded excited. "What'd you buy?! Wanna see!" 

"Sure they didn't lace those cocktails?!" 

"Na-ah." In the mirror, he could see David shuffling from foot to foot with excitement. 

"Go sit out on the terrace. I'll be out in a minute." 

David shuffled away from him, giving him a joking suspicious eye. Once the door to the terrace was closed and 
David was watching the life on the Strip, he opened the bag from the costume shop and laid out its contents 
on the bed. It had been a long time since he'd worn some and, even then, he'd never given a shit. He wouldn't 


give a shit this time round. Hell, he wouldn't have to be drunk to wear them. He's walk stone cold sober down 


the Strip in them if he wanted. 


Delicate fairy wings, dyed blue and purple and dusted with fine glitter, lay on the bed. Clear elastic held them 
around his shoulders. They stretched up above his shoulders before finishing at his lower back. Their cost 
would never be revealed to David but, if it made his husband smile, that was all that mattered. 


Pushing his left arm in, he danced around until he caught the right one. Glancing in the mirror, he smiled and 


made for the terrace. Wrapping his arms around David, he pressed himself to the older man's back and 


pressed a kiss to his throat. When David moved, he took a step back, watching him turn around, the look on his 


face changing from shock to surprise to sheer glee. 

"You grew wings!" 

"What do you think?" Dave turned around to give David a full view of them. 

The older man ran his hands along the wire edges, feeling how light and delicate they were. 
"Turn around again" 

Dave obeyed with a smile. 


"They're gorgeous and they're giving me ideas." David smiled and let his eyes drift from the tips of the wings 
down Dave's chest, to his bare stomach. 


"What kind of ideas?" 
"Want to see you on top of me, riding me. Want to watch those wings flutter behind you." 
"Oh, you do?" Dave raised an eyebrow. 


"Yeah, | do." David pulled his husband against his body. He reached his hands into Dave's hair and, with knotted 


fingers, pulled him into a kiss. 
They continued kissing as David dragged him along, backtracking to the chaise lounge. They tumbled onto it and 
laughed together. Dave sat back on his heels and helped his lover pull his shirt off. Dave trailed fingertips down 


his chest, softly caressing each raised scar. When his fingers landed on David's belt, he smiled. 


"You're so fucking beautiful. And you're all mine." The younger man grinned as he leaned forward, pushing David 


back onto the lounge. He unbuckled the belt and pulled David's shorts off 
When he bent over to take David in his mouth, the wings hovered over David's face. 
He sighed and lifted his hips, rolling them, pushing deeper into his husband's throat: 
"Dave, please” 

ie 

"Get on me. 


The younger man took his time, dragging his body slowly up David's thighs. He let his own cock rub against the 


older man's as he used two spit-slickened fingers to quickly prep himself. 
"Now, baby, please!" David whined, his hands clutched at Dave's knees. 


"Patience, my darling." He hissed as he slid up and reached beneath himself to hold David's cock in one hand. He 
lowered himself slowly, his other hand pressed against against David's chest. 


"Fuck, that's good. You feel so fucking good. Sit up and ride me. Go fast and hard" 


After a couple moments, Dave picked up his pace, riding David harder and faster. The wings fluttered and 
flounced behind him. 


"Shit, you look so amazing. Please, baby. Faster." David groaned. 


Only, his husband did the opposite. He slowed his rocking until he was still. David's cock still buried deep inside 
of him. 


"Baby, please." 


"Let's go inside to the bed" Dave grinned as he bent down to kiss David. "And then I'm gonna rock your fucking 


world." 


Dave stood and took David's hand. They scurried back inside and Dave shoved his husband to the bed. Then he 
turned and rummaged in their shopping bags for the bottle of warming lube he insisted on. 


"This is gonna make you come for hard" He told the smaller man as he slathered a generous amount of the 


lube all over his hard cock. He stroked it with two hands, causing David to hiss and writhe. 

"Oh, fuck me! Get on that before | come in your hands!" 

Dave straddled his hips once more and impaled himself on his husband's dick, slowly lowering himself as he felt 
the warmth flood him. The delicious heat created from both the lube and David stretching him made Dave 
groan. With his head tilted back, he began to grind and bounce on his husband. Faster, harder, he slammed 
down onto David, whose hips rose off the bed to meet him. Harder, faster. 


David was gasping for breath, he hissed deeply before erupting in a scream of “Yes! Oh fuck, Yes!" 


When he melted back to the bed, a hand grazed his throat. His eyes fluttered open and he lazily looked up at 


Dave. 
"You're so pretty," he purred, fingers stroking over the wings. "So damn pretty." 


He got a smile in response. "Glad someone thinks so." 


"Lots of people think so." 
His husband's smile widened and he leaned closer, David willingly giving over to the gentle kiss. 
"Will you play with me now?" The question was asked so softly that David couldn't help but smile and nod. 


He was carefully helped to his knees, the bed depressing beneath them. Obediently he dropped his head 
forward, gasping as the thin, sliver of leather was fastened around his neck. He lifted his hair to allow the lead 


to be attached, following the gentle pull of it and stepping from the bed. 


He was positioned in front of a mirror and David took himself in. He didn't look bad. In fact, he looked far better 
than he had done for many years. He wasn't any spring chicken, but he was making someone very happy and 
that was all that mattered. The collar stood out against his lightly tanned skin, the lead dangling in front of him. 
While he should have been feeling anxious, yet he didn't, feeling completely at ease instead. 


He watched as Dave moved behind him, the wings still shimmering at his back. David couldn't help but smile. 
His. Dave was his pretty fairy. 


Hands ghosted along his arms, carefully pulling one, then the other, behind him. Thick cuffs were fastened 
around, David taking a deep breath as they were clipped together. He felt something tug on them and, looking 
over his shoulder, he saw that a second lead had been added, this time to the D-ring of the cuffs. 

"Okay?" 

He nodded. 

Lips swept over his naked shoulder. "You can speak." 

"Perfectly okay, thank you." 

"Remember your safe word?" 

He nodded, the name of the coffee chain forever burned in to his mind. The two leads were gathered in to one 
hand and David allowed himself to be moved to his knees. Sitting back on his heels, he looked up at Dave, a 
twitch of a smile on his lips, arms resting in the small of his back. He felt oddly serene bound and kneeling. 
Oddly safe, as though nothing bad was going to happen to him. He knew that he was in safe hands, knew that 
he was being looked after. 

As Dave gently stroked a hand through David's hair and gazed down at him so tenderly, another realization hit 


David. This man that stood over him now understood him. He treasured David's submission like the gift it really 


was. This man would never take advantage or abuse that gift. 


"Dave?" 
"Yes, beautiful?" 
"| love you." 


‘| love you, too." He smiled and held David's face in his hand. Bending over, he kissed David. "Now, would you like 


to crawl over to the window for me?" 


The younger man picked up the two leads in one hand and held them as David crawled on his knees to he 


window. 

"Stand up. | will hold you." Dave used both hands under his husband's arm pits to help him into a standing 
position "I thought you might like the view while | whipped your ass to a beautiful bright red. Would you like 
that?" 

"Yes, please." 

Dave moaned softly as he brushed his husband's hair away from his neck. He nuzzled his face against the 
leather collar, giving the skin there a warm lick. David watched in the window as the younger man went back to 
the bag. He pulled out the spreader bar he had teased Dave with in the store and the red PVC flogger. He ran 
his fingers through it to untangle the falls. David felt his skin crawl and twitch as Dave approached him again 
The wings fluttered behind him and his smile was electric. 

"Place your forehead against the glass, please. And you realize this will sting more than the leather, right?" 
"Yes." David replied as he leaned forward and rested his head against the cool, smooth glass. 

He could still see the reflection of his lover as he crouched down and attached the bar at David's ankles. 

"Too tight?" 

"No." 

"Okay." On his way back up, he gave he older man's ass cheek a kiss. "One to test it out?" 

"Yes." 

Taking a shuddering breath, David waited, watching their reflections. When it came, the sting from the flogger 
was like nothing else. It cut through him, the burning centred on a single line across his ass. Digging his nails 


into his palms, he let out a high pitched hiss. 


"Okay?" 


Trying to catch his breath, he nodded. His arms were held taut behind him, legs spread wide, back dipped to a 
delicious angle. He felt vulnerable and exposed, yet it turned him on Someone else was in complete control of 
him. Ten years, five years, eighteen months ago, he'd have hated it. He'd have fought until Mustaine had 
silenced him. Now David willingly allowed himself to be placed into such positions. And he was finding it was a lot 
more pleasant than before. 


The leads were tugged a little, pulling his head and arms up. "More?" 
"Please." 


Another lash, another stinging flare. He whined and bucked, pulling against the bonds which held him. A hand 


pressed against his back, moving in small circles, comforting him. 

"We don't have to continue you if you don't want to," Dave's voice was soft. 
"Want to. Please." 

"Okay. I'm going to give you ten. Promise me you'll stop me if it's too much." 
"| promise." 


Taking another deep breath, David laid his head back against the window and waited. His body felt so alive, 
every nerve coming to life. He strained against the cuffs, pulling against the lead as he waited. There was the 
distinctive crack of the flogger, followed by the burn as the falls wrapped around his ass. Again he bucked, 
giving a low cry as he did. In the window, he watched their reflections, watched as his lover leaned back a little, 
the two long strips of leather tight in his hand. Silently, he admired his own reflection, took in the way his body 
was held. It was delicious, his body responding to it in ways he didn't think possible. He felt sexual, felt wanted 
and needed. Most of all, he felt admired, every inch of who he was loved. He watched as the flogger moved 


back and flicked toward him, catching the tops of his thighs. 


They came thick and fast after that, expertly being laid against his ass and thighs. David howled and strained, 
his body aching from the strange position 


A warm body pressed against his and he heard the flogger dropped to the floor. His hands opened and felt 


Dave's stomach press into them. Two arms wrapped around his shoulders. 
"You okay?" 
David nodded. "Yes." 


"Good. You did real good. I'm so proud of you, my darling.” 


"Thank you." 

"What else would you like?" 

"Whatever you want to do." 

"Hmm." Fingers flicked at David's nipples as his husband gave it some thought. 
David grunted and his hips rolled slowly, pushing his ass against Dave's groin. 
"Want me?" 

"Yog" 

"Inside of you?" 

"Yes!" 

"Right here, against the window?" 

"Please." 


"Stand up straight for a moment. Rest your back" Dave pulled him up and then gently pressed him against the 
cool glass. "I'll be right back." 


He watched Dave in the glass as he returned to the bag. What else was in there? David could not remember. 
Then he heard the jingle of a small, metal chain and he remembered. Hls cock twitched with the anticipation 


"Turn around, lover." Dave cooed in his ear. 

David obeyed and leaned back on the window. He whined softly as Dave attached a clamp to his nipple and then 
the other. The chain between them came together in a Y and dangling from the middle piece was a black, 
rubber cock ring. 

The older man inhaled sharply as the ring slid down to the root of his cock and under his balls. 

"Good?" 

"Tighten the clamps, please?" 


Dave smiled. "Sure?" 


"Yes, please." 


"Good boy." As he tightened them, he pressed kisses to David's face. "Gonna undo the cuffs so you can jerk off 
while | fuck you." 


As soon as his wrists were released, David pressed one palm against the glass and went right to work. He 
wrapped his right hand around his rigid cock and stroked it slowly. 


"Bend over just a little" He was told as Dave laid a hand gently between his shoulder blades. 
The cap was popped on the bottle of lube and the next thing David felt was a wet finger breaching him. 


Groaning, he pushed back on to the finger, enjoying the feeling of it inside of him. The slack was taken on the 
lead, pulling his head up. 


"Easy, don't want you coming just yet. This is gonna last all night" 
With a whine, David fell limp against the window, his hand loosening around his cock. "Please, no." 


There was a soft chuckle, the lead once again moving his head up. There was no way to resist it. No way to 


get rid of it. He had to follow the movement, and he loved it. 

"Why not?" 

"Because," he panted, the energy coiling through his body like a snake. "I'm not gonna last that long." 

"That's okay." 

His head snapped up and he caught Dave's gaze in the glass. "It is?" 

"Yeah. We'll just get you all hot and bothered again." 

He groaned, body going limp against the window. Secretly, deep down, he craved that kind of sex. Craved being 
made to come again and again until he passed out. He wanted to lose control in a safe environment. Wanted to 
lose it in a place where he didn't have to worry about who was taking advantage while he was under. 

The finger shifted, finding his prostate, and David howled, his cock bouncing in response. Sweat trickled down his 
back, pooling in the dip. Warm lips kissed it away, a talented tongue chasing the drops which slid from his 
shoulders. Slowly he rocked, his body tightening as another finger joined the first. Wrapping his hand back 
around his cock, he began to stroke again, the clamps sending sharp bolts of pleasure through him. His dick felt 


huge, the ring tightening ever so slightly, making every sensation as heady his coming orgasm. 


"Yes," he murmured. "Oh, fuck, yes." 


"Gonna come?" 

Hanging limp against the collar and leash, he nodded. 

"Gonna come all over the window?" 

Another nod and a muttered, "Yes." 

A snap of pleasure shot through him as one of the ripple clamps was removed and he bucked against the 
collar, forcing his dick in to his fist. When the second one was removed, David howled as the red hot orgasm 


tore through him, one hand clawing at the window as he tried to remain upright. Furiously he continued to 
stroke as his seed splattered against the glass. 


"Good boy. How did that feel?" 

"So fucking good" David panted 

"Want more?" 

"Want you in me, please” 

"Hold onto the glass and bend over for me 

When David obeyed, it was because he assumed Dave would finally enter him and fuck him. So he was 
surprised and disappointed when Dave went to the shopping bag again. He brought back another bottle of lube 
and his other hand was behind his back 

"Ready?" He grinned 

"What have you got?" 

‘Remember buying this?" And he revealed the long, double ended dildo. 

"Oh, fuck Are you.2" 

Dave nodded. 

"Shit" 


And with a chuckle, Dave coated one end of the dildo in lube. 


"Bend over, baby." 


Slowly, he worked the toy inside of David and thrust it slowly in and out. The older man groaned as Dave 
pushed it deep. Rubbing lube all over the other end, Dave held it in one hand as he turned around. 


"I have no idea what l'm doing here. | don't know if this is gonna work" He laughed softly as he tried lining his 


ass up. 
"Undo this bar and take off the wings. Let's lay on the bed and do this." David told him. 


Once on the bed, David laid on his side, his head on the pillows. Dave carefully reinserted the dildo and worked 


it in and out a few times. 


"Fuck" David sighed. He breathed deeply and then told Dave to lay on his side also, his head at the foot of the 
bed, 


He tangled his legs with David's and pushed his ass up against David's. The younger man lubed the other end of 
the dildo and slowly pushed himself onto it. Very slowly, using each other's legs as leverage, each man took 
more of the toy into himself. David reached a hand out and clasped his husband's. They pulled at each other, 
using their legs again. 

"Jerk off" David said as he took himself in his hand once again. 

It wasn't the sexiest of images. In fact, it probably looked a little odd but it felt good. Each man was filled and 
each time one moved, the other could feel it. They both stroked themselves slowly. When Dave bucked a little 
too hard, David gasped. 

"Fuck me, do that again" 


Dave bucked his hips and ground himself onto his end of the toy, causing it to shift inside of David. 


"Right there. It's right up against me and fuck ‚that's the spot" He groaned and began stroking with more 


urgency. 


"Yeah, stroke it baby. | want to watch you come yet again and fucking pass out on me." And so Dave stroked 
himself harder also, and rocked his hips faster. 


With every twitch and tiny movement the dildo moved, flexing and shifting. Arching his back from the bed, 
David murmured as the sensations raced over him. He'd barely recovered from his first orgasm, his body still 
sensitive. Yet the one which raced towards him felt amazing, its promise filling his mind Drawing up a leg, he 
shifted, forcing himself down on to the toy. Fingers tightened around his, pulling him closer. 

"Fuck, David. Fuck, yes! Keep doing that, keep moving." 


His husband's voice descended into babbling. Opening an eye, David watched the younger man jerk off. It was a 


beautiful sight, one he loved watching and it only drove him on, pushing him closer and closer to the edge. 
Speeding up, he swept his thumb over the head of his cock just as the orgasm snapped through him, strings 
of come splattering his naked body. The way his body reacted and contracted only added to his husband's 


pleasure, Dave pulling and pushing against him. 
"Oh, fuck, YES!" 


David looked up just in time to see the younger man peak, body arched from the bed, hand firm around his 


cock. 

Lying back on the bed, he let himself be cleaned up as he desperately tried to regain his composure. His body 
shuddered at the slightest touch, the post orgasmic bliss being used to Dave's advantage. David groaned as his 
cock hardened again. 

"No more?" 

He shook his head. "More." 

"Really?" He could hear the smile in the other's voice. 


"Yeah." 


Hands crept up his legs, ghosting over the soft inner skin of his thighs. Kisses followed in their wake and David 
obediently let his legs fall open Every scar and every mark was lovingly tended to, his husband's talented 
tongue weaving over them. Moaning quietly, David let his fingers drift through the wave's of dark hair, 
encouraging him closer. And he didn't disappoint. 


"Get on your front, sweetie.” 

David did as he was asked, head propped on his hands. When Dave took up exploring the scars on his back, he 
all but melted in to the bed. He'd never realised just how sensitive they could be, assuming that the nerves 
had been killed. Instead they sent gentle waves of euphoria through him, making him shiver and whine, body 


moving to meet his lover's warm lips. 


"Fuck, you really are sexy," Dave purred as he swept his hands over David's shoulders. "Love everything about 


you." 


David chuckled softly and reached behind him, urging the dark haired man to keep tending to his skin 


Dave's hands glided down his back, fingers tracing every raised line and bump, while his lips and tongue tickled 


David's neck. The older man found himself raising up to meet Dave's touch, soft purrs rumbling in his throat. 


"You make me feel so fucking good." 


"Hmm, l'm happy to do it. Happy to worship this beautiful body." The younger man whispered before he took 
David's earlobe between his lips. 


One hand hand reached to pert, rounded globe of his husband's ass and cupped it gently. The other rested on 
his hip. 


"Wanna make love to you. Wanna be inside of you." 
"Fuck, please." 


Dave sat up and pushed David's legs together. He slid up and straddled the back of his husband's thighs. With 


one hand, he slathered himself in the warming lube and then sat still for a moment. 
"Damn, that's so fucking good." He groaned. 

David writhed beneath him. "Want it!" 

With a grin, the brunette took a wet finger and pressed it into David. 

"No! Give me your gorgeous cock. Ready. Do it!" 


"Listen, down there. Calm yourself. You'll get it when I'm good and ready to give it to you." He gave David's ass 


a playful swat. 
"NOW!" 


"Fucking brat." But, with one hand pressed against the small of David's back and the other wrapped around his 
length, Dave pressed the head of his cock against David's waiting ass. 


With two hands gripping David's hips, his husband rocked into him, each time going deeper and harder. David 
was rocking back and forth as well, rising up to meet Dave and then melting back into the bed to rub his own 
cock against the sheets. Dave slid one hand up David's back and into his hair. He took a handful in his fist and 
pulled back. 


"Gonna come inside of you." He hissed as he drove faster. 
"Fuck, yes!" 


The hand still knotted in his hair and now the other one pushing into his shoulder, David felt the weight of his 
lover on his back Dave was now leaning over him, driving into him harder and faster, giving him a good, hard 
fucking. David's cock was throbbing, sending an intense spike of pleasure coursing through every nerve in his 


body. The grunts coming from above him grew louder and more frenzied, until all he heard was his husband 


wailing his name. The warm sensation of Dave's come spilling inside of him sent him over the edge once again. 


Exhausted, they slumped to the bed. A hand wound down his back, long fingers still tracing the healed welts 


and lumps. 

Panting, David turned to look at his husband and grinned. "Fuck, that was good" 
"Almost too good. Don't know how we're going to top it.” 

His grin widened and he raised an eyebrow. "Again?" 

"Now?" The look of shock on Dave's face made him laugh. 


‘| will if you will” Sliding closer, he wound a leg around the younger man's waist and pulled him close. "I've got a 


whole bunch more scars on the front which could use some attention" 


Fingers whispered along his cheek and in to his hair. Leaning closer, he inhaled their scent, a deep, musky scent 


of heady sex. David didn't want it to end, didn't want the euphoria to melt away. 


"How about we take a shower first?" Tender kisses were pressed to his jaw, flickering across his cheek and to 
his mouth. For a moment, he was reminded of the first day they'd spent together, laughing and joking beside 
the stream. He remembered the teasing kisses and the overwhelming urge to give himself over the delicious 
man who lay beside him. 


Sighing, David lay on his back and tangled his fingers in Dave's hair, gently pushing him lower. Quietly he 
pleaded, desperate to feel that mouth against his skin. For a few, brief, moments, his husband complied, moving 
lower until he his tongue was tracing David's collarbone. Then the lead was tightened and David allowed himself 
to be pulled in to a sitting position Something burned bright in Dave's eyes, something akin to lust and 
excitement. Grinning, David allowed himself to be tugged from the bed and towards the bathroom. 


In the shower, David was placed under the cool jets. His husband merely held him in his arms, pressing warm 


lips and a scratchy beard against his shoulder. 


"You are so perfect. So beautiful and perfect. | love you so much." was murmured in his ear as he was backed 


against the glass tiles. 


The mouth worked its way across David's shoulder and down his chest. His hands found glossy, wet, jet black 
hair, fingers diving into it. 


"Dave." He sighed as he tilted his head back against the tiles. 


The younger man's tongue lapped across a nipple before his teeth clamped down hard onto it. David yelped and 
then groaned as the pain nestled deep in the pit of his stomach and quickly turned into pleasure. 


"More." He sighed as his body shuddered. 


The mouth found his other nipple and his tongue flicked at the hardened, dark pink nub. Hands, meanwhile, had 
snaked around and clutched at his ass. David pulled them up and wrapped them around his husband's waist, 


forcing his pelvis up against Dave's. 
"Baby." Dave grunted as he used his hands under David's ass to bounce him and thrust him against himself. 


The wet slapping and sliding together of their cocks brought both men quickly to yet another peak. Their 


mouths were melded together, tongues twisting and wrestling as their bodies quaked and shuddered. 
"Fuck, David." The brunette sighed as David untangled himself from Dave. 


Slowly, they shampooed each other's hair and washed each other's bodies. Dave wrapped a thick towel around 


David's waist and another around his hair. 
"Put shorts on and I'll brush your hair out on the terrace, if you want." 


Pulling on a pair of shirts, David allowed himself to be lead from the room and out on to the terrace. The sun 
was dying, slowly setting over the Strip. The warm air caught his damp skin, a shiver creeping up his spine. 
Sitting on the edge of one of the sun loungers, he lowered his head and closed his eyes, just enjoying the 
feeling of the sun against him. He was so relaxed, so at peace, a feeling he hadn't had for many years. For so 
long he'd run from one place to another, trying to hide from what was happening. Yet it had continued to follow 
him, a redhaired demon with vicious hands. Until now. Now that demon had been replaced by an angel, one with 


gentle hands and a huge heart. David chuckled softly. 

"What's making you laugh, short stuff?" 

Lying back, David glanced up at the confused looking singer. "Was just thinking.” 
Dave sat beside him, hair brush in one hand. "About what?" 

"Well, I've always called you my angel, right?" 

"Yeah." 


Shuffling up the lounger, David wound a hand into the falls of dark hair and drew the younger man close. With 
his lips barely brushing against Dave's, he murmured, "Today | saw your wings. And they're beautiful. Just like 


you." 


It was all Dave needed to hear. Placing the hairbrush on the floor, he carefully eased David back and crawled 
on top of him. Hands slid over drying skin, gasps escaping between kisses as bodies slowly moved together. 


Beneath the towel, David's legs willingly fell open, one ankle locking with Dave's. The bassists hands moved down 
his back, following the curve of his spine before squeezing his ass. Groaning, he clasped David's face, deepening 
the kiss until the older man pulled away and grinned up at him. 


"You promised to brush my hair, remember?" 


Pouting, he gave David the patented puppy look. "But. But. Look what you do! You say sweet things, then you 
kiss me and tease me, then you stop. Why?!" 


Leaning up, David gave him another kiss. "Because | can And | want more of you tonight. A lot more. But first, | 
want to feel that brush in my hair. You do that so well. Please." It was David's turn to pout. "Please, baby, 
brush my hair." 

Shuffling off the lounger, he held the towel tight, trying to hide his blatant arousal. Not that he had to hide it, 
he just wanted to. If David could tease, so could he. Picking up the hair brush, he settled himself back behind 
David. 


He inhaled deeply as the brush was dragged through his damp hair. The bristles gently massaged his scalp, 
only to be followed by talented fingers. 


"| remember the first time you did this for me." David softly said. 


"So do |. You were so quiet and shaken up that night. | really wanted to take care of you and make you feel 
better." 


"You always make me feel better.” 

"I hope | always will." 

His entire body fell into a deep relaxed state. The more Dave played with his hair, the more tired David 
became. He turned and took the brush from Dave's hands and set it down. Then he gently pushed his husband 
back against the lounge chair and snuggled up between his legs, using his thigh as a pillow. 

"Tired, love?" 


"Just really - " And he was interrupted by a yawn." - relaxed." 


Dave tenderly stroked his lover's hair as he, himself, let his head fall back and his eyes close. It wasn't long 


before the two of them were passed out cold on the lounger. 


